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PREFACE. 


THE  Golden  Butterfly,  which  gives  a  name  to  this  novel, 
was  seen  by  an  English  traveller,  two  years  ago, 
preserved  as  a  curiosity  in  a  mining  city  near  Sacramento, 
where  it  probably  still  remains.  This  curious  freak  of 
Nature  is  not  therefore  an  invention  of  our  own.  To  the 
same  traveller — Mr.  Edgar  Besant — we  are  indebted  for  the 
description  on  which  is  based  our  account  of  Empire  City. 

The  striking  of  oil  in  Canada  in  the  manner  described  by 
Gilead  P.  Beck  was  accomplished — with  the  waste  of  millions 
of  gallons  of  the  oil,  for  want  of  casks  and  buckets  to  receive 
it,  and  with  the  result  of  a  promise  of  almost  boundless 
wealth — by  a  man  named  Shaw,  some  ten  years  ago.  Shaw 
speculated,  we  believe ;  lost  his  money,  and  died  in  poverty. 

Names  of  great  living  poets  and  writers  have  been  used 
in  this  book  in  connection  with  a  supposed  literary  banquet. 
A  critic  has  expressed  surprise  that  we  have  allowed  Gilead 
Beck’s  failure  to  appreciate  Browning  to  stand  as  if  it  were 
our  own.  Is  a  writer  of  fiction  to  stop  the  action  of  his  story 
in  order  to  explain  that  it  is  his  character’s  opinion  and  not 
his  own,  that  he  states  ?  And  it  surely  is  not  asking  too 
much  to  demand  of  a  critic  that  he  should  consider  first  of 
all  the  consistency  of  a  character’s  actions  or  speeches.  Gilead 
Beck,  a  man  of  no  education  and  little  reading,  but  of  con¬ 
siderable  shrewdness,  finds  Browning  unintelligible  and 
harsh.  What  other  verdict  could  be  expected  if  the  whole 
of  Empire  City  in  its  palmiest  days  had  been  canvassed  ? 
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Moreover,  we  have  never,  even  from  that  great  writer’s  most 
ardent  admirers,  heard  an  opinion  that  he  is  either  easy  to 
read,  or  musical.  The  compliments  which  Mr.  Beck  paid  to 
the  guests  who  honoured  his  banquet  are  of  course  worded 
just  as  he  delivered  them. 

Gilead  Beck’s  experiences  as  an  editor  are  taken — with  a 
little  dressing — from  the  actual  experiences  of  a  living 
Canadian  journalist. 

From  their  Virginian  home  Jack  Dunquerque  and  Phillis 
his  wife  send  greetings  to  those  who  have  already  followed 
their  fortunes.  She  only  wishes  us  to  add  that  Mr.  Abraham 
Dyson  was  right,  and  that  the  Coping  Stone  of  every  woman’s 
education  is  Love.  Most  people  know  this,  she  says,  from 
reading :  but  she  never  did  read ;  and  the  real  happiness  is 
to  find  it  out  for  yourself. 

W.  B. 

J.  R. 

March,  1877. 


THE  GOLDEN  BUTTERFLY. 


THE  GOLDEN  BUTTERFLY 


PROLOGUE. 

I. 


"  WHAT  do  you  think,  chief?” 

W  The  speaker,  who  was  leading  by  half  a  length, 
turned  in  his  saddle  and  looked  at  his  companion. 

“  Push  on,”  growled  the  chief,  who  was  a  man  of  few 
words. 

“  If  you  were  not  so  intolerably  conceited  about  the  value 
of  your  words — hang  it,  man,  you  are  not  the  Poet  Laureate  ! 
— yon  might  give  your  reasons  why  we  should  not  camp 
where  we  are.  The  sun  will  be  down  in  two  hours  ;  the  way 
is  long,  the  wind  is  cold,  or  will  be  soon.  This  pilgrim  has 
tightened  his  belt  to  stave  off  the  gnawing  at  his  stomach ; 
here  is  running  water,  here  is  wood,  here  is  everything  calcu¬ 
lated  to  charm  the  poetic  mind  even  of  Captain  Ladds  ” - 

“  Road !  ”  interrupted  his  fellow-traveller,  pointing  along 
the  track  marked  more  by  deep  old  wheel- ruts,  grown  over 
with  grass,  than  by  any  evidences  of  engineering  skill. 
“  Roads  lead  to  places ;  places  have  beds ;  beds  are  warmer 
than  grass— no  rattlesnakes  in  beds ;  miners  in  hotels — 
amusing  fellows,  miners.” 

“  If  ever  I  go  out  again  after  buffaloes,  or  bear,  or 
mountain-deer,  or  any  other  game  whatever  which  this  great 
continent  offers,  with  a  monosyllabic  man,  may  I  be  con¬ 
demned  to  another  two  months  of  buffalo  steak  without 
Worcester  sauce,  such  as  I  have  had  already;  may  I  be 
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poisoned  with  bad  Bourbon  whisky ;  may  I  never  again  see 
the  sweet  shady  side  of  Pall  Mall ;  may  I  ’ - 

Here  he  stopped  suddenly,  for  want  of  imagination  to  com¬ 
plete  the  curse. 

The  first  speaker  was  a  young  man  of  four  and  twenty — 
the  age  which  is  to  my  sex  what  eighteen  is  to  the  other, 
because  at  four  and  twenty  youth  and  manhood  meet.  He 
of  four  and  twenty  is  yet  a  youth,  inasmuch  as  women  are 
still  angels  ;  every  dinner  is  a  feast,  every  man  of  higher  rank 
is  a  demigod,  and  every  book  is  true.  He  is  a  man,  inasmuch 
as  he  has  the  firm  step  of  manhood,  he  has  passed  through 
his  calf-love,  he  knows  what  claret  means,  and  his  heart  is 
set  upon  the  things  for  which  boys  care  nothing.  He  is  a 
youth,  because  he  can  still  play  a  game  of  football  and  rejoice 
amazingly  in  a  boat-race ;  he  is  a  man,  because  he  knows 
that  these  things  belong  to  the  past,  and  that  to  concern 
one’s  self  seriously  with  athletics,  when  you  can  no  longer 
be  an  athlete  in  the  games,  is  to  put  yourself  on  the  level  of 
a  rowing  coach  or  the  athletic  critic  of  a  sporting  paper. 

Being  only  four  and  twenty,  the  speaker  was  in  high 
spirits.  He  was  also  hungry.  He  was  always  both.  What 
has  life  better  to  offer  than  a  continual  flow  of  animal  spirits 
and  a  perpetual  appetite  ?  He  was  a  tall,  slight,  and  perhaps 
rather  a  weedy  youth,  a  little  too  long  of  leg,  a  little  too 
narrow  in  the  beam,  a  little  spare  about  the  shoulders ;  but 
a  youth  of  a  ruddy  and  a  cheerful  countenance.  To  say  that 
the  lines  of  his  face  were  never  set  to  gravity  would  be  too 
much,  because  I  defy  any  man  to  laugh  when  he  is  sleeping, 
eating,  or  drinking.  At  all  other  times  this  young  man  was 
ready  to  laugh  without  stopping.  Not  a  foolish  cackle  of 
idiotic  vacuity  such  as  may  be  heard  in  Earlswood  Asylum 
or  at  a  tea-party  to  meet  the  curate,  but  a  cheerful  bubble  of 
mirth  and  good-humour,  proof  that  the  spirit  within  took 
everything  joyously,  seeing  in  every  misadventure  its  humor¬ 
ous  side,  and  in  every  privation  its  absurdity. 

The  other  who  rode  beside  him  was  some  years  older  at 
least.  A  man  of  thirty-five,  or  perhaps  more ;  a  man  with  a 
hatchet-face — nose  and  forehead  in  one  straight  line;  long 
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cliin  and  long  upper  lip  in  another ;  face  red  with  health  as 
well  as  bronzed  with  the  sun — a  good  honest  face,  super- 
naturally  grave,  grave  beyond  all  understanding;  lips  that 
were  always  tightly  closed ;  eyes  which  sometimes  sparkled 
in  response  to  some  genial  thought,  or  bubbled  over  at  some 
joke  of  his  companion,  but  which,  as  a  rule,  were  like  gimlets 
for  sternness,  so  that  strangers,  especially  stranger  servants 
— the  nigger  of  Jamaica,  the  guileless  Hindoo  of  his  Indian 
station,  and  other  members  of  the  inferior  human  brotherhood 
— trembled  exceedingly  when  they  met  those  eyes.  Captain 
Ladds  was  accordingly  well  served,  as  cold,  reserved  men 
generally  are.  Mankind  take  everything  unknown  pro  terribili, 
for  something  dreadful,  and  until  we  learn  to  know  a  man, 
and  think  we  know  him,  he  is  to  be  treated  with  the  respect 
due  to  a  possible  enemy.  Hostis  means  a  stranger,  and  it  is 
for  strangers  that  we  keep  our  brickbats. 

People  who  knew  Ladds  laughed  at  this  reputation.  They 
said  the  gallant  captain  was  a  humbug ;  they  pretended  that 
he  was  as  gentle  as  a  turtle-dove ;  beneath  those  keen  eyes, 
they  said,  and  behind  that  sharp  hatchet-face,  lurked  the 
most  amiable  of  dispositions.  At  any  rate,  Ladds  was  never 
known  to  thrash  a  native  servant,  or  to  swear  more  than  is 
becoming  and  needful  at  a  syce,  while  his  hatchet-face  had 
been  more  than  once  detected  in  the  very  act  of  looking  as 
soft  and  tender  as  a  young  mother’s  over  her  first-born.  The 
name  of  this  cavalier  was  short  and  simple.  It  was  Thomas 
Ladds.  His  intimate  friends  called  him  Tommy. 

They  were  in  California,  and  were  not  buffalo-hunting  now, 
because  there  is  not  a  buffalo  within  five  hundred  miles  of 
Sacramento.  Their  buffalo-hunting  was  over,  having  been 
accompanied  by  such  small  hardships  as  have  been  already 
alluded  to.  They  rode  along  a  track  which  was  as  much  like 
a  road  as  Richmond  Park  is  like  the  Forest  of  Arden.  They 
were  mounted  on  a  pair  of  small  nervous  mustangs;  their 
saddles  were  the  Mexican  saddles  used  in  the  country,  in 
front  of  which  was  the  never-failing  horn.  Round  this  was 
wound  the  horsehair  lariette,  which  serves  the  Western  Nim¬ 
rod  for  lassoing  by  day,  and  for  keeping  off  snakes  at  night, 
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no  snake  having  ever  been  known  to  cross  this  barrier  of 
bristly  horsehair.  You  might  as  well  expect  a  burgling 
coolie,  smeared  with  oil,  and  naked,  to  effect  his  escape  by 
crawling  through  a  hedge  of  prickly  pear.  Also,  because 
they  were  in  a  foreign  land,  and  wished  to  be  in  harmony 
with  its  institutions,  they  wore  immense  steel  spurs,  inlaid 
with  silver  filigree,  and  furnished  with  “  lobs  ”  attached  to 
them,  which  jangled  and  danced  to  make  melody,  just  as 
if  they  formed  part  of  an  illustration  to  a  Christmas  book. 
Boots,  of  course,  they  wore,  and  the  artistic  instinct  which,  a 
year  before,  had  converted  the  younger  man  into  a  thing  of 
beauty  and  a  joy  for  the  whole  Park  in  the  afternoon,  now 
impelled  him  to  assume  a  cummerbund  of  scarlet  silk,  with 
white-tasselled  fringes,  the  like  of  which,  perhaps,  had  never 
before  been  seen  on  the  back  of  Californian  mustang.  His 
companion  was  less  ornate  in  his  personal  appearance.  Both 
men  carried  guns,  and  if  a  search  had  been  made,  a  revolver 
would  have  been  found,  either  hidden  in  the  belt  of  each  or 
carried  perdu  in  the  trousers-pocket.  In  these  days  of  Pacific 
Railways  and  scampering  Globe  Trotters,  one  does  not  want 
to  parade  the  revolver ;  but  there  are  dark  places  on  the 
earth,  from  the  traveller’s  as  well  as  from  the  missionary’s 
point  of  view,  where  it  would  be  well  to  have  both  bowie  and 
Derringer  ready  to  hand.  On  the  American  continent  the 
wandering  lamb  sometimes  has  to  lie  down  with  the  leopard, 
the  harmless  gazelle  to  journey  side  by  side  with  the  cheetah, 
and  the  asp  may  here  and  there  pretend  to  play  innocently 
over  the  hole  of  the  cockatrice. 

Behind  the  leaders  followed  a  little  troop  of  three,  con¬ 
sisting  of  one  English  servant  and  two  “  greasers.”  The 
latter  were  dressed  in  plain  unpretending  costume  of  flannel 
shirt,  boots,  and  rough  trousers.  Behind  each  hung  his 
rifle.  The  English  servant  was  dressed  like  his  master,  but 
“  more  so  ;  ”  his  spurs  being  heavier,  the  pattern  of  his  check- 
shirt  being  larger,  his  saddle  bigger ;  only  for  the  silk  cum¬ 
merbund  he  wore  a  leathern  strap,  the  last  symbol  of  the 
honourable  condition  of  dependence.  He  rode  in  advance  of 
the  greasers,  whom  he  held  in  contempt,  and  some  thirty  yards 
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behind  the  leaders.  The  Mexicans  rode  in  silence,  smoking 
cigarettes  perpetually.  Sometimes  they  looked  to  their  guns, 
or  they  told  a  story,  or  one  would  sing  a  snatch  of  a  song  in 
a  low  voice ;  mostly  they  were  grave  and  thoughtful,  though 
what  a  greaser  thinks  about  has  never  yet  been  ascertained. 

The  country  was  so  far  in  the  Far  West  that  the  Sierra 
Nevada  lay  to  the  east.  It  was  a  rich  and  beautiful  country  : 
there  were  park-like  tracts — supposing  the  park  to  be  of  a 
primitive  and  early- settlement  kind — stretching  out  to  the 
left.  These  were  dotted  with  white  oaks.  To  the  right  rose 
the  sloping  sides  of  a  hill,  which  were  covered  with  the  brush¬ 
wood  called  the  chaparelle,  in  which  grew  the  manzanita  and 
the  scrub-oak,  with  an  occasional  cedar-pine,  not  in  the  least 
like  the  cedars  of  Lebanon  and  Clapham  Common.  Hanging 
about  in  the  jungle,  or  stretching  its  arms  along  the  side  of 
the  dry  water-course  which  ran  at  the  travellers’  feet  beside 
the  road,  was  the  wild  vine,  loaded  with  its  small  and  pretty 
grapes,  now  ripe.  Nature,  in  inventing  the  wild  grape,  has 
been  as  generous  as  in  her  gift  of  the  sloe.  It  is  a  fruit  of 
which  an  American  once  observed  that  it  was  calculated  to 
develop  the  generosity  of  a  man’s  nature,  “  because,”  he  ex¬ 
plained,  “you  would  rather  give  it  to  your  neighbour  than 
eat  it  yourself.” 

The  travellers  were  low  down  on  the  western  slopes  of  the 
Sierra ;  they  were  in  the  midst  of  dales  and  glades — canons 
and  gulches,  of  perfect  loveliness,  shut  in  by  mountains  which 
rose  over  and  behind  them  like  friendly  giants  guarding  a 
troop  of  sleeping  maidens.  Pelion  was  piled  on  Ossa  as  peak 
after  peak  rose  higher,  all  clad  with  pine  and  cedar,  receding 
farther  and  farther,  till  peaks  became  points,  and  ridges 
became  sharp  edges. 

It  was  autumn,  and  there  were  dry  beds,  which  had  in  the 
spring  been  rivulets  flowing  full  and  clear  from  the  snowy 
sides  of  the  higher  slopes;  yet  among  them  lingered  the 
flowers  of  April  upon  the  shrubs,  and  the  colours  of  the  fading 
leaves  mingled  with  the  hues  of  the  autumn  berries. 

A  sudden  turn  in  the  winding  road  brought  the  foremost 
riders  upon  a  change  in  the  appearance  of  the  country. 
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Below  them  to  the  left  stretched  a  broad  open  space,  where 
the  ground  had  been  not  only  cleared  of  whatever  jungle  once 
grew  upon  it,  but  also  turned  over.  They  looked  upon  the 
site  of  one  of  the  earliest  surface-mining  grounds.  The 
shingle  and  gravel  stood  about  in  heaps;  the  gulleys  and 
ditches  formed  by  the  miners  ran  up  and  down  the  face  of 
the  country  like  the  wrinkles  in  the  cheek  of  a  baby  monkey ; 
old  pits,  not  deep  enough  to  kill,  but  warranted  to  maim  and 
disable,  lurked  like  man-traps  in  the  open ;  the  old  wooden 
aqueducts,  run  up  by  the  miners  in  the  year  ’52,  were  still 
standing  where  they  were  abandoned  by  the  “  pioneers ;  ” 
here  and  there  lay  about  old  washing-pans,  rusty  and  broken, 
old  cradles,  and  bits  of  rusty  metal  which  had  once  belonged 
to  shovels.  These  relics  and  signs  of  bygone  gatherings  of 
men  were  sufficiently  dreary  in  themselves,  but  at  intervals 
there  stood  the  ruins  of  a  log-house,  or  a  heap  which  had 
once  been  a  cottage  built  of  mud.  Palestine  itself  has  no 
more  striking  picture  of  desolation  and  wreck  than  a  deserted 
surface-mine. 

They  drew  rein  and  looked  in  silence.  Presently  they  be¬ 
came  aware  of  the  presence  of  life.  Right  in  the  foreground, 
about  two  hundred  yards  before  them,  there  advanced  a  proces¬ 
sion  of  two.  The  leader  of  the  show,  so  to  speak,  was  a  man. 
He  was  running.  He  was  running  so  hard,  that  anybody  could 
see  his  primary  object  was  speed.  After  him,  with  heavy 
stride,  seeming  to  be  in  no  kind  of  hurry,  and  yet  covering 
the  ground  at  a  much  greater  rate  than  the  man,  there  came 
a  bear — a  real  old  grisly.  A  bear  who  was  “  shadowing  ”  the 
man  and  meant  claws.  A  bear  who  had  an  insult  to  avenge, 
and  was  resolved  to  go  on  with  the  affair  until  he  had  avenged 
it.  A  bear,  too,  who  had  his  enemy  in  the  open,  where  there 
was  nothing  to  stop  him,  and  no  refuge  for  his  victim  but  the 
planks  of  a  ruined  log-house,  could  he  find  one. 

Both  men,  without  a  word,  got  their  rifles  ready.  The 
younger  threw  the  reins  of  his  horse  to  his  companion  and 
dismounted. 

Then  he  stood  still  and  watched. 

The  most  exhilarating  thing  in  the  whole  world  is  allowed 
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to  be  a  hunt.  No  greater  pleasure  in  life  than  that  of  the 
Shekarry,  especially  if  he  be  after  big  game.  On  this  occa¬ 
sion  the  keenness  of  the  sport  was  perhaps  intensified  to  him 
who  ran  by  the  reflection  that  the  customary  position  of 
things  was  reversed.  No  longer  did  he  hunt  the  bear;  the 
bear  hunted  him.  No  longer  did  he  warily  follow  up  the 
game ;  the  game  boldly  followed  him.  No  joyous  sound  of 
horns  cheered  on  the  hunter ;  no  shout,  such  as  those  which 
inspirit  the  fox  and  put  fresh  vigour  into  the  hare — not  even 
the  short  eager  bark  of  the  hounds,  at  the  sound  of  which 
Reynard  begins  to  think  how  many  of  his  hundred  turns  are 
left.  It  was  a  silent  chase.  The  bear,  who  represented  in 
himself  the  whole  field — men  in  scarlet,  ladies,  master,  pack, 
and  everything — set  to  work  in  a  cold  unsympathetic  way, 
infinitely  more  distressing  to  a  nervous  creature  than  the 
cheerful  ringing  of  a  whole  field.  To  hunt  in  silence  would  be 
hard  for  any  man ;  to  be  hunted  in  silence  is  intolerable. 

Grisly  held  his  head  down  and  wagged  it  from  side  to 
side,  while  his  great  silent  paws  rapidly  cleared  the  ground 
and  lessened  the  distance. 

11  Tommy,”  whispered  the  young  fellow,  “  I  can  cover  him 
now.” 

“  Wait,  Jack.  Don’t  miss.  Give  Grisly  two  minutes 
more.  Gad  !  how  the  fellow  scuds  !  ” 

Tommy,  you  see,  obeyed  the  instinct  of  nature.  He 
loved  the  hunt :  if  not  to  hunt  actively,  to  witness  a  hunt. 
It  is  the  same  feeling  which  crowds  the  benches  at  a 
bull-fight  in  Spain.  It  was  the  same  feeling  which  lit  up 
the  faces  in  the  Coliseum  when  Hermann,  formerly  of  the 
Danube,  prisoner,  taken  red-handed  in  revolt,  and  therefore 
moriturus ,  performed  with  vigour,  sympathy,  and  spirit  the 
role  of  Actaeon,  ending,  as  we  all  know,  in  a  splendid  chase 
by  bloodhounds ;  after  which  the  poor  Teuton,  maddened  by 
his  long  flight  and  exhausted  by  his  desperate  resistance,  was 
torn  to  pieces,  fighting  to  the  end  with  a  rage  past  all  acting. 
It  is  our  modern  pleasure  to  read  of  pain  and  suffering. 
Those  were  the  really  pleasant  days  to  the  Roman  ladies  when 
they  actually  witnessed  living  agony. 
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“  Give  Grisly  two  minutes,”  said  Captain  Ladds. 

By  this  time  the  rest  of  the  party  had  come  up,  and  were 
watching  the  movements  of  man  and  bear.  In  the  plain 
stood  the  framework  of  a  ruined  wooden  house.  Man  made 
for  log-house.  Bear,  without  any  apparent  effort,  but  just  to 
show  that  he  saw  the  dodge,  and  meant  that  it  should  not 
succeed,  put  on  a  spurt,  and  the  distance  between  them 
lessened  every  moment.  Fifty  yards ;  forty  yards.  Man 
looked  round  over  his  shoulder.  The  log-house  was  a  good  two 
hundred  yards  ahead.  He  hesitated ;  seemed  to  stop  for  a 
moment.  Bear  diminished  the  space  by  a  good  dozen  yards 
— and  then  man  doubled. 

“  Getting  pumped,”  said  Ladds  the  critical.  Then  he  too 
dismounted,  and  stood  beside  the  younger  man,  giving  the 
reins  of  both  horses  to  one  of  the  Mexicans.  “  Mustn’t  let 
Grisly  claw  the  poor  devil,”  he  murmured. 

“  Let  me  bring  him  down,  Tommy.” 

“  Bring  him  down,  young  un.” 

The  greasers  looked  on  and  laughed.  It  would  have  been 
to  them  a  pleasant  termination  to  the  “  play  ”  had  Bruin 
clawed  the  man.  Neither  hunter  nor  quarry  saw  the  party 
clustered  together  on  the  rising  ground  on  which  the  track 
ran.  Man  saw  nothing  but  the  ground  over  which  he  flew  ; 
bear  saw  nothing  but  man  before  him.  The  doubling 
manoeuvre  was,  however,  the  one  thing  needed  to  bring 
Grisly  within  easy  reach.  Faster  flew  the  man,  but  it  was 
the  last  flight  of  despair  ;  had  the  others  been  near  enough 
they  would  have  seen  the  cold  drops  of  agony  standing  on  his 
forehead  ;  they  would  have  caught  his  panting  breath,  they 
would  have  heard  his  muttered  prayer. 

“  Let  him  have  it !  ”  growled  Ladds. 

It  was  time.  Grisly,  swinging  along  with  leisurely  step, 
rolling  his  great  head  from  side  to  side  in  time  with  the 
cadence  of  his  footfall — one  roll  to  every  half-dozen  strides, 
like  a  fat  German  over  a  trois-temps  waltz — suddenly  lifted 
his  face,  and  roared.  Then  the  man  shrieked ;  then  the  bear 
stopped,  and  raised  himself  for  a  moment,  pawing  in  the  air ; 
then  he  dropped  again,  and  rushed  with  quickened  step  upon 
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his  foe;  then — but  then — ping!  one  shot.  It  has  struck 
Grisly  in  the  shoulder ;  he  stops  with  a  roar. 

“  Good,  young  un  !  ”  said  Ladds,  bringing  piece  to  shoulder. 
This  time  Grisly  roars  no  more.  He  rolls  over.  He  is  shot 
to  the  heart,  and  is  dead. 

The  other  participator  in  this  chasse  of  two  heard  the  crack 
of  the  rifles.  His  senses  were  growing  dazed  with  fear ;  he 
did  not  stop,  he  ran  on  still,  but  with  trembling  knees  and 
outstretched  hands  ;  and  when  he  came  to  a  heap  of  shingle 
and  sand — one  of  those  left  over  from  the  old  surface-mines 
—he  fell  headlong  on  the  pile  with  a  cry,  and  could  not  rise. 
The  two  who  shot  the  bear  ran  across  the  ground — he  lay 
almost  at  their  feet — to  secure  their  prey.  After  them,  at  a 
leisurely  pace,  strode  John,  the  servant.  The  greasers  stayed 
behind  and  laughed. 

“  Grisly’s  dead,”  said  Tommy,  pulling  out  his  knife. 
«  Steak  ?  ” 

“  Ho ;  skin,”  cried  the  younger.  “  Let  me  take  his  skin. 
John,  we  will  have  the  beast  skinned.  You  can  get  some 
steaks  cut.  Where  is  the  man  ?  ” 

They  found  him  lying  on  his  face,  unable  to  move. 

“  How,  old  man,”  said  the  young  fellow  cheerfully,  “  might 
as  well  sit  up,  you  know,  if  you  can’t  stand.  Bruin’s  gone 
to  the  happy  hunting-grounds.” 

The  man  sat  up,  as  desired,  and  tried  to  take  a  comprehen¬ 
sive  view  of  the  position. 

Jack  handed  him  a  flask,  from  which  he  took  a  long  pull. 
Then  he  got  up,  and  somewhat  ostentatiously  began  to 
smooth  down  the  legs  of  his  trousers. 

He  was  a  thin  man,  about  five  and  forty  years  of  age  ;  he 
wore  an  irregular  and  patchy  kind  of  beard,  which  flourished 
exceedingly  on  certain  square  half-inches  of  chin  and  cheek, 
and  was  as  thin  as  grass  at  Aden  on  the  intervening  spaces. 
He  had  no  boots,  but  a  sort  of  moccasins,  the  lightness  of 
which  enabled  him  to  show  his  heels  to  the  bear  for  so  long 
a  time.  His  trousers  might  have  been  of  a  rough  tweed,  or 
they  might  have  been  black  cloth,  because  grease,  many 
drenchings,  the  buffetting  of  years,  and  the  holes  into  which 
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they  were  worn,  had  long  deprived  them  of  their  original 
colour  and  brilliancy.  Above  the  trousers  he  wore  a  tattered 
flannel  shirt,  the  right  arm  of  which,  nearly  torn  to  pieces, 
revealed  a  tattooed  limb,  which  was  strong  although  thin  ; 
the  buttons  had  long  ago  vanished  from  the  front  of  the 
garment ;  thorns  picturesquely  replaced  them.  He  wore  a 
red-cotton  handkerchief  round  his  neck,  a  round  felt  hat  was 
on  his  head ;  this,  like  the  trousers,  had  lost  its  pristine 
colour,  and  by  dint  of  years  and  weather,  its  stiffness  too.  To 
prevent  the  hat  from  flapping  in  his  eyes,  its  possessor  had 
pinned  it  up  with  thorns  in  the  front. 

Necessity  is  the  mother  of  invention  :  there  is  nothing 
morally  wrong  in  the  use  of  thorns  where  other  men  use 
studs,  diamond  pins,  and  such  gauds  ;  and  the  effect  is 
picturesque.  The  stranger,  in  fact,  was  a  law  unto  himself. 
He  had  no  coat ;  the  rifle  of  Californian  civilisation  was  miss¬ 
ing  ;  there  was  no  sign  of  knife  or  revolver ;  and  the  only 
encumbrance,  if  that  was  any,  to  the  lightness  of  his  flight 
was  a  small  wooden  box  strapped  round  tightly,  and  hanging 
at  his  back  by  means  of  a  steel  chain,  grown  a  little  rusty 
where  it  did  not  rub  against  his  neck  and  shoulders. 

He  sat  up  and  winked  involuntarily  with  both  eyes.  This 
was  the  effect  of  present  bewilderment  and  late  fear. 

Then  he  looked  round  him,  after,  as  before  explained,  a  few 
moments  of  assiduous  leg- smoothing,  which,  as  stated  above, 
looked  ostentatious,  but  was  really  only  nervous  agitation. 
Then  he  rose,  and  saw  Grisly  lying  in  a  heap  a  few  yards  off. 
He  walked  over  with  a  grave  face,  and  looked  at  him. 

When  Henri  Balafre,  Due  de  Guise,  saw  Coligny  lying 
dead  at  his  feet,  he  is  said — only  it  is  a  wicked  lie — to  have 
kicked  the  body  of  his  murdered  father’s  enemy.  When  Henri 
III.  of  France,  ten  years  later,  saw  Balafre  dead  at  his  feet, 
he  did  kick  the  lifeless  body,  with  a  wretched  joke.  The  king 
was  a  cur.  My  American  was  not.  He  stood  over  Bruin 
with  a  look  in  his  eyes  which  betokened  respect  for  fallen 
greatness  and  sympathy  with  bad  luck.  Grisly  would  have 
been  his  victor,  but  for  the  chance  which  brought  him  within 
reach  of  a  friendly  rifle. 
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“  A  near  thing,”  he  said.  “  Since  I’ve  been  in  this  doggoned 
country  I’ve  had  one  or  two  near  things,  but  this  was  the 
nearest.” 

The  greasers  stood  round  the  body  of  the  bear,  and  the 
English  servant  was  giving  directions  for  skinning  the  beast. 

“  And  which  of  you  gentlemen,”  he  went  on  with  a  nasal 
twang  more  pronounced  than  before  —  perhaps  with  more 
emphasis  on  the  word  “gentlemen”  than  was  altogether 
required — “  which  of  you  gentlemen  was  good  enough  to 
shoot  the  critter  ?  ” 

The  English  servant,  who  was,  like  his  master,  Captain 
Ladds,  a  man  of  few  words,  pointed  to  the  young  man,  who 
stood  close  by  with  the  other  leader  of  the  expedition. 

The  man  snatched  from  the  jaws  of  death  took  off  his 
shaky  thorn-beset  felt,  and  solemnly  held  out  his  hand. 

“  Sir,”  he  said,  “  I  do  not  know  your  name,  and  you  do  not 
know  mine.  If  you  did  you  would  not  be  much  happier, 
because  it  is  not  a  striking  name.  If  you’ll  oblige  me,  sir, 
by  touching  that  ” — he  meant  his  right  hand — “  we  shall  be 
brothers.  All  that’s  mine  shall  be  yours.  I  do  not  ask  you, 
sir,  to  reciprocate.  All  that’s  mine,  sir,  when  I  get  anything, 
shall  be  yours.  At  present,  sir,  there  is  nothing ;  but  I’ve 
Luck  behind  me.  Shake  hands,  sir.  Once  a  mouse  helped 
a  lion,  sir.  It’s  in  a  book.  I  am  the  mouse,  sir,  and  you 
are  the  lion.  Sir,  my  name  is  Gilead  P.  Beck.” 

The  young  man  laughed  and  shook  hands  with  him. 

“  I  only  fired  the  first  shot,”  he  explained.  “  My  friend 
here  ” - 

“  No  ;  first  shot  disabled — hunt  finished  then — Grisly  out 
of  the  running.  Glad  you’re  not  clawed — unpleasant  to  be 
clawed.  Young  un  did  it.  No  thanks.  Tell  us  where  we  are.” 

Mr.  Gilead  P.  Beck,  catching  the  spirit  of  the  situation, 
told  them  where  they  were,  approximately.  “  This,”  he  said, 
“  is  Patrick’s  Camp  ;  at  least,  it  was.  The  Pioneers  of  ’49 
could  tell  you  a  good  deal  about  Patrick’s  Camp.  It  was  here 
that  Patrick  kept  his  store.  In  those  old  days — they’re  gone 
now — if  a  man  wanted  to  buy  a  blanket,  that  article,  sir,  was 
put  into  one  scale,  and  weighed  down  with  gold-dust  in  the 
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otter.  Same  with  a  pair  of  boots  ;  same  with  a  pound  of 
raisins.  Patrick  might  have  died  rich,  sir,  but  he  didn’t — 
none  of  the  pioneers  did — so  he  died  poor ;  and  died  in  his 
boots,  too,  like  most  of  the  lot.” 

“  Not  much  left  of  the  camp.” 

“  No,  sir,  not  much.  The  mine  gave  out.  Then  they 
moved  up  the  hills,  where,  I  conclude,  you  gentlemen  are  on 
your  way.  Prospecting  likely.  The  new  town,  called  Empire 
City,  ought  to  be  an  hour  or  so  up  the  track.  I  was  trying 
to  find  my  way  there  when  I  met  with  old  Grisly.  Perhaps 
if  I  had  let  him  alone  he  would  have  let  me  alone.  But  I 
blazed  at  him,  and,  sir,  I  missed  him  ;  then  he  shadowed  me. 
And  the  old  rifle’s  gone  at  last.” 

“  How  long  did  the  chase  last  ?  ” 

“  I  should  say,  sir,  forty  days  and  forty  nights,  or  near 
about.  And  you  gentlemen  air  going  to  Empire  City  ?  ” 

“We  are  going  anywhere.  Perhaps,  for  the  present,  you 
had  better  join  us.” 


II. 

Mr.  Gilead  P.  Beck,  partly  recovered  from  the  shock  caused 
to  his  nerves  by  the  revengeful  spirit  of  the  bear,  and  in  no 
way  discomfited  by  any  sense  of  false  shame  as  to  his  ragged 
appearance,  marched  beside  the  two  Englishmen.  It  was 
characteristic  of  his  nationality  that  he  regarded  the  greasers 
with  contempt,  and  that  he  joined  the  two  gentlemen  as  if 
he  belonged  to  their  grade  and  social  rank.  An  Englishman 
picked  up  in  such  rags  and  duds  would  have  shrunk  abashed 
to  the  rear,  or  he  would  have  apologised  for  his  tattered  con¬ 
dition,  or  he  would  have  begged  for  some  garments — any 
garments — to  replace  his  own.  Mr.  Beck  had  no  such  feel¬ 
ing.  He  strode  along  with  a  swinging  slouch,  which  covered 
the  ground  as  rapidly  as  the  step  of  the  horses.  The  wind 
blew  his  rags  about  his  long  and  lean  figure  as  picturesquely 
as  if  he  were  another  Autolycus.  He  was  as  full  of  talk  as 
that  worthy,  and  as  lightsome  of  spirit,  despite  the  solemn 
gravity  of  his  face.  I  once  saw  a  poem — I  think  in  the 
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Spectator — on  Artemus  Ward,  in  which  the  bard  apostrophised 
the  light-hearted  merriment  of  the  Western  American:  a 
very  unfortunate  thing  to  say,  because  the  Western  American 
is  externally  a  most  serious  person,  never  merry,  never  witty, 
but  always  humorous.  Mr.  Beck  was  quite  grave,  though  at 
the  moment  as  happy  as  that  other  grave  and  thoughtful 
person  who  has  made  a  name  in  the  literature  of  humour — 
Panurge — when  he  escaped  half-roasted  from  the  Turk’s  Serai. 

“  I  ought,”  he  said,  “  to  sit  down  and  cry,  like  the  girl  on 
the  prairie.” 

“  Why  ought  you  to  cry  ?  ” 

“  I  guess  I  ought  to  cry  because  I’ve  lost  my  rifle  and 
everything  except  my  Luck” — here  he  pulled  at  the  steel 
chain — “  in  that  darned  long  stern  chase.” 

“  You  can  easily  get  a  new  rifle,”  said  Jack. 

“  With  dollars,”  interrupted  Mr.  Beck.  “  As  for  them, 
there’s  not  a  dollar  left — nary  a  red  cent;  only  my  Luck.” 

“  And  what  is  your  Luck  ?  ” 

“  That,”  said  Mr.  Beck,  “  I  will  tell  you  by-and-by.  Per¬ 
haps  it’s  your  Luck,  too,  young  boss,”  he  added,  thinking  of  a 
shot  as  fortunate  to  himself  as  William  Tell’s  was  to  his  son. 

He  pulled  the  box  attached  to  the  steel  chain  round  to  the 
front,  and  looked  at  it  tenderly.  It  was  safe,  and  he  heaved 
a  sigh. 

The  way  wound  up  a  valley — a  road  marked  only,  as  has 
been  said,  by  deep  ruts  along  its  course.  Behind  the 
travellers  the  evening  sun  was  slowly  sinking  in  the  west ; 
before  them  the  peaks  of  the  Sierra  lifted  their  heads, 
coloured  purple  in  the  evening  light ;  and  on  either  hand 
rose  the  hill-sides,  with  their  dark  foliage  in  alternate 
“  splashes  ”  of  golden  light  and  deepest  shade. 

It  wanted  but  a  quarter  of  an  hour  to  sunset  when  Mr. 
Gilead  P.  Beck  pointed  to  a  township  which  suddenly 
appeared,  lying  at  their  very  feet. 

“  Empire  City,  I  reckon.” 

A  good-sized  town  of  wooden  houses.  They  were  all  alike, 
and  of  the  same  build  as  that  affected  by  the  architects  of 
dolls’  houses ;  that  is  to  say,  they  were  of  one  story  only,  had 
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a  door  in  the  middle,  and  a  window  on  either  side.  They 
were  so  small,  also,  that  they  looked  veritable  dolls’  houses. 

There  were  one  or  two  among  them  of  more  pretentious 
appearance,  and  of  several  stories.  These  were  the  hotels, 
billiard-saloons,  bars,  and  gambling-houses. 

“  It’s  a  place  bound  to  advance,  sir,”  said  Mr.  Beck  proudly. 
“  Empire  City,  when  I  first  saw  it,  which  is  two  years  ago, 
was  only  two  years  old.  It  is  only  in  our  country  that  a 
great  city  springs  up  in  a  day.  Empire  City  will  be  the 
Chicago  of  the  West.” 

“  I  see  a  city,”  said  Captain  Ladds ;  “  can’t  see  the  people.” 

It  was  certainly  curious.  There  was  not  a  soul  in  the  streets ; 
there  was  no  smoke  from  the  chimneys ;  there  were  neither 
carts  nor  horses  ;  there  was  not  the  least  sign  of  occupation. 

Mr.  Gilead  P.  Beck  whistled. 

“  All  gone,”  he  said.  “  Guess  the  city’s  busted  up.” 

He  pushed  aside  the  brambles  which  grew  over  what  had 
been  a  path  leading  to  the  place,  and  hurried  down.  The 
others  followed  him,  and  rode  into  the  town. 

It  was  deserted.  The  doors  of  the  houses  were  open,  and 
if  you  looked  in  you  might  see  the  rough  furniture  which  the 
late  occupants  disdained  to  carry  away  with  them.  The  two 
Englishmen  dismounted,  gave  their  reins  to  the  servants, 
and  began  to  look  about  them. 

The  descendants  of  Og,  king  of  Bashan,  have  left  their 
houses  in  black  basalt,  dotted  about  the  lava-fields  of  the 
Hauran,  to  witness  how  they  lived.  In  the  outposts  of  the 
desert  stations  of  the  East,  the  Kornan  soldiers  have  left  their 
barracks  and  their  baths,  their  jokes  written  on  the  wall, 
and  their  names,  to  show  how  they  passed  away  the  weary 
hours  of  garrison  duty.  So  the  miners  who  founded  Empire 
City,  and  deserted  it  en  masse  when  the  gold  gave  out,  left 
behind  them  marks  by  which  future  explorers  of  the  ruins 
should  know  what  manner  of  men  once  dwelt  there.  The 
billiard-saloon  stood  open,  with  swinging  doors ;  the  table 
was  still  there,  the  balls  lay  about  on  the  table  and  the  floor ; 
the  cues  stood  in  the  rack ;  the  green  cloth,  mildewed, 
covered  the  table. 


THE  GOLDEN  BUTTERFLY. 


25 

“  Tommy,”  said  tlie  younger,  “  we  will  have  a  game 
to-night.” 

The  largest  building  in  the  place  had  been  an  hotel.  It 
had  two  stories,  and  was,  like  the  rest  of  the  houses,  built  of 
wood,  with  a  verandah  along  the  front.  The  upper  story 
looked  as  if  it  had  been  recently  inhabited ;  that  is,  the  shutters 
were  not  dropping  off  the  hinges,  nor  were  they  flapping  to 
and  fro  in  the  breeze. 

But  the  town  was  deserted  ;  the  evening  breeze  blew  chilly 
up  its  vacant  streets ;  life  and  sound  had  gone  out  of  the 
place. 

“  I  feel  cold,”  said  Jack,  looking  about  him. 

They  went  round  to  the  back  of  the  hotel.  Old  iron  cog¬ 
wheels  lay  rusting  on  the  ground  with  remains  of  pumps. 
In  the  heart  of  the  town  behind  the  hotel  stretched  an  open 
space  of  ground  covered  with  piles  of  shingle  and  intersected 
with  ditches. 

Mr.  Beck  sat  down  and  adjusted  one  of  the  thorns  which 
served  as  a  temporary  shirt-stud. 

“  Two  years  ago,”  he  said,  “  there  were  ten  thousand 
miners  here  ;  now  there  isn’t  one.  I  thought  we  should  find 
a  choice  hotel,  with  a  little  monty  or  poker  afterwards.  Now 
no  one  left ;  nothing  but  a  Chinaman  or  two.” 

“  How  do  you  know  there  are  Chinamen  ?  ” 

“  See  those  stones  ?  ” 

He  pointed  to  some  great  boulders,  from  three  to  six  feet 
in  diameter.  Some  operation  of  a  mystical  kind  had  been 
performed  upon  them,  for  they  were  jagged  and  chipped  as 
if  they  had  been  filed  and  cut  into  shape  by  a  sculptor  who 
had  been  once  a  dentist  and  still  loved  the  profession. 

“  The  miners  picked  the  bones  of  those  rocks,  but  they 
never  pick  quite  clean.  Then  the  Chinamen  come  and  finish 
off.  Gentlemen,  it’s  a  special  Providence  that  you  picked 
me  up.  I  don’t  altogether  admire  the  way  in  which  that 
special  Providence  was  played  up  to  in  the  matter  of  the  bar ; 
but  a  Christian  without  a  revolver  alone  among  twenty 
Chinamen  ” - - 

He  stopped  and  shrugged  his  shoulders, 
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“  They’d  have  got  my  Luck,”  he  concluded. 

“  Chief,  I  don’t  like  it,”  said  the  younger  man.  “  It’s 
ghostly.  It’s  a  town  of  dead  men.  As  soon  as  it  is  dark 
the  ghosts  will  rise  and  walk  about — play  billiards,  I  expect. 
What  shall  we  do  ?  ” 

“  Hotel,”  growled  the  chief.  “  Sleep  on  floor — sit  on 
chairs — eat  off  a  table.” 

They  entered  the  hotel. 

A  most  orderly  bar  :  the  glasses  there  ;  the  bright-coloured 
bottles  ;  two  or  three  casks  of  Bourbon  whisky  ;  the  counter ; 
the  very  dice  on  the  counter  with  which  the  bar-keeper  used 
to  “  go  ”  the  miners  for  drinks.  How  things  at  once  so 
necessary  to  civilised  life  and  so  portable  as  dice  were  left 
behind,  it  is  impossible  to  explain. 

Everything  was  there  except  the  drink.  The  greasers 
tried  the  casks  and  examined  the  bottles.  Emptiness.  A 
miner  may  leave  behind  him  the  impedimenta,  but  the  real 
necessaries  of  life — rifle,  revolver,  bowie,  and  cards — he  takes 
with  him.  And  as  for  the  drink,  he  carries  that  away  too, 
for  greater  safety,  inside  himself. 

The  English  servant  looked  round  him  and  smiled  superior. 

“  No  tap  for  beer,  as  usual,  sir,”  he  said.  “  These  pore 
Californians  has  much  to  learn.” 

Mr.  Gilead  P.  Beck  looked  round  mournfully. 

“  Everything  gone  but  the  fixin’s,”  he  sighed.  “  There 
used  to  be  good  beds,  where  there  wasn’t  more’n  two  at 
once  in  them  ;  and  there  used  to  be  such  a  crowd  around  this 
bar  as  you  would  not  find  nearer’n  St.  Louis  City.” 

“Hush  ! "  said  Jack,  holding  up  his  hand.  There  were  steps. 

Mr.  Beck  pricked  up  his  ears. 

“  Chinamen,  likely.  If  there’s  a  row,  gentlemen,  give  me 
something,  if  it’s  only  a  toothpick,  to  chime  in  with.  But 
that’s  not  a  Chinese  step  ;  that’s  an  Englishman’s.  He  wears 
boots,  but  they  are  not  miners’  boots  ;  he  walks  firm  and  slow, 
like  all  Englishmen  ;  he  is  not  in  a  hurry,  like  our  folk.  And 
who  but  an  Englishman  would  be  found  staying  behind  in 
the  Empire  City  when  it’s  gone  to  pot  ?  ” 

The  footsteps  came  down  the  stairs. 
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“Most  unhandsome  of  a  ghost,”  said  the  younger  man, 
“  to  walk  before  midnight.” 

The  producer  of  the  footsteps  appeared. 

“  Told  you  he  was  an  Englishman  !  ”  cried  Mr.  Beck. 

Indeed,  there  was  no  mistaking  the  nationality  of  the  man, 
in  spite  of  his  dress,  which  was  cosmopolitan.  He  wore  boots, 
but  not,  as  the  quick  ear  of  the  American  told  him,  the  great 
boots  of  the  miner ;  he  had  on  a  flannel  shirt  with  a  red-silk 
belt ;  he  wore  a  sort  of  blanket  thrown  back  from  his  shoulders  ; 
and  he  had  a  broad  felt  hat.  Of  course  he  carried  arms,  but 
they  were  not  visible. 

He  was  a  man  of  middle  height,  with  clear  blue  eyes ;  the 
perfect  complexion  of  an  Englishman  of  good  stock  and  in 
complete  health ;  a  brown  beard,  long  and  rather  curly, 
streaked  with  here  and  there  a  grey  hair ;  square  and  clear- 
cut  nostrils  ;  and  a  mouth  which,  though  not  much  of  it  was 
visible,  looked  as  if  it  would  easily  smile,  might  readily 
become  tender,  and  would  certainly  find  it  difficult  to  be  stern. 
He  might  be  any  age,  from  five  and  thirty  to  five  and  forty. 

The  greasers  fell  back  and  grouped  about  the  door.  The 
questions  which  might  be  raised  had  no  interest  for  them. 
The  two  leaders  stood  together ;  and  Mr.  Gilead  P.  Beck, 
rolling  an  empty  keg  to  their  side,  turned  it  up,  and  sat  down 
with  the  air  of  a  judge,  looking  from  one  party  to  the  other. 

“  Englishmen,  I  see,”  said  the  stranger. 

“  Ye-yes,”  said  Ladds,  not,  as  Mr.  Beck  expected,  imme¬ 
diately  holding  out  his  hand  for  the  stranger  to  grasp. 

“  You  have  probably  lost  your  way  ?” 

“  Been  hunting.  Working  round — San  Francisco.  Followed 
track ;  accident ;  got  here.  Your  hotel,  perhaps  ?  Fine  situa¬ 
tion,  but  lonely.” 

“  Not  a  ghost,  then,”  murmured  the  other,  with  a  look  of 
temporary  disappointment. 

“  If  you  will  come  upstairs  to  my  quarters,  I  may  be  able 
to  make  you  comfortable  for  the  night.  Your  party  will 
accommodate  themselves  without  our  help.” 

He  referred  to  the  greasers,  who  had  already  begun  their 
preparations  for  spending  a  happy  night.  When  he  led  the 
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way  up  the  stairs,  he  was  followed,  not  only  by  the  two  gen¬ 
tlemen  he  had  invited,  but  also  by  the  ragamuffin  hunter, 
miner,  or  adventurer,  and  by  the  valet,  who  conceived  it  his 
duty  to  follow  his  master. 

He  lived,  this  hermit,  in  one  of  the  small  bed-rooms  of  the 
hotel,  which  he  had  converted  into  a  sitting-room.  It  con¬ 
tained  a  single  rocking-chair  and  a  table.  There  was  also  a 
shelf,  which  served  for  a  sideboard,  and  a  curtain  under  the 
shelf,  which  acted  as  a  cupboard. 

“You  see  my  den,”  he  said.  “I  came  here  a  year  or  so 
ago  by  accident,  like  yourselves.  I  found  the  place  deserted. 
I  liked  the  solitude,  the  scenery,  whatever  you  like,  and  I 
stayed  here.  You  are  the  only  visitors  I  have  had  for  a 
year.” 

“  Chinamen  ?  ”  said  Mr.  Gilead  P.  Beck. 

“Well,  Chinamen,  of  course.  But  only  two  of  them.  They 
take  turns,  at  forty  dollars  a  month,  to  cook  my  dinners. 
And  there  is  a  half-caste,  who  does  not  mind  running  down 
to  Sacramento  when  I  want  anything.  And  so,  you  see,  I 
make  out  pretty  well.” 

He  opened  the  window,  and  blew  a  whistle. 

In  two  minutes  a  Chinaman  came  tumbling  up  the  stairs. 
His  inscrutable  face  expressed  all  the  conflicting  passions  of 
humanity  at  once — ambition,  vanity,  self-respect,  humour, 
satire,  avarice,  resignation,  patience,  revenge,  meekness,  long- 
suffering,  remembrance,  and  a  thousand  others.  No  Aryan 
comes  within  a  hundred  miles  of  it. 

“  Dinner  as  soon  as  you  can,”  said  his  master. 

“  Ayah  !  can  do,”  replied  the  Celestial.  “  What  time  you 
wantchee  ? 

“  As  soon  as  you  can.  Half  an  hour.” 

“  Can  do.  My  no  have  got  cully-powder.  Have  makee 
finish.  Have  got  ?  ” 

“  Look  for  some ;  make  Achow  help.” 

“How  can?  No,b’long  his  pidgin.  He  no  helpee.  B’long  mv 
pidgin  makee  cook  chow-chow.  Ayah  !  Achow  have  go  makee 
cheat  over  Mexican  man.  Makee  play  cards  all  same  euchre.” 

In  fact,  on  looking  out  of  the  window,  the  other  Celestial 
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was  clearly  visible,  manipulating  a  pack  of  cards  and  appar¬ 
ently  inviting  tire  Mexicans  to  a  friendly  game,  in  which 
there  could  be  no  deception. 

Then  Ladds’  conscience  smote  him. 

“Beg  pardon.  Should  have  seen.  Made  remark  about 
hotel.  Apologise.” 

“  He  means,”  said  the  other,  “  that  he  was  a  terrible  great 
fool  not  to  see  that  you  are  a  gentleman.” 

Ladds  nodded. 

“  Let  me  introduce  our  party,”  the  speaker  went  on.  “  This 
is  our  esteemed  friend  Mr.  Gilead  P.  Beck,  whom  we  caught 
in  a  bear-hunt  ” - 

“  Bar  behind,”  said  Mr.  Beck. 

“This  is  Captain  Ladds,  of  the  35th  Dragoons.” 

“Ladds,”  said  Ladds.  “Nibs,  cocoa-nibs— pure  aroma — best 
breakfast-digester — blessing  to  mothers — perfect  fragrance.” 

“  His  name  is  Ladds ;  and  he  wishes  to  communicate  to 
you  the  fact  that  he  is  the  son  of  the  man  who  made  an  im¬ 
mense  fortune — immense,  Tommy  ?  ” 

Ladds  nodded. 

“  By  a  crafty  compound  known  as  ‘  Ladds’  Patent  Anti- 
Dyspeptic  Cocoa.’  This  is  Ladd’s  servant,  John  Bolmer,  the 
best  servant  who  ever  put  his  leg  across  pig-skin ;  and  my 
name  is  Roland  Dunquerque.  People  generally  call  me  Jack; 
I  don’t  know  why,  but  they  do.” 

Their  host  bowed  to  each,  including  the  servant,  who 
coloured  with  pleasure  at  Jack’s  description  of  him ;  but  he 
shook  hands  with  Ladds. 

“  One  of  ours,”  he  said.  “  My  name  is  Lawrence  Colqu- 
houn.  I  sold  out  before  you  joined.  I  came  here,  as  you  see. 
And — now,  gentlemen,  I  think  I  hear  the  first  sounds  of 
dinner.  Bolmer — you  will  allow  me,  Ladds  ? — you  will  find 
claret  and  champagne  behind  that  curtain.  Pardon  a  hermit’s 
fare.  I  think  they  have  laid  out  such  a  table  as  the  wilder¬ 
ness  can  boast  in  the  next  room.” 

The  dinner  was  not  altogether  what  a  man  might  order  at 
the  Junior  United,  but  it  was  good.  There  was  venison,  there 
was  a  curry,  there  was  some  mountain  quail,  there  was  claret, 
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and  there  was  champagne — both  good,  especially  the  claret. 
Then  there  was  coffee. 

The  Honourable  Roland  Dunquerque,  whom  we  will  call 
m  future,  what  everybody  always  called  him,  Jack,  ate  and 
drank  like  Friar  John.  The  keen  mountain  air  multiplied 
his  normal  twist  by  ten.  Mr.  Gilead  P.  Beck,  who  sat  down 
to  dinner  perfectly  unabashed  by  his  rags,  was  good  as  a 
trencherman,  but  many  plates  behind  the  young  Englishman. 
Mr.  Lawrence  Colquhoun,  their  host,  went  on  talking  almost 
as  if  they  were  in  London,  only  now  and  then  he  found  him¬ 
self  behind  the  world.  It  was  his  ignorance  of  the  last  Derby, 
the  allusion  to  an  old  and  half-forgotten  story,  perhaps  his 
use  of  little  phrases — not  slang  phrases,  but  those  delicately- 
shaded  terms  which  imply  knowledge  of  current  things — 
which  showed  him  to  have  been  out  of  London  and  Paris  for 
more  than  one  season. 

“  Four  years,”  he  said,  “since  I  left  England.” 

“  But  you  will  come  back  to  it  again  ?  ” 

“  I  think  not.” 

“Better,”  said  Jack,  whose  face  was  a  little  flushed  with 
the  wine.  Much  better.  Robinson  Crusoe  always  wanted 
to  get  home  again.  So  did  Selkirk.  So  did  Philip  Quarles.” 

Then  the  host  produced  cigars.  Later  on,  brandy-and- water. 

The  brandy  and  water  made  Mr.  Gilead  P.  Beck,  who  found 
himself  a  good  deal  crowded  out  of  the  conversation,  insist  on 
having  his  share.  He  placed  his  square  box  on  the  table,  and 
loosed  the  straps. 

“  Let  me  tell  you,”  he  said,  “  the  story  of  my  Luck.  I  was 
in  Sonora  City,  he  began,  patting  his  box  affectionately 
“after  the  worst  three  months  I  ever  had;  and  I  went  around 
trying  to  borrow  a  few  dollars.  I  got  no  dollars,  but  I  got 
free  drinks— so  many  free  drinks,  that  at  last  I  lay  down  in 
the  street  and  went  to  sleep.  Wall,  gentlemen,  I  suppose  I 
walked  in  that  slumber  of  mine,  for  when  I  woke  up  I  was 
lying  a  mile  outside  the  town.  I  also  entertained  angels  un¬ 
awares,  for  at  my  head  there  sat  an  Indian  woman.  She  was 
as  wrinkled  an  old  squaw  as  ever  shrieked  at  a  buryin’.  But 
she  took  an  interest  in  me.  She  took  that  amount  of  interest 
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in  me  that  she  told  me  she  knew  of  gold.  And  then  she  led 
me  by  the  hand,  gentlemen,  that  aged  and  affectionate  old 
squaw,  to  a  place  not  far  from  the  roadside ;  and  there,  lying 
between  two  rocks,  and  hidden  in  the  chaparelle,  glittering 
in  the  light,  was  this  bauble.”  He  tapped  his  box.  “  I  did 
not  want  to  be  told  to  take  it.  I  wrapped  it  in  my  handker¬ 
chief  and  carried  it  in  my  hand.  Then  she  led  me  back  to 
the  road  again.  1  Bad  luck  you  will  have,’  she  said ;  ‘  but  it 
will  lead  to  good  luck  so  long  as  that  is  not  broken,  sold, 
given  away,  or  lost.’  Then  she  left  me,  and  here  it  is.” 

He  opened  the  little  box.  There  was  nothing  to  be  seen 
but  a  mass  of  white  wool. 

“  Bad  luck  I  have  had.  Look  at  me,  gentlemen.  Adam 
was  not  more  destitute  when  the  garden-gates  were  shut  on 
him.  But  the  good  will  come,  somehow.” 

He  removed  the  wool,  and,  behold,  a  miracle  of  nature ! 
Two  thin  plates  of  gold  delicately  wrought  in  lines  and 
curious  chasing,  like  the  pattern  of  a  butterfly’s  wing,  and  of 
the  exact  shape,  but  twice  as  large.  They  were  poised  at  the 
angle,  always  the  same,  at  which  the  insect  balances  itself 
about  a  flower.  They  were  set  in  a  small  piece  of  quaintly- 
marked  quartz,  which  represented  the  body. 

“  A  golden  butterfly  !  ” 

“  A  golden  butterfly,”  said  Mr.  Beck.  “  No  goldsmith 
made  this  butterfly.  It  came  from  Nature’s  workshop.  It 
is  my  Luck.” 

“  And  if  the  butterfly  fall  and  break, 

Farewell  the  Luck  of  Gilead  Beck,” 

said  Jack. 

“  Thank  you,  sir.  That’s  very  neat.  I’ll  take  that,  sir,  if  you 
will  allow  me,  for  my  motto,  unless  you  want  it  for  yourself.” 

“  No,”  said  Jack  ;  “  I  have  one  already.” 

“  If  this  golden  butterfly  fall  and  break, 

Farewell  the  Luck  of  Gilead  P.  Beck,” 

repeated  the  owner  of  the  insect.  “  If  you  are  going  on,  gentle¬ 
men,  to  San  Francisco,  I  hope  you  will  take  me  with  you.” 

“  Colquhoun,”  said  Ladds,  “you  do  not  mean  to  stay  here 
by  yourself?  Much  better  come  with  us,  unless,  of  course- - ” 
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Lying  on  the  table  was  a  piece  of  an  old  newspaper  in 
which  Jack  had  wrapped  something.  Ladds  saw  Oolquhoun 
mechanically  take  np  the  paper,  read  it,  and  change  colour. 
Then  he  looked  straight  before  him,  seeing  nothing,  and  Ladds 
stopped  speaking.  Then  he  smiled  in  a  strange  far-off  way. 

“  I  think  I  will  go  with  you,”  he  said. 

“  Hear,  hear!  ”  cried  Jack.  “  Selkirk  returns  to  the  sound 
of  the  church-going  bell.” 

Ladds  refrained  from  looking  at  the  paper  in  search  of 
things  which  did  not  concern  himself,  but  he  perceived  that 
Oolquhoun  had,  like  Hamlet,  seen  Something.  There  was, 
in  fact,  an  announcement  in  the  fragment  which  greatly 
interested  Lawrence  Oolquhoun  : 

“  On  April  3,  by  the  Right  Rev.  the  Lord  Bishop  of  Turk’s 
Island,  at  St.  George’s,  Hanover  Square,  Gabriel  Ca.ssilis,  of, 
etc.,  to  Victoria,  daughter  of  the  late  Admiral  Sir  Benbow 
Pengelley,  K.C.B.” 

In  the  morning  they  started,  Mr.  Beck  being  provided 
with  a  new  rig-out  of  a  rough  and  useful  kind. 

At  the  last  moment  one  of  the  Chinamen,  Leeching,  the 
cook,  besought  from  his  late  master,  as  a  parting  favour  and 
for  the  purpose  of  self-protection,  the  gift  of  a  pistol,  powder, 
and  ball. 

Mr.  Oolquhoun  gave  them  to  him,  thinking  it  a  small  thing 
after  two  years  of  faithful  service.  Then  Leeching,  after  load¬ 
ing  his  pistol,  went  to  work  with  his  comrade  for  an  hour  or  so. 

Presently,  Achow  being  on  his  knees  in  the  shingle,  the 
perfidious  Leeching  suddenly  cocked  his  pistol,  and  fired  it 
into  Achow’s  right  ear,  so  that  he  fell  dead. 

By  this  lucky  accident  Leeching  became  sole  possessor  of 
the  little  pile  of  gold  which  he  and  the  defunct  Achow  had 
scraped  together  and  placed  in  a  cache. 

He  proceeded  to  unearth  this  treasure,  put  together  his 
little  belongings,  and  started  on  the  road  to  San  Francisco 
with  a  smile  of  satisfaction. 

There  was  a  place  in  the  windings  of  the  road  where  there 
was  a  steep  bank.  By  the  worst  luck  in  the  world  a  stone 


THE  GOLDEN  BUTTERFLY. 


33 


slipped  and  fell  as  Leeching  passed  by.  The  stone,  by  itself, 
would  not  have  mattered  much,  as  it  did  not  fall  on  Leech- 
ing’s  head ;  but  with  it  fell  a  rattlesnake,  who  was  sleeping- 
in  the  warmth  of  the  sun. 

Nothing  annoys  a  rattlesnake  more  than  to  be  disturbed 
in  his  sleep.  With  angry  mind  he  awoke,  looked  around,  and 
saw  the  Chinaman.  Illogically  connecting  him  with  the  fall 
of  the  stone,  he  made  for  him,  and,  before  poor  Leeching  knew 
there  was  a  rattlesnake  anywhere  near  him,  bit  him  in  the  calf. 

Leeching  sat  down  on  the  bank  and  realised  the  position. 
Being  a  fatalist,  he  did  not  murmur ;  having  no  conscience, 
he  did  not  fear ;  having  no  faith,  he  did  not  hope  ;  having 
very  little  time,  he  made  no  testamentary  dispositions.  In 
point  of  fact,  he  speedily  curled  up  his  legs  and  died. 

Then  the  deserted  Empire  City  was  deserted  indeed,  for 
there  was  not  even  a  Chinaman  left  in  it. 


CHAPTER  I. 

JOSEPH  AND  HIS  BRETHREN. 

fDHE  largest  and  most  solid  of  all  the  substantial  houses  in 
X  Carnarvon  Square,  Bloomsbury,  is  N  umber  Fifteen,  which, 
by  reason  of  its  corner  position  (Mulgrave  Street  intersecting 
it  at  right  angles  at  this  point),  has  been  enabled  to  stretch 
itself  out  at  the  back.  It  is  a  house  which  a  man  who  wanted 
to  convey  the  idea  of  a  solid  income  without  ostentation  or 
attempt  at  fashion  would  find  the  very  thing  to  assist  his 
purpose.  The  ladies  of  such  a  house  would  not  desire  to  be¬ 
long  to  the  world  farther  west ;  they  would  respect  the  Church, 
law,  and  medicine;  they  would  look  on  the -City  with  favour¬ 
able  eyes  when  it  was  represented  by  a  partner  in  an  old 
firm ;  they  would  have  sound  notions  of  material  comfort ; 
they  would  read  solid  books,  and  would  take  their  pleasure 
calmly.  One  always,  somehow,  in  looking  at  a  house, 
wonders  first  of  what  sort  its  women  are.  There  were,  how¬ 
ever,  no  women  at  Number  Fifteen  at  all,  except  the  maids. 
Its  occupants  consisted  of  three  brothers,  all  unmarried.  They 
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were  named  respectively  Cornelius,  Humphrey,  and  Joseph 
Jagenal.  Cornelius  and  Humphrey  were  twins.  Joseph  was 
their  junior  by  ten  years.  Cornelius  and  Humphrey  were 
fifty — Joseph  was  forty.  People  who  did  not  know  this 
thought  that  Joseph  was  fifty  and  his  brethren  forty. 

When  the  Venerable  the  Archdeacon  of  Market  Basing,  the 
well-known  author  of  Sermons  on  the  Duty  of  Tithe- Offerings, 
the  Lesbia  of  Catullus,  and  a  Treatise  on  the  Right  Use  of  the 
Anapaest  in  Greek  Iambic  Verse,  died,  it  was  found  that  he  had 
bequeathed  his  little  savings,  worth  altogether  about  £  500  a 
year,  to  his  three  sons  in  the  following  proportions  :  the  twins, 
he  said,  possessed  genius  ;  they  would  make  their  mark  in  the 
world,  but  they  must  be  protected.  They  received  the  yearly 
sum  of  £200  apiece,  and  it  was  placed  in  the  hands  of  trustees 
to  prevent  their  losing  it ;  the  younger  was  to  have  the  rest, 
without  trustees,  because,  his  father  said,  “  Joseph  is  a  dull 
boy  and  will  keep  it.”  It  was  a  wise  distribution  of  the  money. 
Cornelius,  then  nineteen,  left  Oxford  immediately,  and  went 
to  Heidelberg,  where  he  called  himself  a  poet,  studied  meta¬ 
physics,  drank  beer,  and  learned  to  fence.  Humphrey,  for 
his  part,  deserted  Cambridge — their  father  having  chosen  that 
they  should  not  be  rivals — and  announced  his  intention  of 
devoting  his  life  to  Art.  He  took  up  his  residence  in  Rome. 
Joseph  stayed  at  school,  having  no  other  choice.  When  the 
boy  was  sixteen,  his  guardians  articled  him  to  a  solicitor. 
Joseph  was  dull,  but  he  was  methodical,  exact,  and  endowed 
with  a  retentive  memory.  He  had  also  an  excellent  manner, 
and  the  “  appearance  of  age,”  as  port  wine  advertisers  say, 
before  he  was  out  of  his  articles.  At  twenty-five,  Joseph 
Jagenal  was  a  partner ;  at  thirty,  he  was  the  working  partner  ; 
at  forty,  he  was  the  senior  partner  in  the  great  Lincoln’ s-Inn 
firm  of  Shaw,  Fairlight,  and  Jagenal,  the  confidential  advisers 
of  as  many  respectable  county  people  as  any  firm  in  London. 

When  he  was  twenty-five,  and  became  a  partner,  thebrethren 
returned  to  England  simultaneously,  and  were  good  enough 
to  live  with  him  and  upon  him.  They  had  their  £200  a  year 
each,  and  expensive  tastes.  Joseph,  who  made  a  thousand 
for  his  share  the  first  year  of  his  admission  to  the  firm,  had  no 
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expensive  tastes,  and  a  profound  respect  for  genius.  He  took 
in  the  twins  joyfully,  and  they  stayed  with  him.  When  his 
senior  partner  died,  and  Mr.  Fairlight  retired,  so  that  Joseph’s 
income  was  largely  increased,  they  made  him  move  from 
Torrington  Square,  where  the  houses  are  small,  to  Carnarvon 
Square,  and  regulated  his  household  for  him  on  the  broadest 
and  most  liberal  scale.  Needless  to  say,  no  part  of  the  little 
income,  which  barely  served  the  twins  with  pocket-money 
and  their  menus plcdsirs,  went  towards  the  housekeeping.  Cor¬ 
nelius,  poet  and  philosopher,  superintended  the  dinner  and  daily 
interviewed  the  cook.  Humphrey,  the  devotee  of  art,  who 
furnished  the  rooms  according  to  the  latest  designs  of  the 
most  correct  taste,  was  in  command  of  the  cellar.  Cornelius 
took  the  best  sitting-room  for  himself,  provided  it  with 
books,  easy-chairs,  pipes,  and  an  immense  study-table  with 
countless  drawers.  He  called  it  carelessly  his  Workshop. 
The  room  on  the  first  floor  overlooking  Mulgrave  Street,  and 
consequently  with  a  north  aspect,  was  appropriated  by  Hum¬ 
phrey.  He  called  it  his  Studio,  and  furnished  it  in  character, 
not  forgetting  the  easy-chairs.  Joseph  had  the  back  room 
behind  the  dining-room  for  himself ;  it  was  not  called  a  study 
or  a  library,  but  Mr.  Joseph’s  room.  He  sat  in  it  alone  every 
evening,  at  work.  There  was  also  a  drawing-room,  but  it 
was  never  used.  They  dined  together  at  half-past  six  :  Cor¬ 
nelius  sat  at  the  head,  and  Humphrey  at  the  foot,  Joseph  at 
one  side.  Art  and  Intellect,  thus  happily  met  together  and 
housed  under  one  roof,  talked  to  each  other.  Joseph  ate  his 
dinner  in  silence.  Art  held  his  glass  to  the  light,  and  flashed 
into  enthusiasm  over  the  matchless  sparkle,  the  divine  hues, 
the  incomparable  radiance,  of  the  wine.  Intellect,  with  a 
sigh,  as  one  who  regrets  the  loss  of  a  sense,  congratulated  his 
brother  on  his  vivid  passion  for  colour,  and,  taking  another 
glass,  discoursed  on  the  aesthetic  aspects  of  a  vintage  wine. 
Joseph  drank  one  glass  of  claret,  after  which  he  retired  to  his 
den,  and  left  the  brethren  to  finish  the  bottle.  After  dinner 
the  twins  sometimes  went  to  the  theatre,  or  they  repaired 
arm-in-arm  to  their  club — the  Renaissance,  now  past  its 
prime  and  a  little  fogyish  ;  mostly  they  sat  in  the  Studio  or 
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in  the  Workshop,  in  two  arm-chairs,  with  a  table  between 
them,  smoked  pipes,  and  drank  brandy  and  potash-watei. 
They  went  to  bed  at  any  time  they  felt  sleepy— perhaps  at 
twelve,  and  perhaps  at  three.  Joseph  went  to  bed  at  half¬ 
past  ten.  The  brethren  generally  breakfasted  at  eleven, 
Joseph  at  eight.  After  breakfast,  unless  on  rainy  days,  a 
uniform  custom  was  observed.  Cornelius,  poet  and  philo¬ 
sopher,  went  to  the  window  and  looked  out. 

Humphrey,  artist,  and  therefore  a  man  of  intuitive  sym¬ 
pathies,  followed  him.  Then  he  patted  Cornelius  on  the 
shoulder,  and  shook  his  head. 

“  Brother,  I  know  your  thought.  You  want  to  drag  me 
from  my  work  ;  you  think  it  has  been  too  much  for  me  lately. 
You  are  too  anxious  about  me. 

Cornelius  smiled. 

“  Not  on  my  own  account  too,  Humphrey  ?  ” 

“  True — on  your  account.  Let  us  go  out  at  once,  brother. 
Ah,  why  did  you  choose  so  vast  a  subject  ?  ” 

Cornelius  was  engaged — had  been  engaged  for  twenty 
years — upon  an  epic  poem,  entitled  the  Upheaving  of  JElfred. 
The  school  he  belonged  to  would  not,  of  course,  demean 
themselves  by  speaking  of  Alfred.  To  them  Edward  was 
Eadward,  Edgar  was  Eadgar,  and  old  Canute  was  Ivnut.  In 
the  same  way  Cicero  became  Kikero,  Virgil  was  Vergil,  and 
Socrates  was  spelt,  as  by  the  illiterate  bargee,  with  a  h.  So 
the  French  prigs  of  the  ante-Boileau  period  sought  to  make 
their  trumpery  pedantries  pass  for  current  coin.  So,  too, 
Chapelain  was  in  labour  with  the  Pucelle  for  thirty  years  ;  and 
when  it  came —  But  Cornelius  Jagenal  could  not  be  compared 
with  Chapelain,  because  he  had  as  yet  brought  forth  nothing. 
He  sat  with  what  he  and  his  called  “  English  ”  books  all 
round  him ;  in  other  words,  he  had  all  the  Anglo-Saxon 
literature  on  his  shelves,  and  was  amassing,  as  he  said, 
material. 

Humphrey,  on  the  other  hand,  was  engaged  on  a  painting, 
the  composition  of  which  offered  difficulties  which,  for  nearly 
twenty  years,  had  proved  insuperable.  He  was  painting,  he 
said,  the  “  Birth  of  the  Renaissance.”  It  was  a  subject  which 
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required  a  great  outlay  in  properties.  Venetian  glass,  Italian 
jewellery,  mediaeval  furniture,  copies  of  paintings — everything 
necessary  to  make  this  work  a  masterpiece — ke  bought  at 
Joseph’s  expense.  Up  to  the  present  no  one  had  been  allowed 
to  see  the  first  rough  drawings. 

“  Where’s  Caesar  ?  ”  Humphrey  would  say,  leading  the 
way  to  the  hall.  “  Caesar  !  Why,  here  he  is.  Caesar  must 
actually  have  heard  us  proposing  to  go  out.” 

Cornelius  called  the  dog  Kaysar,  and  he  refused  to  answer 
to  it ;  so  that  conversation  between  him  and  Cornelius  was 
impossible. 

There  never  was  a  pair  more  attached  to  each  other  than 
these  twin  brethren.  They  sallied  forth  each  morning  at 
twelve,  arm-in-arm,  with  an  open  and  undisguised  admira¬ 
tion  for  each  other  which  was  touching.  Before  them  marched 
Caesar,  who  was  of  mastiff  breed,  leading  the  way.  Cornelius, 
the  poet,  was  dressed  with  as  much  care  as  if  he  were  still  a 
young  man  of  five- and- twenty,  in  a  semi-youthful  and  wholly- 
aesthetic  costume,  in  which  only  the  general  air,  and  not  the 
colour,  revealed  the  man  of  delicate  perceptions.  Humphrey, 
the  artist,  greatly  daring,  affected  a  warm  brown  velvet  with 
a  crimson-purple  ribbon.  Both  carried  flowers.  Cornelius 
had  gloves  ;  Humphrey  a  cigar.  Cornelius  was  smooth-faced, 
save  for  a  light  fringe  on  the  uj)per  lip.  Humphrey  wore  a 
heavy  moustache  and  a  full  long  silky  beard  of  a  delicately- 
shaded  brown,  inclining  when  the  sun  shone  upon  it  to  a 
suspicion  of  auburn.  Both  were  of  the  same  height,  rather 
below  the  middle ;  they  had  features  so  much  alike  that,  but 
for  the  hair  on  the  face  of  one,  it  would  have  been  difficult  to 
distinguish  between  them.  Both  were  thin,  pale  of  face,  and 
both  had,  by  some  fatality,  the  end  of  their  delicately-carved 
noses  slightly  tipped  with  red.  Perhaps  this  was  due  to  the 
daily  and  nightly  brandy- and- water.  And  in  the  airy  care¬ 
less  carriage  of  the  two  men,  their  sunny  faces  and  elastic 
tread,  it  was  impossible  to  suppose  that  they  were  fifty  and 
Joseph  only  forty. 

To  be  sure,  Joseph  was  a  heavy  man,  stout  of  build,  broad 
in  frame,  sturdy  in  the  under-jaw ;  while  his  brothers  were 
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slight  shadowy  men.  And,  to  be  sure,  Joseph  had  worked  all 
his  life,  while  his  brothers  never  did  a  stroke.  They  were  born 
to  consume  the  fruits  which  Joseph  was  born  to  cultivate. 

Outside  the  house  the  poet  heaved  a  heavy  sigh,  as  if  the 
weight  of  the  epic  was  for  the  moment  off  his  mind.  The 
artist  looked  round  with  a  critical  eye  on  the  lights  and 
shadows  of  the  great  commonplace  square. 

“  Even  in  London,”  he  murmured,  “  Nature  is  too  strong 
for  man.  Did  you  ever,  my  dear  Cornelius,  catch  a  more 
brilliant  effect  of  sunshine  than  that  upon  the  lilac  yonder  ?  ” 

Time,  end  of  April ;  season  forward,  lilacs  on  the  point  of 
bursting  into  flower ;  sky  dotted  with  swift-flying  clouds, 
alternate  withdrawals  and  bursts  of  sunshine. 

“  I  really  must,”  said  Humphrey,  “  try  to  fix  that  effect.” 

His  brother  took  the  arm  of  the  artist  and  drew  him  gently 
away. 

In  front  marched  Caesar. 

Presently  the  poet  looked  round.  They  were  out  of  the 
square  by  this  time. 

“  Where  is  Ivaysar  ?  ”  he  said,  with  an  air  of  surprise. 
“  Surely,  brother  Humphrey,  the  dog  can’t  be  in  the  Carnarvon 
Arms  ?  ” 

“I’ll  go  and  see,”  said  Humphrey,  with  alacrity. 

He  entered  the  bar  of  the  tavern,  and  his  brother  waited 
outside.  After  two  or  three  minutes,  the  poet,  as  if  tired  of 
waiting,  followed  the  artist  into  the  bar.  He  found  him  with 
a  glass  of  brandy-and-water  cold. 

“  I  had,”  he  explained,  “  a  feeling  of  faintness.  Perhaps 
this  spring  air  is  chilly.  One  cannot  be  too  careful.” 

“Quite  right,”  said  the  poet.  “I  almost  think — yes,  I 
really  do  feel — ah  !  Thank  you,  my  dear.” 

The  girl,  as  if  anticipating  his  wants,  set  before  him  a 
“  four  ”  of  brandy  and  the  cold  water.  Perhaps  she  had  seen 
the  face  before.  As  for  the  dog,  he  was  lying  down  with  his 
head  on  his  paws.  Perhaps  he  knew  there  would  be  no 
immediate  necessity  for  moving. 

They  walked  in  the  direction  of  the  Park,  arm-in-arm, 
affectionately. 
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It  might  have  been  a  quarter  of  an  hour  after  leaving  the 
Carnarvon  Arms  when  the  poet  stopped  and  gasped — ■ 

“Humphrey,  my  dear  brother,  advise  me.  What  would  you 
you  do  if  you  had  a  sharp  and  sudden  pain  like  a  knife 
inside  you  ?  ” 

Humphrey  replied  promptly : 

“  If  I  had  a  sharp  and  sudden  pain  like  a  knife  inside  me, 
I  should  take  a  small  glass  of  brandy  neat.  Mind,  no  spoil¬ 
ing  the  effect  with  water.” 

Cornelius  looked  at  his  brother  with  admiration. 

a  Such  readiness  of  resource  !  ”  he  murmured,  pressing  his 
arm. 

“  I  think  I  see — ah,  yes — Kaysar — he’s  gone  in  before  us. 
The  sagacity  of  that  dog  is  more  remarkable  than  anything 
I  ever  read.”  He  took  his  small  glass  of  brandy  neat. 

The  artist,  looking  on,  said  he  might  as  well  have  one  at 
the  same  time.  Hot,  he  added,  that  he  felt  any  immediate 
want  of  the  stimulant,  but  he  might ;  and  at  all  times  pre¬ 
vention  is  better  than  cure. 

It  was  two  o’clock  when  they  returned  to  Carnarvon 
Square.  They  walked  arm-in-arm,  with  perhaps  even  a 
greater  show  of  confiding  affection  than  had  appeared  at 
starting.  There  was  the  slightest  possible  lurch  in  their 
walk,  and  both  looked  solemn  and  heavy  with  thought. 

In  the  hall  the  artist  looked  at  his  watch. 

“  Pa — pasht  two.  Corneliush,  Work — ” 

He  marched  to  the  Studio  with  a  resolute  air,  and,  arrived 
there,  drew  an  easy-chair  before  the  fire,  sat  himself  in  it,  and 
went  fast  asleep. 

The  poet  sought  the  Workshop.  On  the  table  lay  the 
portfolio  of  papers,  outside  which  was  emblazoned  on  parch¬ 
ment,  with  dainty  scroll-work  by  the  hands  of  his  brother 
the  artist,  the  title  of  his  poem  : 

STfje  Slpfjeabmg  of  Aelfrrt ; 

AN  EPIC  POEM  IN  TWENTY-FOUR  CANTOS. 

By  Cornelius  Jagenal. 

He  gazed  at  it  fondly  for  a  few  minutes  ;  vaguely  took  up 
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a  pen,  as  if  he  intended  to  finish  the  work  on  the  spot ;  and 
then  with  a  sigh,  thought  being  too  much  for  brain,  he 
slipped  into  his  arm-chair,  put  up  his  feet,  and  was  asleep 
in  two  minutes.  At  half-past  five,  one  of  the  maids — they 
kept  no  footman  in  Carnarvon  Square — brought  him  tea. 

“I  have  been  dozing,  have  I,  Jane?”  he  asked.  “Very 
singular  thing  for  me  to  do.” 

We  are  but  the  creatures  of  habit.  The  brethren  took 
the  same  walk  every  day,  made  the  same  remarks,  with  an 
occasional  variation,  and  took  the  same  morning  drams ; 
they  spent  the  middle  of  the  day  in  sleep,  they  woke  up  for 
the  afternoon  tea,  and  they  never  failed  to  call  Jane’s  atten¬ 
tion  to  the  singularity  of  the  fact  that  they  had  been  asleep. 
This  day  Jane  lingered  instead  of  going  away  when  the  tea 
was  finished. 

“  Did  master  tell  you,  sir,”  she  asked,  “  that  Miss  Fleming 
was  coming  to-day  ?  ” 

It  was  an  irritating  thing  that,  although  Cornelius  ordered 
the  dinner  and  sat  at  the  head  of  the  table,  although  Hum¬ 
phrey  was  in  sole  command  of  the  wine-cellar,  the  servants 
always  called  Joseph  the  master.  Great  is  the  authority  of 
him  who  keeps  the  bag ;  the  power  of  the  penniless  twins 
was  a  shadowy  and  visionary  thing. 

The  master  had  told  his  brothers  that  Miss  Fleming  would 
probably  have  to  come  to  the  house,  but  no  date  was  fixed. 

“  Miss  Fleming  came  this  afternoon,  sir,”  said  Jane,  “  with 
a  French  maid.  She’s  in  Mr.  Joseph’s  room  now.” 

“  Oh,  tell  Mr.  Humphrey,  Jane,  and  we  will  dress  for 
dinner.  Tell  Mr.  Humphrey  also  that  perhaps  Miss  Fleming 
would  like  a  glass  of  champagne  to-day.” 

Jane  told  the  artist. 

“  Always  thoughtful,”  said  Humphrey,  with  enthusiasm. 
“  Cornelius  is  for  ever  thinking  of  others’  comfort.  To  be 
sure  Miss  Fleming  shall  have  a  glass  of  champagne.” 

He  brought  up  two  bottles,  such  was  his  anxiety  to  give 
full  expression  to  his  brother’s  wishes. 

When  the  dinner-bell  rang,  the  brethren  emerged  simul¬ 
taneously  from  their  rooms,  and  descended  the  stairs  together, 
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arm-in-arm.  Perhaps  in  expectation  of  dinner,  perhaps  in 
anticipation  of  the  champagne,  perhaps  with  pleasure  at  the 
prospect  of  meeting  with  Joseph’s  ward,  the  faces  of  both 
were  lit  with  a  sunny  smile,  and  their  eyes  with  a  radiant 
light,  which  looked  like  the  real  and  genuine  enthusiasm  of 
humanity.  It  was  a  pity  that  Humphrey  wore  a  beard,  or 
that  Cornelius  did  not ;  otherwise  it  would  have  been  difficult 
to  distinguish  between  this  pair  so  much  alike — these  youth¬ 
ful  twins  of  fifty,  who  almost  looked  like  five-and-twenty. 


CHAPTER  II. 

“  Phillis  is  my  only  joy.” 

“  MY  brothers,  Fleming!  ” 

_LVJL  Joseph  introduced  the  twins  with  a  pride  impossible 
to  dissemble.  They  were  so  youthful-looking,  so  airy,  so  hand¬ 
some,  besides  being  so  nobly  endowed  with  genius,  that  hispride 
may  be  excused.  Castor  and  Pollux  the  wrong  side  of  forty, 
but  slim  still  and  well  preserved — these  Greek  figures  do  not 
run  tall — might  have  looked  like  Cornelius  and  Humphrey. 

They  parted  company  for  a  moment  to  welcome  the  young 
lady,  large-eyed  as  Hesrei,  who  rose  to  greet  them,  and  then 
took  up  a  position  on  the  hearthrug,  one  with  his  hand  on 
the  other’s  shoulder,  like  the  Siamese  twins,  and  smiled 
pleasantly,  as  if,  being  accustomed  to  admiration  and  even  awe, 
they  wished  to  reassure  Miss  Fleming  and  put  her  at  ease. 

Dinner  being  announced,  Cornelius,  the  elder  by  a  few 
moments,  gave  his  arm  to  the  young  lady.  Humphrey,  the 
younger,  hovered  close  behind,  as  if  he  too  was  taking  his  part 
in  the  chivalrous  act.  Joseph  followed  alone,  of  course,  not 
counting  in  the  little  procession. 

Phillis  Fleming’s  arrival  at  No.  i  5  Carnarvon  Square  was 
in  a  manner  legal.  She  belonged  to  the  office,  not  to  the  shrine 
of  intellect,  poesy,  and  art  created  by  the  twin  brethren.  She 
was  an  orphan  and  a  ward.  She  had  two  guardians  :  one  of 
them,  Mr.  Lawrence  Colquhoun,  being  away  from  England ; 
and  the  other,  Mr.  Abraham  Dyson,  with  whom  she  had  lived 
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since  her  sixth  birthday,  having  finished  his  earthly  career  just 
before  this  history  begins,  that  is  to  say,  in  the  spring  of  last 
year.  Shaw,  Fairlight,  and  Jagenal  were  solicitors  to  both 
gentlemen.  Therefore  Joseph  found  himself  obliged  to  act  for 
this  young  lady  when,  Mr.  Abraham  Dyson  buried  and  done 
with,  it  became  a  question  what  was  to  be  done  with  her. 
There  were  offers  from  several  disinterested  persons  on  Miss 
Fleming’s  bereaved  condition  being  known.  Miss  Skimpit,  of 
the  Highgate  Collegiate  Establishment  for  Young  Ladies,  pro¬ 
posed  by  letter  to  receive  her  as  a  parlour-boarder,  and  hinted 
at  the  advantages  of  a  year’s  discipline,  tempered  by  Christian 
kindness,  for  a  young  lady  educated  in  so  extraordinary  and 
godless  a  manner.  The  clergyman  of  the  new  district  church 
at  Finchley  called  personally  upon  Mr.  Jagenal.  He  said  that 
he  did  not  know  the  young  lady  except  by  name,  but  that, 
feeling  the  dreadful  condition  of  a  girl  brought  up  without  any 
of  the  gracious  influences  of  Anglican  Ritual  and  Dogma,  he 
was  impelled  to  offer  her  a  home  with  his  Sisterhood.  Here 
she  would  receive  clear  dogmatic  teaching,  and  learn  what  the 
Church  meant  by  submission,  fasting,  penance,  and  humilia¬ 
tion.  Mr.  Jagenal  thought  she  might  also  learn  how  to  bestow 
her  fortune  on  Anglo-Catholic  objects  when  she  came  of  age, 
and  dismissed  his  reverence  with  scant  courtesy.  Two  or  three 
widows  who  had  known  better  days  offered  their  services, 
which  were  declined  with  thanks.  J oseph  even  refused  to  let 
Miss  Fleming  stay  with  Airs.  Cassilis,  the  wife  of  Abraham 
Dyson’s  second  cousin.  He  thought  that  perhaps  this  lady 
would  not  be  unwilling  to  enliven  her  house  by  the  attraction 
of  an  heiress  and  a  debutante.  And  it  occurred  to  him  that, 
for  a  short  time  at  least,  she  might,  without  offending  a  cen¬ 
sorious  world,  and  until  her  remaining  guardian’s  wishes  could 
be  learned,  take  up  her  abode  at  the  house  of  the  three  bachelors. 

“  I  am  old,  Miss  Fleming,”  he  said.  “  Forty  years  old  ;  a 
great  age  to  you  ;  and  my  brothers,  Cornelius  and  Humphrey, 
who  live  with  me,  are  older  still.  Cornelius  is  a  great  poet ;  he 
is  engaged  on  a  work — The  Upheaving  of  JElfred — which  will 
immortalise  his  name.  Humphrey  is  an  artist ;  he  is  working 
at  a  group  the  mere  conception  of  which,  Cornelius  says,  would 


THE  GOLDEN  BUTTERFLY. 


43 


make  even  the  brain  of  Michael  Angelo  stagger.  You  will  be 
proud,  I  think,  in  after-years,  to  have  made  the  acquaintance 
of  my  brothers.” 

She  came,  having  no  choice  or  any  other  wish,  accompanied 
by  her  French  maid  and  the  usual  impedimenta  of  travel. 

Phillis  Fleming — her  father  called  her  Phillis  because  she 
was  his  only  joy — was  nineteen.  She  is  twenty  now,  because 
the  events  of  this  story  only  happened  last  year.  Her  mother 
died  in  giving  her  birth  ;  she  had  neither  brothers  nor  sisters, 
nor  many  cousins,  and  those  far  away.  When  she  was  six  her 
father  died  too — not  of  an  interesting  consumption  or  of  a 
broken  heart,  or  any  ailment  of  that  kind.  He  was  a  jovial 
fox-hunting  ex-captain  of  cavalry,  with  a  fair  income  and  a 
carefully  cultivated  taste  for  enjoyment.  He  died  from  an 
accident  in  the  field.  By  his  will  he  left  all  his  money  to  his 
one  child  and  appointed  as  her  trustees  his  father’s  old  friend, 
Abraham  Dyson  of  Twickenham  and  the  City,  and  with  him 
his  own  friend,  Lawrence  Colquhoun,  a  man  some  ten  years 
younger  than  himself,  with  tastes  and  pursuits  very  much  like 
his  own.  Of  course,  the  child  was  taken  to  the  elder  guardian’s 
house,  and  Colquhoun,  going  his  way  in  the  world,  never  gave 
his  trust  or  its  responsibilities  a  moment’s  thought. 

Phillis  Fleming  had  the  advantage  of  a  training  quite  dif¬ 
ferent  from  that  which  is  usually  accorded  to  young  ladies. 
She  went  to  Mr.  Abraham  Dyson  at  a  time  when  that  old 
gentleman,  always  full  of  crotchety  ideas,  was  developing  a 
plan  of  his  own  for  female  education.  His  theory  of  woman’s 
training  having  just  then  grown  in  his  mind  to  finished  pro¬ 
portions,  he  welcomed  the  child  as  a  subject  sent  quite  provi¬ 
dentially  to  his  hand,  and  proceeded  to  put  his  views  into 
practice  upon  little  Phillis.  That  he  did  so  showed  a  healthy 
belief  in  his  own  judgment.  Some  men  would  have  hastened 
into  print  with  a  mere  theory.  Mr.  Dyson  intended  to  wait 
for  twelve  years  or  so,  and  to  write  his  work  on  woman’s  educa¬ 
tion  when  Phillis’s  example  might  be  the  triumphant  proof  of 
his  own  soundness.  The  education  conducted  on  Mr.  Dyson’s 
principles  and  rigidly  carried  out  was  approaching  completion 
when  it  suddenly  came  to  an  abrupt  termination.  Few  things 
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in  this  world  quite  turn  out  as  we  hope  and  expect.  It  was 
on  the  cards  that  Abraham  Dyson  might  die  before  the  proof 
of  his  theory.  This,  in  fact,  happened ;  and  his  chief  regret  at 
leaving  a  world  where  he  had  been  supremely  comfortable,  and 
able  to  enjoy  his  glass  of  port  to  his  eightieth  and  last  year, 
was  that  he  was  leaving  the  girl,  the  creation  of  his  theory, 
in  an  unfinished  state. 

“  Phillis,”  he  said,  on  his  deathbed,  “  the  edifice  is  now  com¬ 
plete, — all  but  the  Coping-stone.  Alas,  that  I  could  not  live 
to  put  it  on !  ” 

And  what  the  Coping-stone  was  no  man  could  guess.  Great 
would  be  the  cleverness  of  him  who,  seeing  a  cathedral  finished 
save  for  roof  and  upper  courses,  would  undertake  to  put  on 
these,  with  all  the  ornaments,  spires,  lanterns,  gargoyles, 
pinnacles,  flying  buttresses,  turrets,  belfries,  and  crosses  drawn 
in  the  dead  designer’s  lost  plans. 

Abraham  Dyson  was  a  wealthy  man.  Therefore  he  was 
greatly  respected  by  all  his  relations,  in  spite  of  certain  eccen¬ 
tricities,  notably  those  which  forbade  him  to  ask  any  of  them 
to  his  house.  If  the  nephews,  nieces,  and  cousins  wept  bitterly 
on  learning  their  bereavement,  deeper  and  more  bitter  were 
their  lamentations  when  they  found  that  Mr.  Dyson  had  left 
none  of  them  any  money. 

Not  one  penny  ;  not  a  mourn ing-ring ;  not  a  single  sign 
or  token  of  affection  to  one  of  them.  It  was  a  cruel  throwing 
of  cold  water  on  the  tenderest  affections  of  the  heart,  and 
Mr.  Dyson’s  relations  were  deeply  pained.  Some  of  them 
swore ;  others  felt  that  in  this  case  it  was  needless  to  give 
sorrow  words,  and  bore  their  sufferings  in  silence. 

Nor  did  he  leave  any  money  to  Phillis. 

This  obstinate  old  theorist  left  it  all  to  found  a  college  for 
girls,  who  were  to  be  educated  in  the  same  manner  as  Phillis 
Fleming,  and  in  accordance  with  the  scheme  stated  to  be 
fully  drawn  up  and  among  his  papers. 

Up  to  the  present,  Joseph  Jagenal  had  not  succeeded  in 
finding  the  scheme.  There  were  several  rolls  of  paper,  form¬ 
ing  portions  of  the  great  work,  but  none  were  finished,  and  all 
pointed  to  the  last  chapter,  that  entitled  the  “  Coping-stone,” 
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in  which,  it  was  stated,  would  be  found  the  whole  scheme 
with  complete  fulness  of  detail.  But  this  last  chapter  could 
not  be  found  anywhere.  If  it  never  was  found,  what  would 
become  of  the  will  ?  Then  each  one  of  Mr.  Dyson’s  relations 
began  to  calculate  what  might  fall  to  himself  out  of  the 
inheritance.  That  was  only  natural,  and  perhaps  it  was  not 
every  one  who,  like  Mr.  Gabriel  Oassilis,  openly  lamented 
the  number  of  Mr.  Dyson’s  collateral  heirs. 

Not  to  be  found.  Joseph  Jagenal’s  clerks  now  engaged  in 
searching  everywhere  for  it,  and  all  the  relations  praying — all 
fervently  and  some  with  faith — that  it  might  never  turn  up. 

So  that  poor  Phillis  is  sitting  down  to  dinner  with  her 
education  unfinished — where  is  that  Coping-stone?  Every 
young  lady  who  has  had  a  finishing  year  at  Brighton  may 
look  down  upon  her.  Perhaps,  however,  as  her  education 
has  been  of  a  kind  quite  unknown  in  polite  circles,  and  she 
has  never  heard  of  a  finishing  year,  she  may  be  calm  even  in 
the  presence  of  other  young  ladies. 

What  sort  of  girl  is  she  ? 

To  begin  with,  she  has  fifty  thousand  pounds.  Not  the 
largest  kind  of  fortune,  but  still  something.  More  than  most 
girls  have ;  more  than  the  average  heiress  has.  Enough  to 
make  young  Fortunio  Hunter  prick  up  his  ears,  smooth  down 
his  moustache,  and  begin  to  inquire  about  guardians ;  enough 
to  purchase  a  roomy  cottage  where  Love  may  be  comfortable  ; 
enough  to  enable  the  neediest  wooer,  if  he  be  successful,  to 
hang  up  his  hat  on  the  peg  behind  the  door  and  sit  down 
for  the  rest  of  his  years.  Fifty  thousand  pounds  is  a  sum 
which  means  possibilities.  It  was  her  mother’s,  and,  very 
luckily  for  her,  it  was  so  tied  up  that  Captain  Fleming,  her 
father,  could  not  touch  more  than  the  interest,  which,  at  three 
per  cent.,  amounts,  as  may  be  calculated,  to  fifteen  hundred 
a  year.  Really,  after  explaining  that  a  young  lady  has  fifty 
thousand,  what  further  praise  is  wanted,  what  additional 
description  is  necessary  ?  By  contemplation  of  fifty  thousand 
pounds,  ardent  youth  is  inflamed  as  by  a  living  likeness  of 
Helen.  Be  she  lovely  or  be  she  loathly,  be  she  young  or  old} 
be  she  sweet  or  shrewish — she  has  fifty  thousand  pounds. 
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With  her  fifty  thousand  pounds  the  gods  have  given  Phillis 
Fleming  a  tall  figure,  the  lines  of  which  are  as  delicately 
curved  as  those  of  any  yacht  in  the  Solent  or  of  any  statue 
from  Greek  studio.  She  is  slight,  perhaps  too  slight ;  she 
has  hair  of  a  common  dark  brown,  but  it  is  fine  hair,  there 
is  a  great  wealth  of  it,  it  has  a  gleam  and  glimmer  of  its  own 
as  the  sunlight  falls  upon  it,  as  if  there  were  a  hidden  colour 
lying  somewhere  in  it  waiting  to  be  discovered ;  her  eyes, 
like  her  hair,  are  brown — they  are  also  large  and  lustrous ; 
her  lips  are  full ;  her  features  are  not  straight  and  regular, 
like  those  of  women’s  beauties,  for  her  chin  is  perhaps  a  little 
short,  though  square  and  determined ;  she  has  a  forehead 
which  is  broad  and  rather  low ;  she  wears  an  expression  in 
which  good  temper,  intelligence,  and  activity  are  more  marked 
than  beauty.  She  is  quick  to  mark  the  things  that  she  sees, 
and  she  sees  everything.  Her  hands  are  curious,  because 
they  are  so  small,  so  delicate,  and  so  sympathetic  ;  while  her 
face  is  in  repose  you  may  watch  a  passing  emotion  by  the 
quivering  of  her  fingers,  just  as  you  may  catch,  if  you  have 
the  luck,  the  laughter  or  tears  of  most  girls  first  in  the 
brightness  or  the  clouding  of  their  eyes. 

There  are  girls  who,  when  we  meet  them  in  the  street, 
pass  us  like  the  passing  of  sunshine  on  an  April  day ;  who, 
if  we  spend  the  evening  in  a  room  where  they  are,  make  us 
understand  something  of  the  warmth  which  Nature  intended 
to  be  universal,  but  has  somehow  only  made  special ;  whom 
it  is  a  pleasure  to  serve,  whom  it  is  a  duty  to  reverence,  who 
can  bring  purity  back  to  the  brain  of  a  rake,  and  make  a 
young  man’s  heart  blossom  like  a  rose  in  June. 

Of  such  is  Phillis  Fleming. 

CHAPTER  III. 
phillis’s  education. 

THE  dinner  began  without  much  conversation ;  partly  be¬ 
cause  the  twins  were  hungry,  and  partly  because  they 
were  a  little  awed  by  the  presence  of  an  unwonted  guest  in 
white  draperies. 
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Phillis  noted  that,  so  far  as  she  had  learned  as  yet,  things 
of  a  domestic  kind  in  the  outer  world  were  much  like  things 
at  Mr.  Dyson’s ;  that  is  to  say,  the  furniture  of  the  dining¬ 
room  was  similar,  and  the  dinner  was  the  same.  I  do  not 
know  why  she  expected  it,  but  she  had  some  vague  notion 
that  she  might  be  called  upon  to  eat  strange  dishes. 

“  The  Bollinger,  brother  Cornelius,”  said  the  artist. 

“  Thoughtful  of  you,  brother  Humphrey,”  the  poet  answered. 
“  Miss  Fleming,  the  Bollinger  is  in  your  honour.” 

Phillis  looked  puzzled.  She  did  not  understand  where 
the  honour  came  in.  But  she  tasted  her  glass. 

“  It  is  a  little  too  dry  for  me,”  she  said,  with  admirable 
candour.  “  If  you  have  any  Veuve  Clicquot,  Mr.  Jagenal  ” — 
she  addressed  the  younger  brother — “  I  should  prefer  that.” 

All  three  perceptibly  winced.  Jane,  the  maid,  presently 
returned  with  a  bottle  of  the  sweeter  wine.  Miss  Fleming 
tasted  it  critically,  and  pronounced  in  its  favour. 

“  Mr.  Dyson,  my  guardian,”  she  said,  “  always  used  to  say 
the  ladies  like  their  wine  sweet.  At  least,  I  do.  So  he  used 
to  drink  Perier  Jouet  tres  sec,  and  I  had  Veuve  Clicquot.” 

The  poet  laid  his  forefinger  upon  his  brow,  and  looked  medi¬ 
tatively  at  his  glass.  Then  he  filled  it  again.  Then  he  drank 
it  off  helplessly.  This  was  a  remarkable  young  lady. 

“You  have  lived  a  very  quiet  life,”  said  Joseph,  with  a 
note  of  interrogation  in  his  voice,  “  with  your  guardian  at 
Highgate  ?  ” 

“  Yes,  very  quiet.  Only  two  or  three  gentlemen  ever  came 
to  the  house,  and  I  never  went  out.” 

“  A  fair  prisoner,  indeed,”  murmured  the  poet.  “  Danae 
in  her  tower  waiting  for  the  shower  of  gold.” 

“Danae  must  have  wished,” said  Phillis,"  when  she  was  putin 
the  box  and  sent  to  sea,  that  the  shower  of  gold  had  never  come.” 

Cornelius  began  to  regret  his  allusion  to  the  mythological 
maid,  for  his  classical  memory  failed,  and  he  could  not  at  the 
moment  recollect  what  box  the  young  lady  referred  to.  This, 
no  doubt,  came  of  much  poring  over  Anglo-Saxon  Chronicles. 
But  he  remembered  other  circumstances  connected  with 
Danae’s  history,  and  was  silent. 
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“  At  least  you  went  out,”  said  Humphrey,  “  to  see  the 
Academy  and  the  Water-colours.” 

She  shook  her  head. 

“  I  have  never  seen  a  picture-gallery  at  all.  I  have  not 
once  been  outside  Mr.  Dyson’s  grounds  until  to-day,  since  I 
was  six  years  old.” 

Humphrey  supported  his  nervous  system,  like  his  brother, 
with  another  glass  of  the  Bollinger. 

“You  found  your  pleasure  in  reading  divine  Poetry,”  said 
the  Maker  softly ;  “  perhaps  in  writing  Poetry  yourself.” 

“  Oh  dear  no  !  ”  said  Phillis.  “  I  have  not  yet  learned  to 
read.  Mr.  Dyson  said  that  ladies  ought  not  to  learn  reading 
till  they  are  of  an  age  when  acquiring  that  mischievous  art 
cannot  hurt  themselves  or  their  fellow-creatures.” 

Phillis  said  this  with  an  air  of  superior  wisdom,  as  if  there 
could  be  no  disputing  the  axiom. 

Humphrey  looked  oceans  of  sympathy  at  Cornelius,  who 
took  out  his  handkerchief  as  if  to  wipe  away  a  tear,  but  as 
none  was  in  readiness  he  only  sighed. 

“  You  were  taught  other  things,  however  ?  ”  Joseph  asked. 

“  Yes  ;  I  learned  to  play.  My  master  came  twice  a  week, 
and  I  can  play  pretty  well ;  I  play  either  by  ear  or  by  memory. 
You  see,”  she  added  simply,  “  I  never  forget  anything  that  I 
am  told.” 

Compensation  of  civilised  nature.  We  read,  and  memory 
suffers.  Those  who  do  not  read  remember.  Before  wander¬ 
ing  minstrels  learned  to  read  and  write,  the  whole  Iliad  was 
handed  down  on  men’s  tongues ;  there  are  Brahmins  who 
repeat  all  their  Sacred  Books  word  for  word  without  slip  or 
error,  and  have  never  learned  to  read;  there  are  men  at  Oxford 
who  can  tell  you  the  winners  of  Events  for  a  fabulous  period, 
and  yet  get  plucked  for  Greats,  because,  as  they  will  tell  you 
themselves,  they  really  cannot  read.  Phillis  did  not  know 
how  to  read.  But  she  remembered — remembered  everything ; 
could  repeat  a  poem  dictated  twice  if  it  were  a  hundred  lines 
long,  and  never  forgot  it ;  caught  up  an  air  and  learned  how 
to  play  it  at  a  sitting. 

She  could  not  read.  All  the  world  of  fiction  was  lost  to 
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her.  All  the  fancies  of  poets  were  lost  to  her  ;  all  the  records 
of  folly  and  crime  which  we  call  history  were  unknown  to  her. 

Try  to  think  what,  and  of  what  sort,  would  be  the  mind  of 
a  person,  otherwise  cultivated,  unable  to  read.  In  the  first 
place,  he  would  be  clear  and  dogmatic  in  his  views,  not  having 
the  means  of  comparison ;  next,  he  would  be  dependent  on 
oral  teaching  and  rumour  for  his  information ;  he  would  have 
to  store  everything,  as  soon  as  learned,  away  in  his  mind  to 
be  lost  altogether,  unless  he  knew  where  to  lay  his  hand  upon 
it ;  he  would  hear  little  of  the  outer  world,  and  very  little 
would  interest  him  beyond  his  own  circle ;  he  would  be  in  the 
enjoyment  of  all  the  luxuries  of  civilisation  without  under¬ 
standing  how  they  got  there ;  he  would  be  like  the  Moham¬ 
medans  when  they  came  into  possession  of  Byzantium,  in  the 
midst  of  things  unintelligible,  useful,  and  delightful. 

“  You  will  play  to  us  after  dinner,  if  you  will  be  so  kind,” 
said  Joseph. 

“  Can  it  be,  Miss  Fleming,”  asked  Humphrey,  “  that  you 
never  went  outside  the  house  at  all  ?  ” 

“  Oh  no ;  I  could  ride  in  the  paddock.  It  was  a  good  large 
field  and  my  pony  was  clever  at  jumping;  so  I  got  on  pretty 
well.” 

“  Would  it  be  too  much  to  ask  you  how  you  managed  to 
get  through  the  day  ?  ” 

“  Not  at  all,”  she  replied  ;  “  it  was  very  easy.  I  had  a  ride 
before  breakfast ;  gave  Mr.  Dyson  his  tea  at  ten ;  talked  with 
him  till  twelve;  we  always  talked  ‘subjects,’  you  know,  and 
had  a  regular  course.  When  we  had  done  talking,  he  asked  me 
questions.  Then  I  probably  had  another  ride  before  luncheon. 
In  the  afternoon  I  played,  looked  after  my  dress,  and  drew.” 

“  You  are,  then,  an  Artist !  ”  cried  Humphrey  enthusiasti¬ 
cally.  “Cornelius,  I  saw  from  the  first  that  Miss  Fleming 
had  the  eye  of  an  Artist.” 

“  I  do  not  know  about  that ;  I  can  draw  people.  I  will 
show  you  some  of  my  sketches,  if  you  like,  to-morrow.  They 
are  all  heads  and  figures ;  I  shall  draw  all  of  you  to-night 
before  going  to  bed.” 

“  And  in  the  evening  ?  ” 
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“  Mr.  Dyson  dined  at  seven.  Sometimes  he  had  one  or 
two  gentlemen  to  dine  with  him ;  never  any  lady.  When 
there  was  no  one,  we  talked  ‘subjects’  again.” 

Never  any  lady  !  Here  was  a  young  woman,  rich,  of  good 
family,  handsome,  and  in  her  way  accomplished,  who  had  never 
seen  or  talked  with  a  lady,  nor  gone  out  of  the  house  save  into 
its  gardens,  since  she  was  a  child. 

Yet,  in  spite  of  all  these  disadvantages  and  the  strangeness 
of  her  position,  she  was  perfectly  self-possessed.  When  she 
left  the  table,  the  two  elder  brethren  addressed  themselves  to 
the  bottle  of  Chateau  Mouton  with  more  rapidity  than  was 
becoming  the  dignity  of  the  wine.  Joseph  almost  immediately 
joined  his  ward.  When  the  twins  left  the  dining-room  with 
its  empty  decanters,  and  returned  arm-in-arm  to  the  drawing¬ 
room,  they  found  their  younger  brother  in  animated  conversa¬ 
tion  with  the  girl.  Strange  that  Joseph  should  so  far  forget 
his  usual  habits  as  not  to  go  straight  to  his  own  room.  The 
two  bosoms  which  heaved  in  a  continual  harmony  with  each 
other  felt  a  simultaneous  pang  of  jealousy  for  which  there  was 
no  occasion.  Joseph  was  only  thinking  of  the  Coping-stone. 

“  Did  I  not  feel  it  strange  driving  through  the  streets  ?  ” 
Phillis  was  saying.  “  It  is  all  so  strange  that  I  am  bewildered 
— so  strange  and  so  wonderful.  I  used  to  dream  of  what  it 
was  like;  my  maid  told  me  something  about  it;  but  I  never 
guessed  the  reality.  There  are  a  hundred  things  more  than 
I  can  ever  draw.” 

It  was,  as  hinted  above,  the  custom  of  this  young  person, 
as  it  was  that  of  the  Mexicans,  to  make  drawings  of  every¬ 
thing  which  occurred.  She  was  thus  enabled  to  preserve  a 
tolerably  faithful  record  of  her  life. 

“Show  me,”  said  Joseph — “show  me  the  heads  of  my 
brothers  and  myself,  that  you  promised  to  do,  as  soon  as  they 
are  finished.” 

The  brethren  sat  together  on  a  sofa,  the  Poet  in  his  favourite 
attitude  of  meditation,  forefinger  on  brow ;  the  Artist  with 
his  eyes  fixed  on  the  fire,  catching  the  effects  of  colour.  Their 
faces  were  just  a  little  flushed  with  the  wine  they  had  taken. 

One  after  the  other  crossed  the  room  and  spoke  to  their  guest. 
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Said  Cornelius : 

“  You  ar©  watching  my  brother  Humphrey.  Study  him, 
Miss  Fleming ;  it  will  repay  you  well  to  know  that  childlike 
and  simple  nature,  innocent  of  the  world,  and  aglow  with  the 
flame  of  genius.” 

“  I  think  I  can  draw  him  now,”  said  Phillis,  looking  at  the 
Artist  as  hard  as  a  turnkey  taking  Mr.  Pickwick’s  portrait. 

Then  came  Humphrey : 

“  I  see  your  eyes  turned  upon  my  brother  Cornelius.  He 
is  a  great,  a  noble  fellow,  Miss  Fleming.  Cultivate  him,  talk 
to  him,  learn  from  him.  You  will  be  very  glad  some  day  to 
be  able  to  boast  that  you  have  met  my  brother  Cornelius. 
To  know  him  is  a  Privilege ;  to  converse  with  him  is  an 
Education.” 

“  Come,”  said  Joseph  cheerfully,  “  where  is  the  piano  ? 
This  is  a  bachelor’s  house,  but  there  is  a  piano  somewhere. 
Have  you  got  it,  Cornelius  ?  ” 

The  Poet  shook  his  head,  with  a  soft  sad  smile. 

“  Hay,”  he  said,  “  is  a  Workshop  the  place  for  music  ?  Let 
us  rather  search  for  it  in  the  Realms  of  Art.” 

In  fact  it  was  in  Mr.  Humphrey’s  Studio,  whither  they  re¬ 
paired.  The  girl  sat  down,  and  as  she  touched  the  keys  her 
eyes  lit  up  and  her  whole  look  changed.  Joseph  was  the  only 
one  of  the  three  who  really  cared  for  music.  He  stood  by  the 
fire  and  said  nothing.  The  brethren  on  either  side  of  the 
performer  displayed  wonders  of  enthusiastic  admiration,  each 
in  his  own  way — the  Poet  sad  and  reflective,  as  if  music 
softened  his  soul ;  the  Artist  with  an  effervescing  gaiety  de¬ 
lightful  to  behold.  Joseph  was  thinking.  “  Can  we  ” — had 
his  thoughts  taken  form  of  speech — “  can  we  reconstruct  from 
the  girl’s  own  account  the  old  man’s  scheme  anew,  provided 
the  chapter  on  the  Coping-stone  be  never  found  ?  Problem 
given.  A  girl  brought  up  in  seclusion,  without  intercourse 
with  any  of  her  sex  except  illiterate  servants,  yet  bred  to  be 
a  lady ;  not  allowed  even  to  learn  reading,  but  taught  orally, 
so  as  to  hold  her  own  in  talk :  required,  to  discover  what  the 
old  man  meant  by  it,  and  what  was  wanted  to  finish  the 
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structure.  Could  it  be  reading  and  writing  ?  Could  Abraham 
Dyson  have  intended  to  finish  where  all  other  people  begin  ?  ’’ 

This  solution  mightily  commended  itself  to  Joseph,  and  he 
went  to  bed  in  great  good  spirits  at  his  own  cleverness. 

In  the  dead  of  night  he  awoke  in  fear  and  trembling. 

“  They  will  go  into  Chancery,”  he  thought.  “  What  if  the 
Court  refuses  to  take  my  view  ?  ” 

At  three  in  the  morning  the  brethren,  long  left  alone  with 
their  pipes,  rose  to  go  to  bed. 

Brandy- and -sod a  sometimes  makes  men  truthful  after  the 
third  tumbler,  and  beguiles  them  with  illusory  hopes  after 
the  fourth.  The  twins  were  at  the  end  of  their  fourth. 

“Cornelius,”  said  the  Artist,  “she  has  A"50,000.” 

“  She  has,  brother  Humphrey.” 

“  It  is  a  pity,  Cornelius,  that  we,  who  have  only  A200  a 
year  each,  are  already  fifty  years  of  age.” 

“  Humphrey,  what  age  do  we  feel  ?  ” 

“  Thirty.  Not  a  month  more,”  replied  the  Artist,  striking 
out  with  both  fists  at  an  imaginary  foe — probably  old  Time. 

“  Right.  Not  an  hour  above  the  thirty,”  said  the  Bard, 
smiting  his  chest  gently.  “As  for  Joseph,  he  is  too  old — ” 

“Very  much  too  old — ” 

“  To  think  of  marrying  such  a  young — ” 

“  Fresh  and  innocent — -” 

“  Engaging  and  clever  girl  as  Miss  Phillis  Fleming.” 

Did  they,  then,  both  intend  to  marry  the  young  lady  ? 


CHAPTER  IV. 

“  To  taste  the  freshness  of  the  morning  air.” 

PHILLIS  retreated  to  her  own  room  at  her  accustomed 
hour  of  ten.  Her  nerves  were  excited  ;  her  brain  was 
troubled  with  the  events  of  this  day  of  emancipation.  She 
was  actually  in  the  world,  the  great  world  of  which  her 
guardian  had  told  her,  the  world  where  history  was  made, 
where  wicked  kings,  as  Mr.  Dyson  perpetually  impressed 
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upon  her,  made  wav  their  play  and  the  people  their  play¬ 
things.  She  was  in  the  world  where  all  those  things  were 
done  of  which  she  had  only  heard  as  yet.  She  had  seen  the 
streets  of  London,  or  some  of  them — those  streets  along  which 
had  ridden  the  knights  whose  pictures  she  loved  to  draw,  the 
princesses  and  queens  whose  stories  Mr.  Dyson  had  taught  her  ; 
where  the  business  of  the  world  was  carried  on,  and  where 
there  flowed  up  and  down  the  ceaseless  stream  of  those  whom 
necessity  spurs  to  action.  As  a  matter  of  narrow  fact,  she  had 
seen  nothing  but  that  part  of  London  which  lies  between 
Highgate  Hill  and  Carnarvon  Square ;  but  to  her  it  seemed 
the  City,  the  centre  of  all  life,  the  heart  of  civilisation.  She 
regretted  only  that  she  had  not  been  able  to  discern  the  Tower 
of  London.  That  might  be,  however,  close  to  Mr.  Jagenal’s 
house,  and  she  would  look  for  it  in  the  morning. 

What  a  day  !  She  sat  before  her  fire  and  tried  to  picture 
it  all  over  again.  Horses,  carriages,  carts,  and  people  rushing 
to  and  fro  ;  shops  filled  with  the  most  wonderful  exhibition 
of  precious  things ;  eccentric  people  with  pipes,  who  trundled 
carts  piled  with  yellow  oranges;  gentlemen  in  blue  with  helmets, 
who  lounged  negligently  along  the  streets ;  boys  who  ran  and 
whistled ;  boys  who  ran  and  shouted ;  boys  who  ran  and  sold 
papers  ;  always  boys — where  were  all  the  girls  ?  Where  were 
they  all  going  ?  and  what  were  they  all  wishing  to  do  ? 

In  the  evening  the  world  appeared  to  narrow  itself.  It  con¬ 
sisted  of  dinner  with  three  elderly  gentlemen ;  one  of  whom 
was  thoughtful  about  herself,  spoke  kindly  to  her,  and  asked 
her  about  her  past  life ;  while  the  other  two — and  here  she 
laughed — talked  unintelligibly  about  Art  and  themselves,  and 
sometimes  praised  each  other. 

Then  she  opened  her  sketch-book  and  began  to  draw  the 
portraits  of  her  new  friends.  And  first  she  produced  a  faith¬ 
ful  effigies  of  the  twins.  This  took  her  nearly  an  hour  to  draw, 
but  when  finished  it  made  a  pretty  picture.  The  brethren  stood 
with  arms  intertwined  like  two  children,  with  eyes  gazing 
fondly  into  each  other’s,  and  heads  thrown  back,  in  the  atti¬ 
tude  of  poetic  and  artistic  meditation  which  they  mostly  affected. 
A  clever  sketch,  and  she  was  more  than  satisfied  when  she 
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held  it  up  to  the  light  and  looked  at  it,  before  placing  it  in 
her  portfolio. 

“  Mr.  Humphrey  said  I  had  the  eye  of  an  artist,”  she  mur¬ 
mured.  “  I  wonder  what  he  will  say  when  he  sees  this.” 

Then  she  drew  the  portrait  of  Joseph.  This  was  easy.  She 
drew  him  sitting  a  little  forward,  playing  with  his  watch-chain, 
looking  at  her  with  deep  grave  eyes. 

Then  she  closed  her  eyes  and  began  to  recall  the  endless 
moving  panorama  of  the  London  streets.  But  this  she  could 
not  draw.  There  came  no  image  to  her  mind,  only  a  series  of 
blurred  pictures  running  into  each  other. 

Then  she  closed  her  sketch-book,  put  up  her  pencils,  and 
went  to  bed.  It  was  twelve  o’clock.  Joseph  was  still  think¬ 
ing  over  the  terms  of  Mr.  Dyson’s  will  and  the  chapter  on  the 
Coping-stone.  The  twins  were  taking  their  third  split  soda 
- — it  was  brotherly  to  divide  a  bottle,  and  the  mixture  was  less 
likely  to  be  unfairly  diluted. 

Phillis  went  to  bed,  but  she  could  not  sleep.  The  steps  of 
the  passers-by,  the  strange  room,  the  excitement  of  the  day, 
kept  her  awake.  She  was  like  some  fair  yacht  suddenly 
launched  from  the  dock  where  she  had  grown  slowly  to  her 
perfect  shape,  upon  the  waters  of  the  harbour,  which  she  takes 
for  the  waters  of  the  great  ocean.  She  looked  round  her  bed¬ 
room  in  Carnarvon  Square,  and  because  it  was  not  Highgate, 
thought  it  must  be  the  vast,  shelterless,  and  unpitying  world 
of  which  she  had  so  often  heard,  and  at  thought  of  which, 
brave  as  she  was,  she  had  so  often  shuddered. 

It  was  nearly  three  when  she  fairly  slept,  and  then  she  had 
a  strange  dream.  She  thought  that  she  was  part  of  the  great 
procession  which  never  ended  all  day  long  in  the  streets,  only 
sometimes  a  little  more  crowded  and  sometimes  a  little  thinner. 
She  pushed  and  hastened  with  the  rest.  She  would  have  liked 
to  stay  and  examine  the  glittering  things  exhibited — the  gold 
and  jewellery,  the  dainty  cakes  and  delicate  fruits,  the  gorgeous 
dresses  in  the  windows — but  she  could  not.  All  pushed  on, 
and  she  with  them ;  there  had  been  no  beginning  of  the  rush, 
and  there  seemed  to  be  no  end.  Faces  turned  round  and  glared 
at  her — faces  which  she  marked  for  a  moment — they  were  the 
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same  which  she  had  seen  in  the  morning ;  faces  hard  and  faces 
hungry  ;  faces  cruel  and  faces  forbidding ;  faces  that  were  bent 
on  doing  something  desperate — every  kind  of  face  except  a 
sweet  face.  That  is  a  rare  thing  for  a  stranger  to  find  in  a 
London  street.  The  soft  sweet  faces  belong  to  the  country. 
She  wondered  why  they  all  looked  at  her  so  curiously.  Perhaps 
because  she  was  a  stranger. 

Presently  there  was  a  sort  of  hue  and  cry,  and  everybody 
began  running,  she  with  them.  Oddly  enough,  they  all  ran 
after  her.  Why  ?  Was  that  also  because  she  was  a  stranger  ? 
Only  the  younger  men  ran,  but  the  rest  looked  on.  The  twins, 
however,  were  both  running  among  the  pursuers.  The  women 
pointed  and  flouted  at  her ;  the  older  men  nodded,  wagged 
their  heads,  and  laughed.  Faster  they  ran  and  faster  she  fled ; 
they  distanced,  she  and  her  pursuers,  the  crowd  behind ;  they 
passed  beyond  the  streets  and  into  country  fields,  where  hedges 
took  the  place  of  the  brilliant  windows ;  they  were  somehow 
back  in  the  old  Highgate  paddock  which  had  been  so  long  her 
only  outer  world.  The  pursuers  were  reduced  to  three  or  four, 
among  them,  by  some  odd  chance,  the  twin  brethren  ;  and  as 
one,  but  who  she  could  not  tell,  caught  up  with  her  and  laid 
his  hand  upon  hers,  and  she  could  run  no  longer  and  could 
resist  no  more,  but  fell,  not  with  terror  at  all,  but  rather  a 
sense  of  relief  and  gladness,  into  a  clutch  which  was  like  an 
embrace  of  a  lover  for  softness  and  strength,  she  saw  in  front 
of  her  dead  old  Abraham  Dyson,  who  clapped  his  hands  and 
cried,  “  Well  run,  well  won  !  The  Coping-stone,  my  Phillis, 
of  your  education  !  ” 

She  woke  with  a  start,  and  sat  up  looking  round  the  room. 
Her  dream  was  so  vivid  that  she  saw  the  group  before  her 
very  eyes  in  the  twilight — herself,  with  a  figure,  dim  and 
undistinguishable  in  the  twilight,  leaning  over  her  ;  and  a 
little  distance  off  old  Abraham  Dyson  himself,  standing,  as 
she  best  remembered  him,  upright,  and  with  his  hands  upon 
his  stick.  He  laughed  and  wagged  his  head  and  nodded  it 
it  as  he  said :  “  Well  run,  well  won,  my  Phillis ;  it  is  the 
Coping-stone  !  ” 

This  was  a  very  remarkable  dream  for  a  young  lady  of 
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nineteen.  Had  she  told  it  to  Joseph  Jagenal  it  might  have 
led  his  thoughts  into  a  new  channel. 

She  rubbed  her  eyes,  and  the  vision  disappeared.  Then 
she  laid  her  head  again  upon  the  pillow,  just  a  little 
frightened  at  her  ghosts,  and  presently  dropped  off  to  sleep. 

This  time  she  had  no  more  dreams ;  but  she  awoke  soon 
after  it  was  daybreak,  being  still  unquiet  in  her  new  sur¬ 
roundings. 

And  now  she  remembered  everything  with  a  rush.  She 
had  left  Highgate ;  she  was  in  Carnarvon  Square;  she  was 
in  Mr.  Joseph  Jagenal’s  house ;  she  had  been  introduced  to 
two  gentlemen,  one  of  whom  was  said  to  have  a  childlike 
nature  all  aglow  with  the  flame  of  genius,  while  the  other 
was  described  as  a  great,  a  noble  fellow,  to  know  whom  was 
a  Privilege  and  to  converse  with  whom  was  an  Education. 

She  laughed  when  she  thought  of  the  pair.  Like  Nebu¬ 
chadnezzar,  she  had  forgotten  her  dream.  Unlike  that  king, 
she  did  not  care  to  recall  it. 

The  past  was  gone.  A  new  life  was  about  to  begin.  And 
the  April  sun  was  shining  full  upon  her  window-blinds. 

Phillis  sprang  from  her  bed  and  tore  open  the  curtains 
with  eager  hand.  Perhaps  facing  her  might  be  the  Tower 
of  London.  Perhaps  the  Thames,  the  silver  Thames,  with 
London  Bridge.  Perhaps  St.  Paul’s  Cathedral,  “  which 
Christopher  Wren  built  in  place  of  the  old  one  destroyed 
by  the  Great  Fire.”  Phillis’s  facts  in  history  were  short  and 
decisive,  like  the  above. 

No  Tower  of  London  at  all.  No  St.  Paul’s  Cathedral. 
No  silver  Thames.  Only  a  great  square  with  houses  all 
round.  Carnarvon  Square  at  dawn.  Not,  perhaps,  a  fairy 
piece,  but  wonderful  in  its  novelty  to  this  newly  emancipated 
cloistered  nun,  with  whom  a  vivid  sense  of  the  beautiful  had 
grown  up  by  degrees  in  her  mind,  fed  only  in  the  pictures 
supplied  by  the  imagination.  She  knew  the  trees  that  grew 
in  Lord  Mansfield’s  park,  beyond  the  paddock ;  she  could 
catch  in  fine  days  a  glimpse  of  the  vast  city  that  stretches 
itself  out  from  the  feet  of  breezy  Highgate ;  she  knew  the 
flowers  of  her  own  garden ;  and  for  the  rest— she  imagined 


THE  GOLDEN  BUTTERFLY. 


57 


it.  River,  lake,  mountain,  forest,  and  field,  she  knew  them 
only  by  talk  with  her  guardian.  And  the  mighty  ocean  she 
knew  because  her  French  maid  had  crossed  it  when  she  quitted 
fair  Normandy,  and  told  her  again  and  again  of  the  horrors 
encountered  by  those  who  go  down  to  the  sea  iu  ships. 

So  that  a  second  garden  was  a  new  revelation.  Besides, 
it  was  bright  and  pretty.  There  were  the  first  flowers  of 
spring,  gay  tulips  and  pretty  things,  whose  names  she  did 
uot  know  or  could  not  make  out  from  the  window.  The 
shrubs  and  trees  were  green  with  the  first  sweet  chlorine 
foliage  of  April,  clear  and  fresh  from  the  broken  buds  which 
lay  thick  upon  the  ground,  the  tender  leaflets  as  yet  all 
unsullied  by  the  London  smoke. 

The  pavement  was  deserted,  because  it  was  as  yet  too 
early  for  any  one,  even  a  milk-boy,  to  be  out.  The  only 
living  person  to  be  seen  was  a  gardener,  already  at  work 
among  the  plants. 

A  great  yearning  came  over  her  to  be  out  in  the  open  air 
and  among  the  flowers.  At  Highgate  she  rose  at  all  hours  ; 
worked  in  the  garden  ;  saddled  and  rode  her  pony  in  the 
field ;  and  amused  herself  in  a  thousand  ways  before  the 
household  rose,  subject  to  no  restraint  or  law  but  one — that 
she  was  not  to  open  the  front-door,  or  venture  herself  iu  the 
outer  world. 

“Mr.  Jagenal  said  I  was  to  do  as  I  liked,”  she  said, 
hesitating.  “  It  cannot  be  wrong  to  go  out  of  the  front-door 
now.  Besides,”  reasoning  here  like  a  casuist,  “  perhaps  it 
is  the  back-door  which  leads  to  that  garden.” 

In  a  quarter  of  an  hour  she  was  ready.  She  was  not  one 
of  those  young  ladies  who,  because  no  one  is  looking  at  them, 
neglect  their  personal  appearance.  On  the  contrary,  she 
always  dressed  for  herself;  therefore,  she  always  dressed  well. 

This  morning  she  wore  a  morning  costume,  all  one  colour, 
and  I  think  it  was  gray,  but  am  not  quite  certain.  It  was 
in  the  graceful  fashion  of  last  year,  lying  in  long  curved 
lines,  and  fitting  closely  to  her  slender  and  tall  figure.  A 
black  ribbon  was  tied  round  her  neck,  and  in  her  hat — the 
hats  of  last  year  did  not  suit  every  kind  of  face,  but  they 


53 


THE  GOLDEN  BUTTERFLY. 


suited  the  face  of  Phillis  Fleming — she  wore  one  of  those 
bright  little  birds  whose  destruction  for  the  purposes  of 
fashion  we  all  deplore.  In  her  hand  she  carried,  as  if  she 
were  still  at  Highgate  and  going  to  saddle  her  pony,  a  small 
riding-whip.  And  thus  she  opened  the  door,  and  slid  down 
the  stairs  of  the  great  silent  house  as  stealthily  and  almost 
as  fearfully  as  the  Lady  Godiva  on  a  certain  memorable  day. 
It  was  a  ghostly  feeling  which  came  over  her  when  she  ran 
across  the  broad  hall,  and  listened  to  the  pattering  of  her 
own  feet  upon  the  oilcloth.  The  broad  daylight  streamed 
through  the  rtverbkre ;  but  yet  the  place  seemed  only  half 
lit  up.  The  closed  doors  on  either  hand  looked  as  if  dreadful 
things  lurked  behind  them.  With  something  like  a  shudder 
she  let  down  the  door-chain,  unbarred  the  bolts,  and  opened 
the  door.  As  she  passed  through  she  was  aware  of  a  great 
rush  across  the  hall  behind  her.  It  was  Caesar,  the  mastiff. 
Awakened  by  a  noise  as  of  one  burgling,  he  crept  swiftly  and 
silently  up  the  kitchen-stairs,  with  intent  to  do  a  desperate 
deed  of  valour,  and  found  to  his  rapturous  joy  that  it  was 
only  the  young  lady,  she  who  came  the  night  before,  and 
that  she  was  going  out  for  an  early  morning  walk — a  thing 
he,  for  his  part,  had  not  been  permitted  to  do  for  many, 
many  moons,  not  since  he  had  been  brought — a  puppy  yet, 
and  innocent — to  the  heart  of  London. 

No  one  out  at  all  except  themselves.  What  joy  !  Phillis  shut 
the  door  very  carefully  behind  her,  looked  up  and  down  the 
street,  and  then  running  down  the  steps,  seized  the  happy 
Caesar  by  the  paws  and  danced  round  and  round  with  him 
upon  the  pavement.  Then  they  both  ran  a  race.  She  ran  like 
Atalanta,  but  Caesar  led  till  the  finish,  when  out  of  a  courtesy 
more  than  Castilian,  he  allowed  himself  to  be  beaten,  and  Phillis 
won  by  a  neck.  This  result  pleased  them  both,  and  Phillis 
discovered  that  her  race  had  brought  her  quite  to  the  end  of 
one  side  of  the  square.  And  then,  looking  about  her,  she  per¬ 
ceived  that  a  gate  of  the  garden  was  open,  and  went  in,  followed 
by  Caesar,  now  in  the  seventh  heaven.  This  was  better,  far 
better,  than  leading  a  pair  of  twins  who  sometimes  tied  knots 
with  their  legs.  The  gate  was  left  open  by  the  under-gardener, 
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who  liadarisen  thus  early  in  the  morning  with  a  view  tocarrying 
off  some  of  the  finer  tulips  for  himself.  They  raced  and  chased 
each  other  up  and  down  the  gravel  walks  between  the  lilacs 
and  laburnums  bursting  into  blossom.  Presently  they  came 
to  the  under-gardener  himself,  who  was  busy  potting  a  selection 
of  the  tulips.  He  stared  as  if  at  a  ghost.  Half-past  five  in  the 
morning,  and  a  young  lady,  with  a  dog,  looking  at  him ! 

He  stiffened  his  upper  lip,  and  put  the  spade  before  the 
flower-pots. 

“  Beg  pardon,  miss.  No  dogs  allowed.  On  the  rules,  miss.” 

“William,”  she  replied — for  she  was  experienced  in  under- 
gardeners,  knew  that  they  always  answer  to  the  name  of 
William,  also  that  they  are  exposed  to  peculiar  temptations  in 
the  way  of  bulbs— “  William,  for  whom  are  you  potting  those 
tulips  ?  ” 

Then,  because  the  poor  youth’s  face  was  suffused  and  his 
countenance  was  “  unto  himself  for  a  betrayal,”  she  whistled — 
actually  whistled — to  Caesar,  and  ran  on  laughing. 

“  Here’s  a  rum  start,”  said  William.  “  A  young  lady  as  knows 
my  name,  what  I’m  up  to  and  all,  coming  here  at  five  o’clock 
in  the  blessed  morning  when  all  young  ladies  as  I  ever  heai’d 
of  has  got  their  noses  in  their  pillowses — else  ’tain’t  no  good 
being  a  young  lady.  Ketches  me  a-disposin’  of  the  toolups. 
With  a  dawg,  and  whistles  like  a  young  nobleman.” 

He  began  putting  back  the  flowers. 

“  No  knowin’  who  she  mayn’t  tell,  nor  what  she  mayn’t  say. 
It’s  dangerous,  William.” 

By  different  roads,  Montaigne  wrote,  we  arrive  at  the  same 
end.  William’s  choice  of  the  path  of  virtue  was  in  this  case  due 
to  Phillis’s  early  visit. 

CHAPTER  Y. 

“  Te  duce,  Caesar.” 

TIRED  of  running,  the  girl  began  to  walk.  It  was  an  April 
morning,  when  the  east  wind  for  once  had  forgotten  to 
blow.  Walking,  she  whistled  one  of  the  ditties  that  she  knew. 
She  had  a  very  superior  mode  of  performing  on  that  natural 
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piccolo-flute,  the  human  mouth  :  it  was  a  way  of  her  own,  not 
at  all  like  the  full  round  whistle  of  the  street-boy,  with  as  much 
volume  as  in  a  bottle  of ’51  port,  as  full  of  unmeaning  sound 
as  a  later  poem  of  Robert  Browning’s,  and  as  unmelodious  as 
the  instrument  on  which  that  poet  has  always  played.  Quite 
the  contrary.  Phillis’s  whistle  was  of  a  curious  delicacy  and 
of  a  bullfinch-like  note,  only  more  flexible.  She  trilled  out  an 
old  English  ditty,  “  When  Love  was  young,”  first  simply,  and 
then  with  variations.  Presently,  forgetting  that  she  was  not 
in  the  old  paddock,  she  began  to  sing  it  in  her  fresh  young- 
voice,  William  the  under- gardener  and  Caesar  the  dog  her  only 
audience.  They  were  differently  affected.  William  grew  sad, 
thinking  of  his  sins.  The  dog  wagged  his  tail  and  rushed  round 
and  round  the  singer  by  way  of  appreciation.  Music  saddens 
the  guilty,  but  maketh  glad  those  who  are  clear  of  conscience. 

It  was  half-past  six  when  she  became  aware  that  she  was 
getting  hungry.  In  the  old  times  it  was  easy  to  descend  to 
the  kitchen  and  make  what  Indian  people  call  a  chota  hazri ,  a 
little  breakfast  for  herself.  Now  she  was  not  certain  whether, 
supposing  the  servants  were  about,  her  visit  would  be  well  re¬ 
ceived  ;  or,  supposing  they  were  not  yet  up,  she  should  know 
where  to  find  the  kettle,  the  tea,  and  the  firewood. 

She  left  the  garden,  followed  by  Caesar,  who  was  also  growing- 
hungry  after  his  morning  walk,  and  resolved  on  going  straight 
home. 

There  were  two  objections  to  this. 

First,  she  did  not  know  one  house  from  another,  and  they 
were  all  alike.  Second,  she  did  not  know  the  number,  and 
could  not  have  read  it  had  she  known  it. 

Mr.  J agenal’s  door  was  painted  a  dark  brown ;  so  were 
they  all.  Mr.  Jagenal’s  door  had  a  knocker;  so  had  they  all. 
Could  she  go  all  round  the  square  knocking  at  every  door, 
and  waking  up  the  people  to  ask  if  Mr.  Jagenal  lived  there  ? 
She  knew  little  of  the  world,  but  it  did  occur  to  her  that  it 
would  seem  unconventional  for  a  young  lady  to  “knock  in” 
at  six  in  the  morning.  She  did  not,  most  unfortunately, 
think  of  asking  William  the  under-gardener. 

She  tui-ned  to  the  dog. 
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“Now,  Caesar,”  she  said;  “take  me  home.” 

Caesar  wagged  his  tail,  nodded  his  head,  and  started  off  before 
her  at  a  smart  walk,  looking  round  now  and  then  to  see  that  his 
charge  was  following. 

“  Lucky,”  said  Phillis,  “  that  I  thought  of  the  dog.” 

Caesar  proceeded  with  great  solemnity  to  cross  the  road, 
and  began  to  march  down  the  side  of  the  square,  Phillis 
expecting  him  to  stop  at  every  house.  But  he  did  not. 
Arrived  at  the  corner  where  Carnarvon  Street  strikes  off  the 
square  he  turned  aside,  and  looking  round  to  see  that  his 
convoy  was  steering  the  same  course,  he  trudged  sturdily 
down  that  thoroughfare. 

“  This  cannot  be  right,”  thought  Phillis.  But  she  was 
loth  to  leave  the  dog,  for  to  lose  him  would  be  to  lose  every¬ 
thing,  and  she  followed.  Perhaps  he  knew  of  a  back  way. 
Perhaps  he  would  take  her  for  a  little  walk,  and  show  her 
the  Tower  of  London. 

Caesar,  no  longer  running  and  bounding  around  her,  walked 
on  with  the  air  of  one  who  has  an  important  business  on 
hand,  and  means  to  carry  it  through.  Carnarvon  Street  is 
long,  and  of  the  half  dismal,  half-genteel  order  of  Blooms¬ 
bury.  Caesar  walked  halfway  down  the  street.  Then  he 
suddenly  came  to  a  dead  stop.  It  was  in  front  of  a  tavern, 
the  Carnarvon  Arms,  the  door  of  which,  for  it  was  an  early 
house,  was  already  open,  and  the  potboy  was  taking  down  the 
shutters.  The  fact  that  the  shutters  were  only  half  down 
made  the  dog  at  first  suspect  that  there  was  something  wrong. 
The  house,  as  he  knew  it,  always  had  the  shutters  down  and 
the  portals  open.  As,  however,  there  seemed  no  unlawful¬ 
ness  of  licensed  hours  to  consider,  the  dog  marched  into  the 
bar  without  so  much  as  looking  to  see  if  Phillis  was  following, 
and  immediately  lay  down  with  his  head  on  his  paws. 

“  Why  does  he  go  in  there  ?  ”  said  Phillis.  “  And  what  is 
the  place  ?  ” 

She  pushed  the  door,  which,  as  usual  in  such  establish¬ 
ments,  hung  half  open  by  means  of  a  leathern  strap,  and 
looked  in.  Nobody  in  the  place  but  Caesar.  She  entered, 
and  tried  to  understand  where  she  was.  A  smell  of  stale  beer 
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and  stale  tobacco  hanging  about  the  room  smote  her  senses, 
and  made  her  sick  and  faint.  She  saw  the  bottles  and  glasses, 
the  taps  and  the  counters,  and  she  understood — she  was  in  a 
drinking-place,  one  of  the  wicked  dens  of  which  her  guardian 
sometimes  spoke.  She  was  in  a  tavern,  that  is,  a  place  where 
workmen  spend  their  earnings  and  leave  their  families  to 
starve.  She  looked  round  her  with  curiosity  and  a  little  fear. 

Presently  she  became  aware  of  the  early-risen  potboy,  who, 
having  taken  down  the  shutters,  was  proceeding  about  his 
usual  work  behind  the  bar,  when  his  eyes  fell  upon  the 
astonishing  sight  of  a  young  lady,  a  real  young  lady,  as  he 
saw  at  once,  standing  in  the  Bottle  and  Jug  department.  He 
then  observed  the  dog,  and  comprehended  that  she  was  come 
there  after  Caesar,  and  not  for  purposes  of  refreshment. 

“  Why,  miss,”  he  said,  “  Caesar  thinks  he’s  out  with  the  two 
gentlemen.  He  brings  them  here  regular,  you  see,  every  morn¬ 
ing,  and  they  takes  their  little  glass,  don’t  they,  Caesar  ?  ” 

Probably — thought  watchful  Phillis,  anxious  to  learn, — 
probably  a  custom  of  polite  life  which  Mr.  Dyson  had 
neglected  to  teach  her.  And  yet  he  always  spoke  with  such 
bitterness  of  public-houses. 

“  Will  you  take  a  drop  of  somethink,  miss  ?”  asked  the  polite 
assistant,  tapping  the  handles  hospitably.  “What  shall  it  be  ?” 

“  I  should  like  ” - said  Phillis. 

“To  be  sure,  it’s  full  early,”  the  man  went  on,  “for  a 
young  lady  and  all.  But  Lor’  bless  your  ’art,  it’s  never  none 
too  early  for  most,  when  they’ve  got  the  coin.  Give  it  a 
name,  miss,  and  there,  the  guvnor  he  isn’t  hup,  and  we  won’t 
chalk  it  down  to  you,  nor  never  ask  you  for  the  money.  On’y 
give  it  a  name.” 

“  Thank  you  very  much,”  said  Phillis.  “  I  should  like  to 
have  a  cup  of  tea,  if  I  could  take  it  outside.” 

He  shook  his  head,  a  gesture  of  disappointment. 

“  It  can’t  be  had  here.  Tea  !  ” — as  if  he  had  thought 
better  things  of  so  much  beauty- — “  Tea  !  Swipes  !  After 
all,  miss,  it’s  your  way,  and  no  doubt  you  don’t  know  no 
better.  There’s  a  Early  Caufy-’ouse  a  little  way  up  the  street. 
You  must  find  it  for  yourself,  because  the  dawg  he  don’t  know 
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it;  knows  nothink  about  Tea,  that  dawg.  You  go  out,  miss, 
and  Caesar  he’ll  go  to.” 

Phillis  thanked  him  again  for  his  attention,  and  followed 
his  advice.  Caesar  instantly  got  up  and  sallied  forth  with 
her.  Instead,  however,  of  returning  to  the  square,  he  went 
straight  on  down  Carnarvon  Street,  still  leading  the  way. 
Turning  first  to  the  right  and  then  to  the  left,  he  conducted 
Phillis  through  what  seemed  a  labyrinth  of  streets.  These 
were  mostly  streets  of  private  houses,  not  of  the  best,  but 
rather  of  the  seediest.  It  was  now  nearly  seven  o’clock,  and 
the  signs  of  life  were  apparent.  The  paper-boy  was  begin¬ 
ning,  with  the  milkman,  his  rounds  ;  the  postman’s  foot  was 
preparing  for  the  first  turn  on  his  daily  treadmill  of  doorsteps 
and  double  knocks.  The  workmen,  paid  by  time,  were  stroll¬ 
ing  to  their  hours  of  idleness  with  bags  of  tools ;  windows 
were  thrown  open  here  and  there  ;  and  an  early  servant  might 
be  seen  rejoicing  to  bang  her  mats  at  the  street-door.  Phillis 
tried  to  retain  her  faith  in  Caesar,  and  followed  obediently. 
It  was  easy  to  see  that  the  dog  knew  where  he  was  going, 
and  had  a  distinct  purpose  in  his  mind.  It  was  to  be  hoped, 
she  thought,  that  his  purpose  included  a  return  home  as  soon 
as  possible,  because  she  was  getting  a  little  tired. 

Streets — always  streets.  Who  were  the  people  who  lived 
in  them  all  ?  Could  there  be  in  every  house  the  family  life 
of  which  Mr.  Dyson  used  to  tell  her — the  life  she  had  never 
seen,  but  which  he  promised  she  should  one  day  see — the 
sweet  life  where  father  and  mother  and  children  live  together 
and  share  their  joys  and  sorrows?  She  began  to  look  into 
the  windows  as  she  walked  along,  in  the  hope  of  catching  a 
hasty  glance  at  so  much  of  the  family  life  as  might  be  seen 
so  early  in  the  morning. 

She  passed  one  house  where  the  family  were  distinctly 
visible  gathered  together  in  the  front  kitchen.  She  stopped 
and  looked  down  through  the  iron  railings.  The  children 
were  seated  at  the  table.  The  mother  was  engaged  in  some 
cooking  operations  at  the  fire.  Were  they  about  to  sing  a 
hymn  and  to  have  family  prayers  before  their  breakfast  ? 
Mot  at  this  house  apparently,  for  the  woman  suddenly  turned 
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from  lier  occupation  at  the  fire  and,  without  any  adequate 
motive  that  Phillis  could  discern,  began  boxing  the  children’s 
ears  all  round.  Instantly  there  arose  a  mighty  cry  from 
those  alike  who  had  already  been  boxed  and  those  who  sat 
expectant  of  their  turn.  Evidently  this  was  one  of  the  houses 
where  the  family  life  was  not  a  complete  success.  The  scene 
jarred  on  Phillis,  upsetting  her  pretty  little  Arcadian  castle 
of  domestic  happiness.  She  felt  disappointed,  and  hurried  on 
after  her  conductor. 

It  is  sad  to  relate  that  Caesar  presently  entered  another 
public-house.  This  time  Phillis  went  in  after  him  with  no 
hesitation  at  all.  She  encountered  the  landlord  in  person, 
who  greeted  the  dog,  asked  him  what  he  was  doing  so  early, 
and  then  explained  to  Miss  Fleming  that  he  was  accustomed 
to  call  at  the  house  every  day  about  noon,  accompanied  by 
two  gentlemen,  who  had  their  little  whack  and  then  went 
away  ;  and  that  she  only  had  to  go  through  the  form  of 
coming  and  departing  in  order  to  get  Caesar  out  too. 

“  Little  whack,”  thought  Phillis.  “  Little  glass  !  What  a 
lot  of  customs  and  expressions  I  have  to  learn  !  ” 

For  those  interested  in  the  sagacity  of  dogs,  or  in  compara¬ 
tive  psychology,  it  may  be  noted  as  a  remarkable  thing  that 
when  Caesar  came  out  of  that  second  public-house  he  hesitated, 
as  one  struck  suddenly  with  a  grievous  doubt.  Had  he  been 
doing  right  ?  He  took  a  few  steps  in  advance,  then  he  looked 
round  and  stopped,  then  he  looked  up  and  down  the  street; 
Finally  he  came  back  to  Phillis,  and  asked  for  instructions 
with  a  wistful  gaze. 

Phillis  turned  round  and  said,  “  Home,  Caesar.”  Then, 
after  barking  twice,  Caesar  led  the  way  back  again  with 
alacrity  and  renewed  confidence. 

He  not  only  led  the  way  home,  but  he  chose  a  short  cut 
known  only  to  himself.  Perhaps  he  thought  his  charge 
might  be  tired ;  perhaps  he  wished  to  show  her  some  further 
varieties  of  English  life. 

In  the  districts  surrounding  Bloomsbury  are  courts  which 
few  know  except  the  policeman  ;  even  that  dauntless  func¬ 
tionary  is  chary  of  venturing  himself  into  them,  except  in 
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couples,  and  then  he  would  rather  stay  outside,  if  only  out  of 
respect  to  a  playful  custom,  of  old  standing,  prevalent  among 
the  inhabitants.  They  keep  flower-pots  on  their  first  and 
second  floors,  and  when  a  policeman  passes  through  the  court 
they  drop  them  over.  If  no  one  is  hurt,  there  is  no  need  of 
an  apology ;  if  a  constable  receives  the  projectile  on  his  head 
or  shoulder,  it  is  a  deplorable  accident  which  those  who  have 
caused  it  are  the  first  to  publicly  lament.  It  was  through  a 
succession  of  these  courts  that  the  dog  led  Phillis. 

Those  of  the  men  who  had  work  to  do  were  by  this  time 
gone  to  do  it.  Those  who  had  none,  together  with  those  who 
felt  strongly  on  the  subject  of  Adam’s  curse  and  therefore 
wished  for  none,  stayed  at  home  and  smoked  pipes,  leaning 
against  the  doorposts.  The  ideal  heaven  of  these  noble 
Englishmen  is  for  ever  to  lean  against  doorposts  and  for  ever 
to  smoke  pipes  in  a  land  where  it  is  always  balmy  morning, 
and  where  there  are  “  houses  ”  handy  into  which  they  can 
slouch  from  time  to  time  for  a  drink. 

The  ladies,  their  consorts,  were  mostly  engaged  in  such 
household  occupations  as  could  be  carried  on  out  of  doors 
and  within  conversation  reach  of  each  other.  The  court  was 
therefore  musical  with  sweet  feminine  voices. 

The  children  played  together — no  officer  of  the  London 
School  Board  having  yet  ventured  to  face  those  awful  flower¬ 
pots — in  a  continuous  stream  along  the  central  line  of  the 
courts.  Phillis  observed  that  the  same  game  was  universal, 
and  that  the  players  were  apparently  all  of  the  same  age. 

She  also  remarked  a  few  things  which  struck  her  as  worth 
noting.  The  language  of  the  men  differed  considerably  from 
that  used  by  Mr.  Dyson,  and  their  pronunciation  seemed  to  her 
to  lack  delicacy.  The  difference  most  prominent  at  first  was 
the  employment  of  a  single  adjective  to  qualify  everything — an 
observance  so  universal  as  to  arrest  at  once  the  attention  of  a 
stranger.  The  women,  it  was  also  apparent,  were  all  engaged 
in  singing  together  a  kind  of  chorus  of  lamentation,  in  irregular 
strophe  and  antistrophe,  on  the  wicked  ways  of  their  men. 

Rough  as  were  the  natives  of  this  place,  no  one  molested 
Phillis.  The  men  stared  at  her  and  exchanged  criticisms  on  her 
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personal  appearance.  These  were  complimentary,  although 
not  poetically  expressed.  The  women  stared  harder,  but  said 
nothing  until  she  had  passed  by.  Then  they  made  remarks 
which  would  have  been  unpleasant  had  they  been  audible. 
The  children  alone  took  no  notice  of  her.  The  immunity  from 
insult  which  belongs  to  young  ladies  in  English  thoroughfares 
depends,  I  fear,  more  upon  force  of  public  opinion  than  upon 
individual  chivalry.  Una  could  trust  herself  alone  with  her 
lion  :  she  can  only  trust  herself  among  the  roughs  of  London 
when  they  are  congregated  in  numbers.  Nor,  I  think,  would 
the  spectacle  of  goodness  and  purity,  combined  with  beauty, 
produce  in  their  rude  breasts,  by  comparison  with  themselves, 
those  feelings  of  shame,  opening  up  the  way  to  repentance, 
which  are  expected  by  self-conscious  maidens  ministering  in 
the  paths  of  Dorcas. 

Phillis  walked  along  with  steadfast  eyes,  watching  every¬ 
thing  and  afraid  of  nothing,  because  she  knew  of  no  cause 
for  fear.  The  dog,  decreasing  the  distance  between  them, 
marched  a  few  feet  in  advance,  right  through  the  middle  of 
the  children,  who  fell  back  and  formed  a  lane  for  them  to 
pass.  Once  Phillis  stopped  to  look  at  a  child — a  great-eyed, 
soft-faced,  curly-haired,  beautiful  boy.  She  spoke  to  him, 
asked  him  his  name,  held  out  her  hand  to  him.  The  fathers 
and  the  mothers  looked  on  and  watched  for  the  result,  which 
would  probably  take  the  form  of  coin. 

The  boy  prefaced  his  reply  with  an  oath  of  great  fulness 
and  rich  flavour.  Phillis  had  never  heard  the  phrase  before, 
but  it  sounded  unmusically  on  her  ear.  Then  he  held  out 
his  hand  and  demanded  a  copper.  The  watchful  parents  and 
guardians  on  the  door-steps  murmured  approval,  and  all  the 
children  shouted  together  like  the  men  of  Ephesus. 

At  this  juncture  Caesar  looked  round.  He  mastered  the 
situation  in  a  moment,  surrounded  and  isolated  his  convoy 
by  a  rapid  movement  almost  simultaneous  in  flank  and  rear ; 
barked  angrily  at  the  children,  who  threatened  to  close  in  en 
masse  and  make  short  work  of  poor  Phillis;  and  gave  her 
clearly  to  understand  once  for  all  that  she  was  to  follow  him 
with  silent  and  unquestioning  docility. 


THE  GOLDEN  BUTTERFLY. 


67 


She  obeyed,  and  they  came  out  of  the  courts  and  into  the 
squares.  Phillis  began  to  hope  that  the  Tower  of  London 
would  presently  heave  in  sight,  or  at  least  the  silver  Thames 
with  London  Bridge ;  but  they  did  not. 

She  was  very  tired  by  this  time.  It  was  nearly  eight,  and 
she  had  been  up  and  out  since  five.  Even  her  vigorous  young 
limbs  were  beginning  to  feel  dragged  by  her  three  hours’ 
ramble.  Quite  suddenly  Caesar  turned  a  corner,  as  it  seemed, 
and  she  found  herself  once  more  in  Carnarvon  Square.  The 
dog,  feeling  that  he  had  done  enough  for  reputation,  walked 
soberly  along  the  pavement,  until  he  came  to  No.  15,  when 
he  ascended  the  steps  and  sat  down. 

The  door  was  open,  Jane  the  housemaid  assiduously  polish¬ 
ing  the  bell-handles. 

“  Lor’  a  mercy,  miss  !  ”  she  cried,  “  I  thought  you  was  a- 
bed  and  asleep.  Wherever  have  you  a- bin — with  Caesar 
too  ?  ” 

“We  went  for  a  walk  and  lost  ourselves,”  Phillis  replied. 
“Jane,  I  am  very  hungry;  what  time  is  breakfast?” 

“  The  master  has  his  at  eight,  miss.  But  Mr.  Cornelius 
he  told  me  yesterday  that  you  would  breakfast  with  him  and 
Mr.  Humphrey — about  eleven,  he  said.  And  Mr.  Humphrey 
thought  you’d  like  a  little  fresh  fish  and  a  prawn  curry, 
perhaps.” 

“  I  shall  breakfast  with  Mr.  Joseph,”  said  Phillis. 

She  went  to  her  room  in  a  little  temper.  It  was  too  bad 
to  be  treated  like  a  child  wanting  nice  things  for  breakfast. 
A  little  more  experience  taught  her  that  any  culinary  fore¬ 
thought  on  the  part  of  the  Twins  was  quite  sure  to  be  so 
directed  as  to  secure  their  own  favourite  dishes. 

She  did  breakfast  with  Joseph  :  made  tea  for  him,  told  him 
all  about  her  morning  adventures,  received  his  admonitions 
in  good  part,  and  sent  him  to  his  office  half  an  hour  later 
than  usual.  Cue  of  his  letters  bore  an  American  stamp. 
This  he  opened,  putting  the  rest  in  a  leather  pocket-book. 

“  This  letter  concerns  you,  Miss  Fleming,”  he  apologised,  in 
an  old-fashioned  way;  “that  is  why  I  opened  it  before  you. 
It  comes  from  your  remaining  guardian,  Mr.  Lawrence 
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Colquhoun.  Listen  to  what  he  says.  He  writes  from  New 
York:  £I  am  sorry  to  hear  that  my  old  friend  Abraham 
Dyson  is  gone.  I  shall  be  ready  to  assume  my  new  respon¬ 
sibilities  in  a  fortnight  after  you  receive  this  letter,  as  I  hope 
to  land  in  that  time  at  Liverpool.  Meantime  give  my  kindest 
regards  to  my  ward.’  So — Lawrence  Colquhoun  home  again !  ” 

“  Tell  me  about  him  :  is  he  grave  and  old,  like  Mr.  Dyson  ? 
Will  he  want  me  to  go  back  to  the  old  life  and  talk  ‘  subjects  ’  ? 
Mr.  Jagenal,  much  as  I  loved  my  dear  old  guardian,  I  could 
not  consent  to  be  shut  up  any  more.” 

“  You  will  not  be  asked,  my  dear  young  lady.  Mr. 
Colquhoun  is  a  man  under  forty.  He  is  neither  old  nor 
grave.  He  was  in  the  army  with  your  father.  He  sold  out 
seven  or  eight  years  ago,  spent  a  year  or  two  about  London, 
and  then  disappeared.  I  am  his  lawyer,  and  from  time  to 
time  he  used  to  send  me  his  address  and  draw  on  me  for 
money.  That  is  all  I  can  tell  you  of  his  travels.  Lawrence 
Colquhoun,  Miss  Fleming,  was  a  popular  man.  Everybody 
liked  him  ;  especially  the — the  fair  sex.” 

“  Was  he  very  clever  ?  ” 

“  N-no  ;  I  should  say  not  very  clever.  Not  stupid.  And, 
now  one  thinks  of  it,  it  is  remarkable  that  he  never  was 
known  to  excel  in  anything,  though  he  hunted,  rode,  shot, 
and  did,  I  suppose,  all  the  other  things  that  young  men  in 
the  army  are  fond  of.  He  was  fond  of  reading  too,  and  had 
a  considerable  fund  of  information ;  but  he  never  excelled 
in  anything.” 

Phillis  shook  her  head. 

“  Mr.  Dyson  used  to  say  that  the  people  we  like  best  are 
the  people  who  are  in  our  own  line  and  have  acknowledged 
their  own  inferiority  to  ourselves.  Perhaps  the  reason  why 
Mr.  Colquhoun  was  liked  was  that  he  did  not  compete  with 
the  men  who  wished  to  excel,  but  contentedly  took  a  second 
place.” 

This  was  one  of  the  bits  of  Dysonian  philosophy  with 
which  Phillis  occasionally  graced  her  conversation,  quoting  it 
as  reverently  as  if  it  had  been  a  line  from  Shakespeare,  some¬ 
times  with  startling  effect. 
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“  I  shall  try  to  like  him.  I  am  past  nineteen,  and  at 
twenty-one  I  shall  be  my  own  mistress.  If  I  do  not  like  him, 
I  shall  not  live  with  him  any  longer  after  that.” 

“  I  think  you  will  not,  in  any  case,  live  at  Mr.  Colquhoun’s 
residence,”  said  Joseph  ;  “but  I  am  sure  you  will  like  him.” 

“  A  fortnight  to  wait.” 

“  You  must  not  be  shy  of  him,”  Joseph  went  on;  “you 
have  nothing  to  be  afraid  of.  Think  highly  of  yourself,  to 
begin  with.” 

“  I  do,”  said  Phillis ;  “  Mr.  Dyson  always  tried  to  make 
me  think  highly  of  myself.  He  told  me  my  education  was 
better  than  that  of  any  girl  he  knew.  Of  course  that  was 
partly  his  kind  way  of  encouraging  me.  Mr.  Dyson  said  that 
shyness  was  a  kind  of  cowardice,  or  else  a  kind  of  vanity. 
People  who  are  afraid  of  other  people,  he  said,  either  mis¬ 
trust  themselves  or  think  they  are  not  rated  at  their  true 
value.  But  I  think  I  am  not  at  all  afraid  of  strangers.  Do 
I  look  like  being  afraid  ?  ”  She  drew  herself  up  to  her  full 
height  and  smiled  a  conscious  superiority.  “Perhaps  you 
will  think  that  I  rate  myself  too  highly.” 

“  That,”  said  Joseph,  with  a  compliment  really  creditable 
for  a  beginner, — “  that  would  be  difficult,  Miss  Fleming.” 

When  the  Twins  prepared  to  take  their  morning  walk  at 
twelve  an  unexpected  event  happened.  Caesar,  for  the  first 
time  on  record,  and  for  no  reason  apparent  or  assigned,  re¬ 
fused  to  accompany  them.  They  went  out  without  him, 
feeling  lonely,  unhappy,  and  a  little  unprotected.  They  passed 
the  Carnarvon  Arms  without  a  word.  At  the  next  halting- 
place  they  entered  the  bar  in  silence,  glancing  guiltily  at  each 
other.  Could  it  be  that  the  passion  for  drink,  divested  of  its 
usual  trappings  of  pretence,  presented  itself  suddenly  to  the 
brethren  in  its  horrid  ugliness  ?  They  came  out  with  shame¬ 
faced  looks,  and  returned  home  earlier  than  usual.  They 
were  perfectly  sober,  and  separated  without  the  usual  cheery 
allusions  to  Work.  Perhaps  the  conscience  was  touched,  for 
when  Jane  took  up  their  tea  she  found  the  Poet  in  his  Work¬ 
shop  sitting  at  the  table,  and  the  Artist  in  his  Studio  standing 


70 


THE  GOLDEN  BUTTERFLY. 


at  his  easel.  Before  the  one  was  a  blank  sheet  of  paper; 
before  the  other  was  a  blank  canvas.  Both  were  fractious, 
and  both  found  fault  with  the  tea.  After  dinner  they  took  a 
bottle  of  port,  which  Humphrey  said,  they  really  felt  to  want. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

“  I  do  not  know 

One  of  my  sex  ;  no  woman’s  face  remember 
Save,  from  my  glass,  mine  own.” 

I  1ST  the  afternoon  Phillis,  who  was  “  writing  up  ”  her  diary 
after  the  manner  of  the  ancient  Aztec,  received  a  visitor. 
For  the  first  time  in  her  life  the  girl  found  herself  face  to 
face  with — a  lady.  Men  she  knew — chiefly  men  of  advanced 
age ;  they  came  to  dine  with  Abraham  Dyson.  Women- 
servants  she  knew,  for  she  had  a  French  maid — imported  too 
young  to  be  mischievous ;  and  there  had  been  a  cook  at  High- 
gate,  with  two  or  three  maids.  Not  one  of  these  virgins 
possessed  the  art  of  reading,  or  they  would  never  have  been 
engaged  by  Mr.  Dyson.  Nor  was  she  encouraged  by  her 
guardian  to  talk  with  them.  Also  she  knew  that  in  the 
fulness  of  time  she  was  to  be  somehow  transferred  from  the 
exclusive  society  of  men  to  that  in  which  the  leading  part 
would  be  taken  by  ladies — women  brought  up  delicately  like 
herself,  but  not  all,  unhappily,  on  the  same  sound  funda¬ 
mental  principle  of  oral  teaching. 

Among  the  loose  odds  and  ends  which  remained  in  Mr. 
Dyson’s  portfolios,  and  where  lay  all  that  Joseph  Jagenal 
could  ever  find  to  help  in  completing  his  great  system  of 
education,  was  the  following  scrap  : — 

“Women  brought  up  with  women  are  hindered  in  their 
perfect  development.  Let  the  girls  be  separated  from  the 
society  of  their  sex,  and  be  educated  mostly  among  men.  In 
this  way  the  receptivity  of  the  feminine  mind  may  be  turned 
to  best  account  in  the  acquirement  of  robust  masculine  ideas. 
Every  girl  may  become  a  mother  ;  let  her  therefore  sit  among 
men  and  listen.” 

Perhaps  this  deprivation  of  the  society  of  her  own  sex  was 
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a  greater  loss  to  Phillis  than  her  ignorance  of  reading.  Con¬ 
sider  what  it  entailed.  She  grew  up  without  the  most  rudi¬ 
mentary  notions  of  the  great  art  of  flirtation  ;  she  had  never 
even  heard  of  looking  out  for  an  establishment ;  she  had  no 
idea  of  considering  every  young  man  as  a  possible  husband ; 
she  had,  indeed,  no  glimmerings,  not  the  faintest  streak  of 
dawning  twilight  in  the  matter  of  love  ;  while  as  for  angling, 
hooking  a  big  fish  and  landing  him,  she  was  no  better  than 
a  heathen  Hottentot.  This  was  the  most  important  loss,  but 
there  were  others  ;  she  knew  how  to  dress,  partly  by  instinct, 
partly  by  looking  at  pictures ;  but  she  knew  nothing  about 
Making-up.  Nature,  which  gave  her  the  figure  of  Hebe,  made 
this  loss  insignificant  to  her,  though  it  is  perhaps  the  opinion 
of  Mr.  Worth  that  there  is  no  figure  so  good  but  Art  can  im¬ 
prove  it.  But  not  to  know  about  Making-up  is,  for  a  woman, 
to  lose  a  large  part  of  useful  sympathy  for  other  women. 

Again,  she  knew  nothing  of  the  way  in  which  girls  pour 
little  confidences,  all  about  trifles,  into  each  other’s  ears ;  she 
had  not  cultivated  that  intelligence  which  girls  can  only  learn 
from  each  other,  and  which  enables  them  to  communicate 
volumes  with  a  half-lifted  eyelid ;  she  had  a  man’s  way  of 
saying  out  what  she  thought,  and  even,  so  far  as  her  dogmatic 
training  permitted,  of  thinking  for  herself.  She  did  not 
understand  the  mystery  with  which  women  enwrap  them¬ 
selves,  partly  working  on  the  imagination  of  youth,  and 
partly  through  their  love  of  secluded  talk — a  remnant  of 
barbaric  times,  and  a  proof  of  the  subjection  of  the  sex  ;  the 
frou-frou  of  life  was  lost  to  her.  And  being  without  mystery, 
without  the  art  of  flirtation,  with  nothing  to  hide  and  no 
object  to  gain,  Phillis  was  entirely  free  from  the  great  vice 
into  which  women  of  the  weaker  nature  are  apt  to  fall — she 
was  perfectly  and  wholly  truthful. 

And  now  she  was  about  to  make  acquaintance  for  the  first 
time  with  a  lady — one  of  her  own  sex  and  of  her  own  station. 

I  suppose  Phillis  must  have  preserved  the  characteristic 
instincts  of  her  womanhood,  despite  her  extraordinary  train¬ 
ing,  because  the  first  thing  she  observed  was  that  her  visitor 
was  dressed  in  a  style  quite  beyond  her  power  of  conception 
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and  imperfect  taste.  So  she  generalised  from  an  individual 
case,  and  jumped  at  the  notion  that  here  was  a  very  superior 
woman  indeed. 

The  superiority  was  in  the  “young  person  ”  at  Melton  and 
Mowbray’s,  who  designed  the  dress ;  but  that  Phillis  did 
not  know. 

A  more  remarkable  point  with  Mrs.  Cassilis,  Phillis’s  visitor, 
than  her  dress  was  her  face.  It  was  so  regular  as  to  be  fault¬ 
less.  It  might  have  been  modelled,  and  so  have  served  for  a 
statue.  It  was  also  as  cold  as  a  face  of  marble.  Men  have 
prayed — men  who  have  fallen  into  feminine  traps — to  be 
delivered  from  every  species  of  woman  except  the  cold  woman  ; 
even  King  Solomon,  who  had  great  opportunities,  including 
long  life,  of  studying  the  sex,  mentions  her  not ;  and  yet  I 
think  that  she  is  the  worst  of  all.  Lord,  give  us  tender¬ 
hearted  wives  !  When  we  carve  our  ideal  woman  in  marble,  we 
do  not  generally  choose  the  wise  Minerva  nor  the  chaste  Diana, 
but  Venus,  soft-eyed,  lissom,  tender — and  generally  true. 

Mrs.  Cassilis  called.  As  she  entered  the  room  she  saw  a 
tall  and  beautiful  girl,  with  eyes  of  a  deep  brown,  who  rose 
to  greet  her  with  a  little  timidity.  She  was  taken  by  sur¬ 
prise.  She  expected  to  find  a  rough  and  rather  vulgar  young 
woman,  of  no  style  and  unformed  manners.  She  saw  before 
her  a  girl  whose  attitude  spoke  unmistakably  of  delicacy  and 
culture.  Whatever  else  Miss  Fleming  might  be,  she  was 
clearly  a  lady.  That  was  immediately  apparent,  and  Mrs. 
Cassilis  was  not  likely  to  make  a  mistake  on  a  point  of  such 
vital  importance.  A  young  lady  of  graceful  figure,  most  at¬ 
tractive  face,  and,  which  was  all  the  more  astonishing,  con¬ 
sidering  her  education,  perfectly  dressed.  Phillis,  in  fact, 
was  attired  in  the  same  simple  morning  costume  in  which 
she  had  taken  her  early  morning  walk.  On  the  table  before 
her  were  her  sketch-book  and  her  pencils. 

Mrs.  Cassilis  was  dressed,  for  her  part,  in  robes  which  it 
had  taken  the  highest  talent  of  Regent  Street  to  produce. 
Her  age  was  about  thirty.  Her  cold  face  shone  for  a  moment 
with  the  wintry  light  of  a  forced  smile,  but  her  eyes  did  not 
soften,  as  she  took  Phillis’s  hand. 
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Phillis’s  pulse  beat  a  little  faster,  in  spite  of  her  courage. 

Art  face  to  face  with  Nature.  The  girl  just  as  she  left  her 
nunnery,  ignorant  of  mankind,  before  the  perfect  woman  of 
the  world.  They  looked  curiously  in  each  other’s  eyes.  Now 
the  first  lesson  taught  by  the  world  is  the  way  to  dissemble. 
Mrs.  Cassilis  said  to  herself,  “  Here  is  a  splendid  girl.  She 
is  not  what  I  expected  to  see.  This  is  a  girl  to  cultivate  and 
bring  out — a  girl  to  do  one  credit.”  But  she  said  aloud — 

“  Miss  Fleming  ?  I  am  sure  it  is.  You  are  exactly  the 
sort  of  girl  I  expected.” 

Then  she  sat  down  and  looked  at  her  comfortably. 

“I  am  the  wife  of  your  late  guardian’s  nephew — Mr.  Gabriel 
Cassilis.  You  have  never  met  him  yet ;  but  I  hope  you  will 
very  soon  make  his  acquaintance.” 

“  Thank  you,”  said  Phillis  simply. 

“We  used  to  think,  until  Mr.  Dyson  died  and  his  prepos¬ 
terous  will  was  read,  that  his  eccentric  behaviour  was  partly 
your  fault.  But  when  we  found  that  he  had  left  you  nothing, 
of  course  we  felt  that  we  had  done  you  an  involuntary  wrong. 
And  the  will  was  made  when  you  were  a  mere  child,  and 
could  have  no  voice  or  wish  in  the  matter.” 

“  I  had  plenty  of  money,”  said  Phillis  ;  “  why  should  poor 
Mr.  Dyson  want  to  leave  me  any  more  ?  ” 

Quite  untaught.  As  if  any  one  could  have  too  much  money ! 

“  Forty  thousand  pounds  a  year !  and  all  going  to  Female 
education.  Not  respectable  Female  education.  If  it  had 
been  left  to  Girton  College,  or  even  to  finding  bread-and- 
butter,  with  the  Catechism  and  Contentment,  for  charity 
girls  in  poke  bonnets,  it  would  have  been  less  dreadful.  But 
to  bring  up  young  ladies  as  you  were  brought  up,  my  poor 
Miss  Fleming  ” - 

“  Am  I  not  respectable  ?  ”  asked  Phillis,  as  humbly  as  a 
West  Indian  nigger  before  emancipation  asking  if  he  was  not 
a  man  and  a  brother. 

“  My  dear  child,  I  hear  you  cannot  even  read  and  write.” 

“  That  is  quite  true.” 

“  But  everybody  learns  to  read  and  write.  All  the  Sunday- 
school  children  even  know  how  to  read  and  write.” 
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“  Perhaps  that  is  a  misfortune  for  the  Sunday-school  chil¬ 
dren,”  Phillis  calmly  observed ;  “  it  would  very  likely  be 
better  for  the  Sunday-school  children  were  they  taught  more 
useful  things.”  Here  Phillis  was  plagiarising — using  Mr. 
Dyson’s  own  words. 

“  At  least  every  one  in  society  knows  them.  Miss  Fleming, 
I  am  ten  years  older  than  you,  and,  if  you  will  only  trust  me, 
I  will  give  you  such  advice  and  assistance  as  I  can.” 

“You  are  very  kind,”  said  Phillis,  with  a  little  distrust, 
of  which  she  was  ashamed.  “  I  know  that  I  must  be  very 
ignorant,  because  I  have  already  seen  so  much  that  I  never 
suspected  before.  If  you  will  only  tell  me  of  my  deficiencies 
I  will  try  to  repair  them.  And  I  can  learn  reading  and 
writing  any  time,  you  know,  if  it  is  at  all  necessary.” 

“  Then  let  us  consider.  My  poor  girl,  I  fear  you  have  to 
learn  the  very  rudiments  of  society.  Of  course  you  are  quite 
ignorant  of  things  that  people  talk  about.  Books  are  out  of 
the  question.  Music  and  concerts  ;  art  and  pictures ;  china 
— perhaps  Mr.  Dyson  collected  ?  ” 

“No.” 

“  A  pity.  China  would  be  a  great  help  ;  the  opera  and 

theatres;  balls  and  dancing;  the  rink” - 

“  What  is  the  rink  ?  ”  asked  Phillis. 

“  The  latest  addition  to  the  arts  of  flirtation  and  killing 
time.  Perhaps  you  can  fall  back  upon  Church  matters.  Are 
you  a  Ritualist  ?  ” 

“  What  is  that  ?  ” 

“My  dear  girl” — Mrs.  Cassilis  looked  unutterable  horror  as 
a  thought  struck  her — “  did  you  actually  never  go  to  church?  ” 
“No.  Mr.  Dyson  used  to  read  prayers  every  clay.  Why 
should  people  go  to  church  when  they  pray  ?  ” 

“  Why  ?  why  ?  Because  people  in  society  all  go ;  because 
you  must  set  an  example  to  the  lower  orders.  Dear  me  !  It 
is  very  shocking ;  and  girls  are  all  expected  to  take  such  an 
interest  in  religion.  But  the  first  thing  is  to  learn  reading.” 

She  had  been  carrying  a  little  box  in  her  hands  all  this  time, 
which  she  now  placed  on  the  table  and  opened.  It  contained 
small  wooden  squares,  with  gaudy  pictures  pasted  on  them. 
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“  This  is  a  Pictorial  Alphabet :  an  introduction  to  all  edu¬ 
cation.  Let  me  show  you  how  to  use  it.  What  is  this  ?  ” 

She  held  up  one  square. 

“  It  is  a  very  bad  picture,  abominably  coloured,  of  a  hatchet 
or  a  kitchen  chopper.” 

“  An  axe,  my  dear — A,  x,  E.  The  initial  letter  A  is  below 
in  its  two  forms.  And  this  ?  ” 

“  That  is  worse.  I  suppose  it  is  meant  for  a  cow.  What 
a  cow !  ” 

“  Bull,  my  dear — B,  u,  L,  L,  bull.  The  initial  B  is  below.” 

“And  is  this,”  asked  Phillis,  with  great  contempt,  “the 
way  to  learn  reading  ?  A  kitchen  chopper  stands  for  A,  and 
a  cow  with  her  legs  out  of  drawing  stands  for  B.  Unless  I 
can  draw  my  cows  for  myself,  Mrs.  Cassilis,  I  shall  not  try  to 
learn  reading.” 

“  You  can  draw,  then  ?  ” 

“  I  draw  a  little,”  said  Phillis.  “  Not  so  well,  of  course, 
as  girls  brought  up  respectably.” 

“  Pardon  me,  my  dear  Miss  Fleming,  if  I  say  that  sarcasm 
is  not  considered  good  style.  It  fails  to  attract.” 

Good  style,  thought  Phillis,  means  talking  so  as  to  attract. 

“  Do  let  me  draw  you,”  said  Phillis.  Her  temper  was  not 
faultless,  and  it  was  rising  by  degrees,  so  that  she  wanted 
the  relief  of  silence.  “Do  let  me  draw  you  as  you  sit 
there.” 

She  did  not  wait  for  permission,  but  sketched  in  a  few 
moments  a  profile  portrait  of  her  visitor,  in  which  somehow 
the  face,  perfectly  rendered  in  its  coldness  and  strength,  was 
without  the  look  which  its  owner  always  thought  was  there 
— the  look  which  invites  sympathy.  The  real  unsympathetic 
nature,  caught  in  a  moment  by  some  subtle  artist’s  touch, 
was  there  instead.  Mrs.  Cassilis  looked  at  it,  and  an  angry 
flush  crossed  her  face,  which  Phillis,  wondering  why,  noted. 

“  You  caricature  extremely  well.  I  congratulate  you  on 
that  power,  but  it  is  a  dangerous  accomplishment — even  more 
dangerous  than  the  practice  of  sarcasm.  The  girl  who  in¬ 
dulges  in  the  latter  at  most  fails  to  attract;  but  the  cari¬ 
caturist  repels.” 
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“  Oh  !  ”  said  Phillis,  innocent  of  any  attempt  to  caricature, 
but  trying  to  assimilate  this  strange  dogmatic  teaching. 

“We  must  always  remember  that  the  most  useful  weapons 
in  a  girl’s  hands  are  those  of  submission,  faith  and  reverence. 
Men  hate — they  hate  and  detest — women  who  think  for 
themselves.  They  positively  loathe  the  woman  who  dares 
turn  them  into  ridicule.” 

She  looked  as  if  she  could  be  one  of  the  few  who  possess 
that  daring. 

“Fortunately,”  she  went  on,  “such  women  are  rare.  Even 
among  the  strong-minded  crew,  the  shrieking  sisterhood, 
most  of  them  are  obliged  to  worship  some  man  or  other  of 
their  own  school.” 

“  I  don’t  understand.  Pardon  me,  Mrs.  Cassilis,  that  I 
am  so  stupid.  I  say  what  I  think,  and  you  tell  me  I  am 
sarcastic.” 

“  Girls  in  society  never  say  what  they  think.  They  assent, 
or  at  best  ask  a  question  timidly.” 

“  And  I  make  a  little  pencil  sketch  of  you,  and  you  tell 
me  I  am  a  caricaturist.” 

“  Girls  who  can  draw  must  draw  in  the  conventional 
manner  recognised  by  society.  They  do  not  draw  likenesses; 
they  copy  flowers,  and  sometimes  draw  angels  and  crosses. 
To  please  men  they  draw  soldiers  and  horses.” 

“  But  why  cannot  girls  draw  what  they  please  ?  And 
why  must  they  try  to  attract  ?  ” 

Mrs.  Cassilis  looked  at  this  most  innocent  of  girls  with 
misgiving.  Could  she  be  so  ignorant  as  she  seemed,  or  was 
she  pretending  ? 

“  Why  ?  Phillis  Fleming,  only  ask  me  that  question  again 
in  six  months’  time  if  you  dare.” 

Phillis  shook  her  head  ;  she  was  clearly  out  of  her  depth. 

“  Have  you  any  other  accomplishments  ?  ” 

“  I  am  afraid  not.  I  can  play  a  little.  Mr.  Dyson  liked 
my  playing ;  but  it  is  all  from  memory  and  from  ear.” 

“  Will  you,  if  you  do  not  mind,  play  something  to  me  ?  ” 

Victoria  Cassilis  cared  no  more  for  music  than  the  deaf 
adder  which  hath  no  understanding.  By  dint  of  much  teach- 
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ing,  however,  she  had  learned  to  execute  creditably.  The 
playing  of  Phillis,  sweet,  spontaneous,  and  full  of  feeling, 
had  no  power  to  touch  her  heart. 

“Ye-yes,”  she  said,  “that  is  the  sort  of  playing  which 
some  young  men  like  :  not  those  young  men  from  Oxford, 
who  £  follow  ’  Art,  and  pretend  to  understand  good  music. 
You  may  see  them  asleep  at  afternoon  recitals.  You  must 
play  at  small  parties  only,  Phillis.  Can  you  sing  ?  ” 

“  I  sing  as  I  play,”  said  Phillis,  rising  and  shutting  the 
piano.  “  That  is  only,  I  suppose,  for  small  parties.”  The 
colour  came  into  her  cheeks,  and  her  brown  eyes  brightened. 
She  was  accustomed  to  think  that  her  playing  gave  pleasure. 
Then  she  reproached  herself  for  ingratitude,  and  she  asked 
pardon.  “  I  am  cross  with  myself  for  being  so  deficient.  Pray 
forgive  me,  Mrs.  Cassilis.  It  is  very  kind  of  you  to  take 
all  this  trouble.” 

“  My  dear,  you  are  a  hundred  times  better  than  I  expected.” 
Phillis  remembered  what  she  had  said  ten  minutes  before, 
but  was  silent. 

“  A  hundred  times  better.  Can  you  dance,  my  dear  ?  ” 

“  No.  Antoinette  tells  me  how  she  used  to  dance  with 
the  villagers  when  she  was  a  little  girl  at  Yport.” 

“  That  can  be  easily  learned.  Do  you  ride  ?  ” 

At  any  other  time  Phillis  would  have  replied  in  the  affir¬ 
mative.  Now  she  only  asserted  a  certain  power  of  sticking 
on,  acquired  on  pony-back  and  in  a  paddock.  Mrs.  Cassilis 
sighed. 

“  After  all,  a  few  lessons  will  give  you  a  becoming  seat. 
Nothing  so  useful  as  clever  horsemanship.  But  how  shall 
we  disguise  the  fact  that  you  cannot  read  or  write  ?  ” 

“I  shall  not  try  to  disguise  it,”  Phillis  cried,  jealous  of 
Mr.  Dyson’s  good  name. 

“  Well,  my  dear,  we  come  now  to  the  most  important 
question  of  all.  Where  do  you  get  your  dresses  ?  ” 

“  0  Mrs.  Cassilis  !  do  not  say  that  my  dresses  are  calculated 
to  repel !  ”  cried  poor  Phillis,  her  spirit  quite  broken  by  this 
time.  “  Antoinette  and  I  made  this  one  between  us.  Some¬ 
times  I  ordered  them  at  ITighgate,  but  I  like  my  own  best.” 
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Mrs.  Cassilis  put  up  a  pair  of  double  eye-glasses,  because 
they  were  now  arrived  at  a  really  critical  stage  of  the  cate¬ 
chism.  There  was  something  in  the  simple  dress  which  forced 
her  admiration.  It  was  quite  plain,  and,  compared  with  her 
own,  as  a  daisy  is  to  a  dahlia. 

“  It  is  a  very  nice  dress,”  she  said  critically.  “  Whether 
it  is  your  figure,  or  your  own  taste,  or  the  material,  I  do  not 
know ;  but  you  are  dressed  'perfectly ,  Miss  Fleming.  Mo 
young  lady  could  dress  better.” 

Women  meet  on  the  common  ground  of  dress.  Phillis 
blushed  with  pleasure.  At  all  events,  she  and  her  critic  had 
something  on  which  they  could  agree. 

“  I  will  come  to-morrow  morning,  and  we  will  examine  your 
wardrobe  together,  if  you  will  allow  me  ;  and  then  we  will  go 
to  Melton  &  Mowbray’s.  And  I  will  write  to  Mr.  Jagenal, 
asking  him  to  bring  you  to  dinner  in  the  evening,  if  you  will 
come.” 

“  I  should  like  it  very  much,”  said  Phillis.  “  But  you  have 
made  me  a  little  afraid.” 

££  You  need  not  be  afraid  at  all.  And  it  will  be  a  very  small 
party.  Two  or  three  friends  of  my  husband’s,  and  two  men 
who  have  just  come  home  and  published  a  book,  which  is  said 
to  be  clever.  One  is  a  brother  of  Lord  Isle  worth,  Mr.  Bonald 
Dunquerque,  and  the  other  is  a  Captain  Ladds.  You  have 
only  to  listen  and  look  interested.” 

“Then  I  will  come.  And  it  is  very  kind  of  you,  Mrs. 
Cassilis,  especially  since  you  do  not  like  me.” 

That  was  quite  true,  but  not  a  customary  thing  to  be  said. 
Phillis  perceived  dislike  in  the  tones  of  her  visitor’s  voice,  in 
her  eyes,  in  her  manner.  Did  Mrs.  Cassilis  dislike  her  for  her 
fresh  and  unsophisticated  nature,  or  for  her  beauty,  or  for  the 
attractiveness  which  breathed  from  every  untaught  look  and 
gesture  of  the  girl  ?  Swedenborg  taught  that  the  lower  nature 
cannot  love  the  nobler ;  that  the  highest  heavens  are  open  to 
all  who  like  to  go  there,  but  the  atmosphere  is  found  con¬ 
genial  to  very  few. 

“  Mot  like  you !  ”  Mrs.  Cassilis,  hardly  conscious  of  any 
dislike,  answered  after  her  kind.  “  My  dear,  I  hope  we  shall 
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like  eacli  other  very  much.  Do  not  let  fancies  get  into  your 
pretty  head.  I  shall  try  to  be  your  friend,  if  you  will  let  me.” 

Again  the  wintry  smile  upon  the  lips,  and  the  lifting  of 
the  cold  eyes,  which  smiled  not. 

But  Phillis  was  deceived  by  the  warmth  of  the  words.  She 
took  her  visitor’s  hand  and  kissed  it.  The  act  was  a  homage 
to  the  woman  of  superior  knowledge. 

“  Oh  yes,”  she  murmured,  “  if  you  only  will.” 

“  I  shall  call  you  Phillis.  My  name  is  Victoria.” 

“  And  you  will  tell  me  more  about  girls  in  society.” 

“  I  will  show  you  girls  in  society,  which  is  a  great  deal 
better  for  you,”  said  Mrs.  Cassilis. 

“  I  looked  at  the  girls  I  saw  yesterday  as  we  drove  through 
the  streets.  Some  of  them  were  walking  like  this.”  She 
had  been  standing  during  most  of  this  conversation,  and  now 
she  began  walking  across  the  room  in  that  ungraceful  pose  of 
the  body  which  was  more  affected  last  year  than  at  present. 
Ladies  do  occasionally  have  intervals  of  lunacy  in  the  matter 
of  taste,  but  if  you  give  them  time  they  come  round  again. 
Even  crinolines  went  out  at  last,  after  the  beauty  of  a  whole 
generation  had  been  spoiled  by  them.  “  Then  there  were 
others,  who  walked  like  this.”  She  laid  her  head  on  one  side, 
and  affected  a  languid  air,  which  I  have  myself  remarked  as 
being  prevalent  in  the  High  Street  of  Islington.  How  the 
way  from  Highgate  to  Carnarvon  Square  lies  through  that 
thoroughfare.  “  Then  there  were  the  boys.  I  never  dreamed 
of  such  a  lot  of  boys.  And  they  were  all  whistling.  This 
was  the  tune.” 

She  threw  her  head  back,  and  began  to  whistle  the  popular 
song  of  last  spring.  You  know  what  it  was.  It  came  between 
the  favourite  air  from  the  Fille  de  Madame  Angot  and  that 
other  sweet  melody,  “  Tommy,  make  room  for  your  Uncle,” 
and  was  called  “  Hold  the  Fort.”  It  refreshed  the  souls  of 
Revivalists  in  Her  Majesty’s  Theatre,  and  of  all  the  street- 
boys  in  this  great  Babylon. 

Mrs.  Cassilis  positively  shrieked  : 

“My  dear,  dear,  dear  girl,”  she  cried,  “you  MUST  not 
whistle !  ” 
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“  Is  it  wrong  to  whistle  ?  ” 

“  Not  morally  wrong,  I  suppose.  Girls  never  do  anything 
morally  wrong.  But  it  is  far  worse,  Phillis,  far  worse ;  it  is 
unspeakably  vulgar.” 

“  Oh,”  said  Phillis,  ££  I  am  so  sorry  !  ” 

“And,  my  dear,  one  thing  more.  Do  not  cultivate  the 
power  of  mimicry,  which  you  undoubtedly  possess.  Men  are 
afraid  of  young  ladies  who  can  imitate  them.  For  actresses, 
authors,  artists,  and  common  people  of  that  sort,  of  course  it 
does  not  matter.  But  for  us  it  is  different.  And  now,  Phillis, 
I  must  leave  you  till  to-morrow.  I  have  great  hopes  of  you. 
You  have  an  excellent  figure,  a  very  pretty  and  attractive  face, 
winning  eyes,  and  a  taste  in  dress  which  only  wants  cultivation. 
And  that  we  will  begin  to-morrow  at  Melton  &  Mowbray’s.” 

££  Oh  yes,”  said  Phillis,  clapping  her  hands,  “that  will  be 
delightful !  I  have  never  seen  a  shop  yet.” 

“  She  has — never — seen — a  Shop  !  ”  cried  Mrs.  Cassilis. 
“  Child,  it  is  hard  indeed  to  realise  your  Awful  condition  of 
mind.  That  a  girl  of  nineteen  should  be  able  to  say  that  she 
has  never  seen  a  Shop !  My  dear,  your  education  has  been 
absolutely  unchristian.  And  poor  Mr.  Dyson,  I  fear,  cut  off 
suddenly  in  his  sins,  without  the  chance  of  repentance.” 


CHAPTER  VII. 

“Bid  me  discourse,  I  will  enchant  thine  ear.” 

JOSEPH  JAGENAL  and  his  charge  were  the  last  arrivals 
at  Mrs.  Cassilis’s  dinner.  It  was  not  a  large  party. 
There  were  two  ladies  of  the  conventional  type,  well  dressed, 
well  looking,  and  not  particularly  interesting ;  with  them 
their  two  husbands,  young  men  of  an  almost  preternatural 
solemnity — such  solemnity  as  sometimes  results  from  a  too 
concentrated  attention  to  the  Money  Market.  They  were 
there  as  friends  of  Mr.  Cassilis,  whom  they  regarded  with  the 
reverence  justly  due  to  success.  They  longed  to  speak  to  him 
privately  on  investments,  but  did  not  dare.  There  were  also 
two  lions,  newly  captured.  Ladds,  the  “  Dragoon  ”  of  the 
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joint  literary  venture — “  The  Little  Sphere,  by  the  Dragoon 
and  the  Younger  Son  ” — is  standing  in  that  contemplative 
attitude  by  which  hungry  men,  awaiting  the  announcement 
of  dinner,  veil  an  indecent  eagerness  to  begin.  The  other, 
the  “  Younger  Son,”  is  talking  to  Mr.  Cassilis. 

Phillis  remarked  that  the  room  was  furnished  in  a  manner 
quite  beyond  anything  she  knew.  Where  would  be  the  dingy 
old  chairs,  sofas,  and  tables  of  Mr.  Dyson’s,  or  the  solid 
splendour  of  Joseph  Jagenal’s  drawing-room,  compared  with 
the  glories  of  decorative  art  which  Mrs.  Cassilis  had  called 
to  her  aid  ?  She  had  no  time  to  make  more  than  a  general 
survey  as  she  went  to  greet  her  hostess. 

Mrs.  Cassilis,  for  her  part,  observed  that  Phillis  was  dressed 
carefully,  and  was  looking  her  best.  She  had  on  a  simple 
white  dress  of  that  soft  stuff  called,  I  think,  Indian  muslin, 
which  falls  in  graceful  folds.  A  pale  lavender  sash  relieved 
the  monotony  of  the  white,  and  set  off  her  shapely  figure. 
Her  hair,  done  up  in  the  simplest  fashion,  was  adorned  with 
a  single  white  rose.  Her  cheeks  were  a  little  flushed  with 
excitement,  but  her  eyes  were  steady. 

Phillis  stole  a  glance  at  the  other  ladies.  They  were 
dressed,  she  was  glad  to  observe,  in  the  same  style  as  herself, 
but  not  better.  That  naturally  raised  her  spirits. 

Then  Mrs.  Cassilis  introduced  her  husband. 

When  Phillis  next  day  attempted  to  reproduce  her  impres¬ 
sions  of  the  evening,  she  had  no  difficulty  in  recording  the 
likeness  of  Mr.  Gabriel  Cassilis  with  great  fidelity.  He  was 
exactly  like  old  Time. 

The  long  lean  limbs,  the  pronounced  features,  the  stooping 
figure,  the  forelock  which  our  enemy  will  not  allow  us  to  take, 
the  head,  bald  save  for  that  single  ornamental  curl  and  a 
fringe  of  gray  hair  over  the  ears— all  the  attributes  of  Time  were 
there  except  the  scythe.  Perhaps  he  kept  that  at  his  office. 

He  was  a  very  rich  man.  His  house  was  in  Kensington 
Palace  Gardens,  a  fact  which  speaks  volumes  ;  its  furnishing 
was  a  miracle  of  modern  art ;  his  paintings  were  undoubted  ; 
his  portfolios  of  water-colours  were  worth  many  thousands ; 
and  his  horses  were  perfect. 
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He  was  a  director  of  many  companies — but  you  cannot 
live  in  Kensington  Palace  Gardens  by  directing  companies — 
and  he  had  an  office  in  the  City  which  consisted  of  three 
rooms.  In  the  first  were  four  or  five  clerks,  always  writing ; 
in  the  second  was  the  secretary,  always  writing ;  in  the  third 
was  Mr.  Gabriel  Oassilis  himself,  always  giving  audience. 

He  married  at  sixty-three,  because  he  wanted  an  establish¬ 
ment  in  his  old  age.  He  was  too  old  to  expect  love  from  a 
woman,  and  too  young  to  fall  in  love  with  a  girl.  He  did 
not  marry  in  order  to  make  a  pet  of  his  wife — indeed,  he 
might  as  well  have  tried  stroking  a  statue  of  Minerva  as 
petting  Victoria  Pengelley  ;  and  he  made  no  secret  of  his 
motive  in  proposing  for  the  young  lady.  As  delicately  as 
possible  he  urged  that,  though  her  family  was  good,  her 
income  was  small  ;  that  it  is  better  to  be  rich  and  married 
than  poor  and  single ;  and  he  offered,  if  she  consented  to 
become  his  wife,  to  give  her  all  that  she  could  wish  for  or 
ask  on  the  material  and  artistic  side  of  life. 

Victoria  Pengelley,  on  receipt  of  the  offer,  which  was  com¬ 
municated  by  a  third  person,  her  cousin,  behaved  very 
strangely.  She  first  refused  absolutely ;  then  she  declared 
that  she  would  have  taken  the  man,  but  that  it  was  now 
impossible ;  then  she  retracted  the  last  statement,  and,  after 
a  week  of  agitation,  accepted  the  offer. 

“  And  I  must  say,  Victoria,”  said  her  cousin,  “  that  you 
have  made  a  strange  fuss  about  accepting  an  offer  from  one 
of  the  richest  men  in  London.  He  is  elderly,  it  is  true  ;  but 
the  difference  between  eight  and  twenty  and  sixty  lies  mostly 
in  the  imagination.  I  will  write  to  Mr.  Cassilis  to-night.” 

Which  she  did,  and  they  were  married. 

She  trembled  a  great  deal  during  the  marriage  ceremony. 
Mr.  Cassilis  was  pleased  at  this  appearance  of  emotion,  which 
he  attributed  to  causes  quite  remote  from  any  thought  in  the 
lady’s  mind.  “  Calm  to  all  outward  seeming,”  he  said  to 
himself,  “  Victoria  is  capable  of  the  deepest  passion.” 

They  had  now  been  married  between  two  and  three  years. 
They  had  one  child — a  boy. 

It  is  only  to  be  added  that  Mr.  Cassilis  settled  the  sum  of 
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fifteen  thousand  pounds  upon  the  wedding-day  on  his  wife, 
and  that  they  lived  together  in  that  perfect  happiness  which 
is  to  be  expected  from  well-bred  people  who  marry  without 
pretending  to  love  each  other. 

Their  dinners  were  beyond  praise ;  the  wine  was  incom¬ 
parable  ;  but  their  evenings  were  a  little  frigid.  A  sense  of 
cold  splendour  filled  the  house — the  chill  which  belongs  to 
new  things  and  to  new  men. 

The  new  man  thirty  years  ago  was  loud,  ostentatious,  and 
vulgar.  The  new  man  now — there  are  a  great  many  more  of 
them — is  very  often  quiet,  unpretending,  and  well-bred.  He 
understands  art,  and  is  a  patron ;  he  enjoys  the  advantages 
which  his  wealth  affords  him  ;  he  knows  how  to  bear  his 
riches  with  dignity  and  with  reserve.  The  only  objection  to 
him  is  that  he  wants  to  go  where  other  men,  who  were  new 
in  the  last  generation,  go,  and  do  what  they  do. 

Mr.  Cassilis  welcomed  Miss  Fleming  and  Joseph  Jagenal, 
and  resumed  his  conversation  with  Jack  Dunquerque.  That 
young  man  looked  much  the  same  as  when  we  saw  him  last 
on  the  slopes  of  the  Sierra  Nevada.  His  tall  figure  had  not 
filled  out,  but  his  slight  moustache  had  just  a  little  increased 
in  size.  And  now  he  looked  a  good  deal  bored. 

“  I  have  never,  I  confess,”  his  host  was  saying,  wielding  a 
double  eye-glass  instead  of  his  scythe, — “  I  have  never  been 
attracted  by  the  manners  and  customs  of  uncivilised  people. 
My  sympathies  cease,  I  fear,  where  Banks  end.” 

“  You  are  only  interested  in  the  country  of  Lombardy  ?  ” 

“  Yes ;  very  good  :  precisely  so.” 

“  Outside  the  pale  of  Banks  men  certainly  carry  their  money 
about  with  them  ” - 

“  Which  prevents  the  accumulation  of  wealth,  my  dear  sir. 
Civilisation  was  bom  when  men  learned  to  confide  in  each 
other.  Modern  history  begins  with  the  Fuggers,  of  whom 
you  may  have  read.” 

“  I  assure  you  I  never  did,”  said  Jack  truthfully. 

Then  dinner  was  announced. 

Phillis  found  herself  on  the  right  of  Mr.  Cassilis.  Next 
to  her  sat  Captain  Ladds.  Mr.  Dunquerque  was  at  the 
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opposite  corner  of  the  table — he  had  given  his  arm  to  Mrs. 
Cassilis. 

Mrs.  Cassilis,  Phillis  saw,  was  watching  her  by  occasional 
glances.  The  girl  felt  a  little  anxious,  but  she  was  not  awk¬ 
ward.  After  all,  she  thought,  the  customs  of  society  at  a 
dinner-table  cannot  be  very  different  from  those  observed  and 
taught  her  by  Mr.  Dyson.  Perhaps  her  manner  of  adjusting 
things  was  a  little  wanting  in  finish  and  delicacy — too  down¬ 
right.  Also,  Mrs.  Cassilis  observed  she  made  no  attempt  to 
talk  with  Captain  Ladds,  her  neighbour,  but  was,  curiously 
enough,  deeply  interested  in  the  conversation  of  Mr.  Cassilis. 

Ladds  was  too  young  for  Phillis,  despite  his  five  and  thirty 
years.  Old  men  and  greybeards  she  knew.  Young  men  she 
did  not  know.  She  could  form  no  guess  what  line  of  talk 
would  be  adopted  by  a  young  man — one  who  had  a  deep  bass 
voice  when  he  spoke,  and  attacked  his  dinner  with  a  vigour 
past  understanding.  Phillis  was  interested  in  him,  and  a 
little  afraid  lest  he  should  talk  to  her. 

Others  watched  her  too.  Jack  Dunquerque,  his  view  a  little 
intercepted  by  the  dpergne,  lifted  furtive  glances  at  the  bright, 
and  pretty  girl  at  the  other  end  of  the  table.  Joseph  Jagenal 
looked  at  her  with  honest  pride  in  the  beauty  of  his  ward. 

They  talked  politics,  but  not  in  the  way  to  which  she  was 
accustomed.  Mr.  Dyson  and  his  brother  greybeards  were  like 
Cassandra,  Elijah,  Jeremiah,  and  a  good  many  prophets  of  the 
present  day,  inasmuch  as  the  more  they  discussed  affairs  the 
more  they  prophesied  disaster.  So  that  Phillis  had  learned  from 
them  to  regard  the  dreadful  future  with  terror.  Every  day 
seemed  to  make  these  sages  more  dismal.  Phillis  had  not  yet 
learned  that  the  older  we  get  the  wiser  we  grow,  and  the  wiser 
we  grow  the  more  we  tremble;  that  those  are  most  light-hearted 
who  know  the  least.  At  this  table  politics  were  talked  in  a  very 
different  manner  :  they  laughed  where  the  sages  wagged  their 
heads  and  groaned :  they  even  discussed,  with  a  familiarity 
which  seemed  to  drive  out  anxiety,  the  favourite  bugbear  of 
her  old  politicians,  the  continental  supremacy  of  Germany. 

The  two  young  City  men,  who  were  as  solemn  as  a  pair  of 
Home  Secretaries,  listened  to  their  host  with  an  eager  interest 
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and  deference  which  the  other  two,  who  were  not  careful  about 
investments,  did  not  imitate.  Phillis  observed  the  difference, 
and  wondered  what  it  meant.  Then  Mr.  Cassilis,  as  if  he  had 
communicated  as  many  ideas  about  Russia  as  he  thought 
desirable,  turned  the  conversation  upon  travelling,  in  the 
interests  of  the  Dragoon  and  the  younger  son. 

“  I  suppose,”  he  said,  addressing  Jack,  “that  in  your  travels 
among  the  islanders  you  practised  the  primitive  mode  of 
Barter.” 

“We  did;  and  they  cheated  us  when  they  could.  Which 
shows  that  they  have  improved  upon  the  primitive  man.  I 
suppose  he  was  honest.” 

“  I  should  think  not,”  said  the  host.  “  The  most  honest 
classes  in  the  world  are  the  richest.  People  who  want  to  get 
things  always  have  a  tendency  to  be  dishonest.  England  is 
the  most  honest  nation,  because  it  is  the  richest.  France 
is  the  next.  Germany,  you  see,  which  is  a  poor  country, 
yielded  to  the  temptations  of  poverty  and  took  Sleswick- 
Holstein  Alsace  and  Lorraine.  I  believe  that  men  began 
with  dishonesty.” 

“  Adam,  for  example,”  said  Ladds,  “  took  what  he  ought 
not  to  have  taken.  ’ 

“  0  Captain  Ladds  !  ” — this  was  one  of  the  two  ladies,  she 
who  had  read  up  the  new  book  before  coming  to  the  dinner, 
and  had  so  far  an  advantage  over  the  other — “  that  is  just  like 
one  of  the  wicked  things,  the  delightfully  wicked  things,  in  the 
Little  Sphere.  Now  we  know  which  of  the  two  did  the  wicked 
things.” 

“  It  was  the  other  man,”  said  Ladds. 

“  Is  it  fair  to  ask,”  the  lady  went  on,  “  how  you  wrote  the 
book  ?  ” 

She  was  one  of  those  who,  could  she  get  the  chance,  would 
ask  Messieurs  Erckmann  and  Chatrian  themselves  to  furnish 
her  with  a  list  of  the  paragraphs  and  the  ideas  due  to  each  in 
their  last  novel. 

Ladds  looked  as  if  the  question  was  beyond  his  compre¬ 
hension. 

At  last  he  answered  slowly — 
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“  Steel  pen.  The  other  man  had  a  gold  pen.” 

“No — no;  I  mean  did  you  write  one  chapter  and  your 
collaborates  the  next,  or  how  ?  ” 

“  Let  me  think  it  over,”  replied  Ladds,  as  if  it  were  a 
conundrum. 

Mrs.  Cassilis  came  to  the  rescue. 

“  At  all  events,”  she  said,  “  the  great  thing  is  that  the  book 
is  a  success.  I  have  not  read  it,  but  I  hear  there  are  many 
clever  and  witty  things  in  it.  Also  some  wicked  things.  Of 
course,  if  you  write  wickedness  you  are  sure  of  an  audience. 
I  don’t  think,  Mr.  Dunquerque,”  she  added,  with  a  smile,  “  that 
it  is  the  business  of  gentlemen  to  attack  existing  institutions.” 

Jack  shook  his  head. 

“  It  was  not  my  writing.  It  was  the  other  man.  I  did 
what  I  could  to  tone  him  down.” 

“  Have  you  read  the  immortal  work  ?  ”  Ladds  asked  his 
neighbour.  He  had  not  spoken  to  her  yet,  but  he  had  eyes  in 
his  head,  and  he  was  gradually  getting  interested  in  the  silent 
girl  who  sat  beside  him,  and  listened  with  such  rapt  interest 
to  the  conversation. 

This  great  and  manifest  interest  was  the  only  sign  to  show 
that  Phillis  was  not  accustomed  to  dinners  in  society. 

Ladds  thought  that  she  must  be  some  shy  maiden  from  the 
country — a  little  “  rustical  ”  perhaps.  He  noticed  now  that 
her  eyes  were  large  and  bright,  that  her  features  were  clear  and 
delicate,  that  she  was  looking  at  himself  with  a  curious  pity,  as 
if,  which  was  indeed  the  case,  she  believed  the  statement  about 
his  having  written  the  wicked  things.  And  then  he  wondered 
how  so  bright  a  girl  had  been  able  to  listen  to  the  prosy  dog¬ 
matics  of  Mr.  Cassilis.  Yet  she  had  listened,  and  with  pleasure. 

Phillis  was  at  that  stage  in  her  worldly  education  when  she 
would  have  listened  with  pleasure  to  anybody — Mr.  Moody,  a 
lecture  on  astronomy,  a  penny-reading,  an  amateur  dramatic 
performance,  or  an  essay  in  the  Edinburgh.  For  everything 
was  new.  She  was  like  the  blind  man  who  received  his 
sight  and  saw  men,  like  trees,  walking.  Every  new  face  was 
a  new  world ;  every  fresh  speaker  was  a  new  revelation.  No 
one  to  her  was  stupid,  was  a  bore,  was  insincere,  was  spiteful. 
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was  envious,  or  a  humbug,  because  no  one  was  known.  To 
him  who  does  not  know,  the  inflated  indiarubber  toy  is  as 
solid  as  a  cannon-ball. 

££  I  never  read  anything,”  said  Phillis,  with  a  half  blush. 
Not  that  she  was  ashamed  of  the  fact,  but  she  felt  that  it 
would  have  pleased  Captain  Ladds  had  she  read  his  book. 
££  You  see,  I  have  never  learned  to  read.” 

££  Oh !  ” 

It  was  rather  a  facer  to  Ladds.  Here  was  a  young  lady,  not 
being  a  Spaniard,  or  a  Sicilian,  or  a  Levantine,  or  a  Mexican,  or 
a  Paraguayan,  or  a  Brazilian,  or  belonging  to  any  country 
where  such  things  are  possible,  who  boldly  confessed  that 
she  could  not  read.  This  in  England  ;  this  in  the  year  1875  ; 
this  in  a  country  positively  rendered  unpleasant  by  reason 
of  its  multitudinous  School  Boards  and  the  echoes  of  their 
wrangling ! 

Jack  Dunquerque,  in  his  place,  heard  the  statement  and 
looked  up  involuntarily,  as  if  to  see  what  manner  of  young 
lady  this  could  be — a  gesture  of  surprise  into  which  the  in¬ 
congruity  of  the  thing  startled  him.  He  caught  her  full  face 
as  she  leaned  a  little  forward,  and  his  glance  rested  for  a 
moment  on  a  cheek  so  fair  that  his  spirit  fell.  Beauty  disarms 
the  youthful  squire,  and  arms  him  who  has  won  his  spurs.  I 
speak  in  an  allegory. 

Mrs.  Cassilis  heard  it  and  was  half  amused,  half  angry. 

Mr.  Cassilis  heard  it,  opened  his  mouth,  as  if  to  make  some 
remark  about  Mr.  Dyson’s  method  of  education,  but  thought 
better  of  it. 

The  two  ladies  heard  it  and  glanced  at  her  curiously.  Then 
they  looked  at  each  other  with  the  slightest  uplifting  of  the 
eyebrow,  which  meant,  £‘  Who  on  earth  can  she  be  ?  ” 

Mrs.  Cassilis  noted  that  too,  and  rejoiced,  because  she  was 
going  to  bring  forward  a  girl  who  would  make  everybody 
jealous. 

Ladds  was  the  only  one  who  spoke. 

££  That,”  he  said  feebly,  ££  must  be  very  jolly.” 

He  began  to  wonder  what  could  be  the  reason  of  this 
singular  educational  omission.  Perhaps  she  had  a  crooked 


88 


THE  GOLDEN  BUTNERFLY. 


back ;  could  not  sit  up  to  a  desk,  could  not  hold  a  book  in 
her  hand ;  but  no,  she  was  like  Petruchio’s  Kate : 

“  Like  the  hazel  twig, 

As  straight  and  slender.” 

Perhaps  her  eyes  were  weak ;  but  no,  her  eyes  were  spark¬ 
ling  with  the  “  right  Promethean  fire.”  Perhaps  she  was 
of  weak  intellect ;  but  that  was  ridiculous. 

Then  the  lady  who  had  read  the  book  began  to  ask  more 
questions.  I  do  not  know  anything  more  irritating  than  to 
be  asked  questions  about  your  own  book. 

“  Will  you  tell  us,  Mr.  Dunquerque,  if  the  story  of  the 
bear- hunt  is  a  true  one,  or  did  you  make  it  up  ?  ” 

“  We  made  up  nothing.  That  story  is  perfectly  true. 
And  the  man’s  name  was  Beck.” 

“  Curious,”  said  Mr.  Cassilis.  “  An  American  named  Beck, 
Air.  Gilead  P.  Beck,  is  in  London  now,  and  has  been  recom¬ 
mended  to  me.  He  is  extremely  rich.  I  think,  my  dear, 
that  you  invited  him  to  dinner  to-day  ?  ” 

“  Yes.  He  found  he  could  not  come  at  the  last  moment. 
He  will  be  here  in  the  evening.” 

“  Then  you  will  see  the  very  man,”  said  Jack,  “  unless  there 
is  more  than  one  Gilead  P.  Beck,  which  is  hardly  likely.” 

“  This  man  has  practically  an  unlimited  credit,”  said  the 
host. 

“  And  talks,  I  suppose,  like — well,  like  the  stage  Americans, 
I  suppose,”  said  his  wife. 

“  You  know,”  Jack  explained,  “  that  the  stage  American  is 
all  nonsense.  The  educated  American  talks  a  great  deal 
better  than  we  do.  He  can  string  his  sentences  together ; 
we  can  only  bark.” 

“  Perhaps  our  bark  is  better  than  their  bite,”  Ladds  re¬ 
marked. 

“  A  man  who  has  unlimited  credit  may  talk  as  he  pleases,” 
said  Mr.  Cassilis  dogmatically. 

The  two  solemn  young  men  murmured  assent. 

“  And  he  always  did  say  that  he  was  going  to  have  luck. 
He  carried  about  a  Golden  Butterfly  in  a  box.” 
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“  How  deeply  interesting  !  ”  replied  the  lady  who  had  read 
the  book.  “  And  is  that  other  story  true,  that  you  found  an 
English  traveller  living  all  alone  in  a  deserted  city  ?  ” 

“  Quite  true.” 

“  Eeally  !  And  who  was  it  ?  Anybody  one  has  met  ?  ” 

“I  do  not  know  whether  you  have  ever  met  him.  His 
name  is  Lawrence  Colquhoun.” 

Mrs.  Cassilis  flushed  suddenly,  and  then  her  pale  face 
became  paler. 

“  Lawrence  Colquhoun,  formerly  of  ours,”  said  Ladds, 
looking  at  her. 

Mrs.  Cassilis  read  the  look  to  ask  what  business  it  was  of 
hers,  and  why  she  changed  colour  at  his  name. 

“  Colquhoun  !  ”  she  said  softly.  Then  she  raised  her  voice 
and  addressed  her  husband :  “  My  dear,  it  is  an  old  friend  of 
mine  of  whom  we  are  speaking,  Mr.  Lawrence  Colquhoun.” 

“  Yes  !  ”  he  had  forgotten  the  name.  “  What  did  he  do  ? 

I  think  I  remember  ” -  He  stopped,  for  he  remembered  to 

have  heard  his  wife’s  name  in  connection  with  this  man.  He 
felt  a  sudden  pang  of  jealousy,  a  quite  new  and  rather  curious 
sensation.  It  passed,  but  yet  he  rejoiced  that  the  man  was 
out  of  England. 

“  He  is  my  guardian,”  Phillis  said  to  Ladds.  “  And  you 
actually  know  him?  Will  you  tell  me  something  about  him 
presently  ?  ” 

When  the  men  followed,  half  an  hour  later,  they  found  the 
four  ladies  sitting  in  a  large  semicircle  round  the  fire.  The 
centre  of  the  space  so  formed  was  occupied  by  a  gentleman 
who  held  a  cup  of  tea  in  one  hand  and  declaimed  with  the 
other.  That  is  to  say,  he  was  speaking  in  measured  tones, 
and  as  if  he  were  addressing  a  large  room  instead  of  four 
ladies  ;  and  his  right  hand  and  arm  performed  a  pump-handle 
movement  to  assist  and  grace  his  delivery.  He  had  a  face  so 
grave  that  it  seemed  as  if  smiles  were  impossible  ;  he  was 
apparently  about  forty  years  of  age.  Mrs.  Cassilis  was  not 
listening  much.  She  was  considering,  as  she  looked  at  her 
visitor,  how  far  he  might  be  useful  to  her  evenings.  Phillis 
was  catching  every  word  that  fell  from  the  stranger’s  lips. 
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Here  was  an  experience  quite  new  and  startling.  She  knew 
of  America  ;  Mr.  Dyson,  born  not  so  very  many  years  after  the 
War  of  Independence,  and  while  the  memory  of  its  humilia¬ 
tions  was  fresh  in  the  mind  of  the  nation,  always  thought 
and  spoke  of  Americans  as  England’s  hereditary  and  im¬ 
placable  enemies.  Yet  here  was  one  of  the  race  talking 
amicably,  and  making  no  hostile  demonstrations  whatever. 
So  that  another  of  her  collection  of  early  impressions  evidently 
needed  reconsideration. 

When  he  saw  the  group  at  the  door,  Mr.  Gilead  Beck — 
for  it  was  he — strode  hastily  across  the  room,  and  putting 
aside  Mr.  Oassilis,  seized  Jack  Dunquerque  by  the  hand  and 
wrung  it  for  several  moments. 

“  You  have  not  forgotten  me  !  ”  he  said.  “  You  remember 
that  lucky  shot  ?  You  still  think  of  that  Grisly  ?  ” 

“  Of  course  I  do,”  said  Jack ;  “  I  shall  never  forget  him.” 

“Nor  shall  I,  sir;  never.”  And  then  he  went  through  the 
friendly  ceremony  with  Ladds. 

“You  are  the  other  man,  sir  ?  ” 

“  I  always  am  the  other  man,”  said  Ladds,  for  the  second 
time  that  evening.  “  How  are  you,  Mr.  Beck,  and  how  is 
the  Golden  Butterfly  ?  ” 

“  That  Inseck,  captain,  is  a  special  instrument  working 
under  Providence  for  my  welfare.  He  slumbers  at  my  hotel, 
the  Langham,  in  a  fire-proof  safe.” 

Then  he  seized  Jack  Dunquerque’s  arm,  and  led  him  to  the 
circle  round  the  fire. 

“  Ladies,  this  young  gentleman  is  my  preserver.  He  saved 
my  life.  It  is  owing  to  Mr.  Dunquerque  that  Gilead  P.  Beck 
has  the  pleasure  of  being  in  this  drawing-room.” 

“0  Mr.  Dunquerque,”  said  the  lady  who  had  read  the 
book,  “that  is  not  in  the  volume  !  ” 

“  Clawed  I  should  have  been,  mauled  I  should  have  been, 
rubbed  out  I  should  have  been,  on  that  green  and  grassy 
spot,  but  for  the  crack  of  Mr.  Dunquerque’s  rifle.  You  will 
not  believe  me,  ladies,  but  I  thought  it  was  the  crack  of 
doom.” 

“  It  was  a  most  charming,  picturesque  spot  in  which  to  be 
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clawed,”  said  Jack,  laughing.  “You  could  not  have  selected 
a  more  delightful  place  for  the  purpose.” 

“  There  air  moments,”  said  Mr.  Beck,  looking  round  the 
room  solemnly,  and  letting  his  eyes  rest  on  Phillis,  who  gazed 
at  him  with  an  excitement  and  interest  she  could  hardly  con¬ 
trol — “  there  air  moments  when  the  soul  is  dead  to  poetry. 
One  of  those  moments  is  when  you  feel  the  breath  of  a  Grisly 
on  your  cheek.  Even  you,  young  lady,  would,  at  such  a 
moment,  lose  your  interest  in  the  beauty  of  Nature.” 

Phillis  started  when  he  addressed  her. 

“  Did  he  save  your  life  ?  ”  she  asked,  with  flashing  eyes. 

Jack  Dunquerque  blushed  as  this  fair  creature  turned  to 
him  with  looks  of  such  admiration  and  respect  as  the  queen 
of  the  tournament  bestowed  upon  the  victor  of  the  fight.  So 
Desdemona  gazed  upon  the  Moor  when  he  spake 

“  Of  most  disastrous  chances, 

Of  moving  accidents  by  flood  and  field.” 

Mrs.  Cassilis  effected  a  diversion  by  introducing  her  hus¬ 
band  to  Mr.  Beck. 

“  Mr.  Cassilis,  sir,”  he  said,  “  I  have  a  letter  for  you  from 
one  of  our  most  prominent  bankers.  And  I  called  in  the 
City  this  afternoon  to  give  it  you.  But  I  was  unfortunate. 
Sir,  I  hope  that  we  shall  become  better  acquainted.  And  I 
am  proud,  sir,  I  am  proud  of  making  the  acquaintance  of  a 
man  who  has  the  privilege  of  life  partnership  with  Mrs.  Cassilis. 
That  is  a  great  privilege,  sir,  and  I  hope  you  value  it.” 

“  Hum — yes  ;  thank  you,  Mr.  Beck,”  replied  Mr.  Cassilis, 
in  a  tone  which  conveyed  to  the  sharp-eared  Phillis  the  idea 
that  he  thought  considerable  value  ought  to  be  attached  to 
the  fact  of  having  a  life  partnership  with  him.  “  And  how 
do  you  like  our  country  ?  ” 

The  worst  of  going  to  America,  if  you  are  an  Englishman,  or 
of  crossing  to  England,  if  you  are  an  American,  is  that  you  can 
never  escape  that  most  searching  and  comprehensive  question. 

Said  Mr.  Gilead  Beck  : 

“  Well,  sir,  a  dollar  goes  a  long  way  in  this  country— 
especially  in  cigars  and  drinks.” 
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“In  drinks!”  Phillis  listened.  The  other  ladies  shot  glances 
at  each  other. 

“  Phillis,  my  dear  ” — Mrs.  Cassilis  crossed  the  room  and 
interrupted  her  rapt  attention — “  let  me  introduce  Mr.  Ronald 
Dunquerque.  Do  you  think  you  could  play  something  ?  ” 

She  bowed  to  the  young  hero  with  sparkling  eyes  and  rose 
to  comply  with  the  invitation.  He  followed  her  to  the  piano. 
She  played  in  that  sweet  spontaneous  manner  which  the 
women  who  have  only  been  taught  hear  with  despair  ;  she 
touched  the  keys  as  if  she  loved  them  and  as  if  they  under¬ 
stood  her ;  she  played  one  or  two  of  the  “  Songs  without 
Words ;  ”  and  then,  starting  a  simple  melody,  she  began  to 
sing,  without  being  asked,  a  simple  old  ballad.  Her  tone 
was  low  at  first,  because  she  did  not  know  the  room,  not 
because  she  was  afraid  ;  but  it  gradually  rose  as  she  felt  her 
power,  till  the  room  was  filled  with  the  volumes  of  her  rich 
contralto  voice.  Jack  Dunquerque  stood  beside  her.  She 
looked  up  in  his  face  with  eyes  that  smiled  a  welcome  while 
she  went  on  singing. 

“  You  told  us  you  could  not  read,”  said  the  young  man 
when  she  finished. 

“It  is  quite  true,  Mr.  Dunquerque.  I  cannot.” 

“  How,  then,  can  you  play  and  sing  ?  ” 

“  Oh,  I  play  by  ear  and  by  memory.  That  is  nothing 
wonderful.” 

“  Won’t  you  go  on  playing  ?  ” 

She  obeyed,  talking  in  low,  measured  tones,  in  time  with 
the  air. 

“  I  think  you  know  my  guardian,  Mr.  Lawrence  Colquhoun. 
Will  you  tell  me  all  about  him  ?  I  have  never  seen  him  yet.” 

This  unprincipled  young  man  saw  his  chance,  and  promptly 
seized  the  opportunity. 

“I  should  like  to  very  much,  but  one  cannot  talk  here 
before  all  these  people.  If  you  will  allow  me  to  call  to¬ 
morrow,  I  will  gladly  tell  you  all  I  know  about  him.” 

“  You  had  better  come  at  luncheon-time,”  she  replied, 
“  and  then  I  shall  be  very  glad  to  see  you.” 

Mr.  Abraham  Dyson  usually  told  his  friends  to  come  at 


1 


THE  GOLDEN  BUTTERFLY.  93 

I  1  tin cheon- time,  so  slie  could  not  be  wrong.  Also,  she  knew 
I  by  this  time  that  the  Twins  were  always  asleep  at  two  o’clock, 
so  that  she  would  be  alone  ;  and  it  was  pleasant  to  think  of  a 
talk,  sola  cum  solo ,  with  this  interesting  specimen  of  newly- 
discovered  humanity — a  young  man  who  had  actually  saved 
another  man’s  life. 

“Is  she  an  outrageous  flirt?”  thought  Jack,  “or  is  she 
deliciously  and  wonderfully  simple  ?  ” 

On  the  way  home  he  discussed  the  problem  with  Ladds. 

“  I  don’t  care  which  it  is,”  he  concluded,  “  I  must  see  her 
again.  Ladds,  old  man,  I  believe  I  could  fall  in  love  with  that 
girl.  ‘  Ask  me  no  more,  for  at  a  touch  I  yield.’  Did  you  notice 
her,  Tommy  ?  Did  you  see  her  sweet  eyes — I  must  say  she 
has  the  sweetest  eyes  in  all  the  world — looking  with  a  pretty 
wonder  at  our  quaint  Yankee  friend  ?  Did  you  see  her  try¬ 
ing  to  take  an  interest  in  the  twaddle  of  old  Cassilis  ?  Did 
you  - 

“  Have  we  eyes  ?  ”  Ladds  growled.  “  Is  the  heart  at  five 
and  thirty  a  log  ?  ” 

“  And  her  figure,  tall  and  slender,  lissom  and  gracieuse. 
And  her  face,  ‘  the  silent  war  of  lilies  and  of  roses.’  How  I 
love  the  brunette  faces !  They  are  never  insipid.” 

“  Do  you  remember  the  half-caste  Spanish  girl  in  Manilla  ?  ” 

“  Ladds,  don’t  dare  to  mention  that  girl  beside  this  adorable 
angel  of  purity.  I  have  found  out  her  Christian  name — it  is 
Phillis — rhymes  to  lilies  ;  and  am  going  to  call  at  her  house 
to-morrow — Carnarvon  Square.” 

“  And  I  am  going  to  have  half  an  hour  in  the  smoking- 
room,”  said  Ladds,  as  they  arrived  at  the  portals  of  the  club. 

“  So  am  I,”  said  Jack.  “  You  know  what  Othello  says  of 
Desdemona  : 

1  O  thou  weed, 

Who  art  so  lovely  fair,  and  smell’st  so  sweet 
That  the  sense  aches  at  thee  !  ’ 

I  mean  Phillis  Fleming,  of  course,  not  your  confounded 
tobacco.” 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

“They  say  if  money  goes  before,  all  ways  do  lie  open.” 

“  T  CALL  this  kind,  boys,”  said  Mr.  Gilead  P.  Beck,  welcom- 

J-  ing  his  visitors,  Captain  Ladds  and  Jack  Dunquerque ; 
“  I  call  this  friendly.  I  asked  myself  last  night,  ‘  Will  those 
boys  come  to  see  me,  or  will  they  let  the  ragged  Yankee 
slide  ?  *  And  here  you  are.” 

“  Change,”  said  Ladds  the  monosyllabic,  looking  round. 
“  Gold  looking  up  ?  ” 

There  is  a  certain  suite  of  rooms  in  the  Langham  Plotel — 
there  may  be  a  hundred  such  suites  known  to  the  travellers 
who  have  explored  that  mighty  hostelry — originally  designed 
for  foreign  princes,  ambassadors,  or  those  wandering  kings 
whom  our  hospitality  sends  to  an  inn.  The  suite  occupied  by 
Mr.  Beck  consisted  of  a  large  reception-room,  a  smaller  apart¬ 
ment  occupied  by  himself,  and  a  bedroom.  The  rooms  were 
furnished  in  supposed  accoi’dance  with  the  tastes  of  their 
princely  occupants,  that  is  to  say,  with  solid  magnificence. 
Mr.  Beck  had  been  in  England  no  more  than  a  week,  and  as 
he  had  not  yet  begun  to  buy  anything,  the  rooms  were  with¬ 
out  those  splendid  decorations  of  pictures,  plate,  and  objects 
of  art  generally,  with  which  he  subsequently  adorned  them. 
They  looked  heavy  and  rather  cheerless.  A  fire  was  burning 
on  the  hearth,  and  Mr.  Beck  was  standing  before  it  with  an 
unlighted  cigar  in  his  lips.  Apparently  he  had  already  pre¬ 
sented  some  letters  of  introduction,  for  there  were  a  few  cards 
of  invitation  on  the  mantelshelf.  He  was  dressed  in  a  black 
frock-coat,  as  a  gentleman  should  be,  and  he  wore  it  buttoned 
up,  so  that  his  tall  stature  and  thin  figure  were  shown  off 
to  full  advantage.  He  wore  a  plain  black  ribbon  by  way  of 
necktie,  and  was  modest  in  the  way  of  studs.  Jack  Dun¬ 
querque  noticed  that  he  wore  no  jewellery  of  any  kind,  which 
he  thought  unusual  in  a  man  of  unlimited  credit,  a  new  man 
whose  fortune  was  not  two  years  old.  He  was  an  unmistak¬ 
able  American.  His  chin  was  now  close  shaven,  and  without 
the  traditional  tuft;  but  he  had  the  bright  restless  eye,  the 
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long  spare  form,  the  obstinately  straight  hair,  the  thin  flexible 
i  mouth  with  mobile  lips,  the  delicately  shaped  chin,  and  the 
I  long  neck,  which  seem  points  characteristic  with  our  Trans- 
3  atlantic  brethren.  His  grave  face  lit  up  with  a  smile  of 
:  pleasure  when  he  saw  Jack  Dunquerque.  It  was  a  thoughtful 
face  ;  it  had  lines  in  it,  such  as  might  have  been  caused  by 
the  buffets  of  Fate  ;  but  his  eyes  were  kindly.  As  for  his 
speech,  it  preserved  the  nasal  drawl  of  his  New  England 
birthplace  ;  he  spoke  slowly,  as  if  feeling  for  the  right  words, 
and  his  pronunciation  was  that  of  a  man  sprung  from  the 
ranks.  Let  us  say  at  once  that  we  do  not  attempt  to  reproduce 
by  an  affected  spelling,  save  occasionally,  the  Doric  of  the  New 
England  speech.  He  was  a  typical  man  of  the  Eastern  States 
— self-reliant,  courageous,  independent,  somewhat  prejudiced, 
roughly  educated,  ready  for  any  employment  and  ashamed  of 
none,  and  withal  brave  as  an  Elizabethan  buccaneer,  sensitive 
as  a  Victorian  lady,  sympathetic  as — as  Henry  Longfellow. 

“  There  is  change,  sir  ” — he  addressed  himself  to  Ladds — 
“  in  most  things  human.  The  high  tides  and  the  low  tides 
keep  us  fresh.  Else  we  should  be  as  stagnant  as  a  Connecticut 
gospel-grinder  in  his  village  location.” 

“  This  is  high  tide,  I  see,”  said  Jack,  laughing.  “  I  hope 
that  American  high  tides  last  longer  than  ours.” 

“  I  am  hopeful,  Mr.  Dunquerque,  that  they  air  of  a  more 
abiding  disposition.  If  you  should  be  curious,  gentlemen,  to 
know  my  history  since  I  left  you  in  San  Francisco,  I  will  tell 
it  from  the  beginning.  You  remember  that  blessed  inseck, 
the  Golden  Butterfly  ?  ” 

“  In  the  little  box,”  said  Ladds.  “  I  asked  you  after  his 
welfare  last  night.” 

Jack  began  to  blush. 

“  Before  you  begin,”  he  interposed,  “  we  ought  to  tell  you 
that  since  we  came  home  we  have  written  a  book,  we  two, 
about  our  travels.” 

“  Is  that  so  ?  ”  asked  Mr.  Beck,  with  some  natural  rever¬ 
ence  for  the  author  of  a  book. 

“  And  we  have  put  you  into  it,  with  an  account  of  Empire 
City.” 
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“  Me — as  I  was — in  rags  and  without  even  a  gun  ?  ” 

“  Yes  ;  not  a  flattering  likeness,  but  a  true  one.” 

“  And  the  lucky  shot,  is  that  there  too  ?  ” 

“  Some  of  it  is  there,”  said  Ladds.  “  Jack  would  not  have 
the  whole  story  published.  Looked  ostentatious.” 

“  Gentlemen,  I  shall  buy  that  book.  I  shall  take  five 
hundred  copies  of  that  book  for  my  people  in  the  Dominion. 
Just  as  I  was,  you  say — no  boots  but  moccasins ;  not  a  dollar 
nor  a  cent ;  running  for  bare  life  before  a  Grisly.  Gentlemen, 
that  book  will  raise  me  in  the  estimation  of  my  fellow-country¬ 
men.  And  if  you  will  allow  me  the  privilege,  I  shall  say  it 
was  written  by  two  friends  of  mine.” 

Jack  breathed  freely.  He  was  afraid  Mr.  Beck  might  have 
resented  the  intrusion  of  his  ragged  personality.  An  English¬ 
man  certainly  would.  Mr.  Beck  seemed  to  think  that  the 
contrast  between  present  broadcloth  and  past  rags  reflected 
the  highest  credit  on  himself. 

This  part  of  the  work,  indeed,  which  the  critics  declared  to 
be  wildly  improbable,  was  the  only  portion  read  by  Mr.  Beck. 
And  just  as  he  persisted  in  giving  Jack  the  sole  credit  of  his 
rescue — perhaps  because  in  his  mental  confusion  he  never  even 
heard  the  second  shot  which  finished  the  bear — so  he  steadfastly 
regarded  Jack  as  the  sole  author  of  this  stirring  chapter,  which 
was  Ladd’s  masterpiece,  and  was  grateful  accordingly. 

“  And  now,”  he  went  on,  “  I  must  show  you  the  critter 
himself,  the  Golden  Bug.” 

There  was  standing  in  a  corner,  where  it  would  be  least 
likely  to  receive  any  rude  shocks  or  collisions,  a  small  heavy 
iron  safe.  This  he  unlocked,  and  brought  forth  with  great 
care  a  glass  case  which  exactly  fitted  the  safe.  The  frame 
of  the  case  was  made  of  golden  rods ;  along  the  lower  part 
of  the  front  pane,  in  letters  of  gold,  was  the  legend  : 

“  If  this  Golden  Butterfly  fall  and  break, 

Farewell  the  Luck  of  Gilead  P.  Beck.” 

“  Your  poetry,  Mr.  Dunquerque,”  said  Mr.  Beck,  pointing 
to  the  distich  with  pride.  “  Your  own  composition,  sir,  and 
my  motto.” 
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Within  the  case  was  the  Butterfly  itself,  but  glorified. 
The  bottom  of  the  glass  box  was  a  thick  sheet  of  pure  gold, 
ou  which  was  fixed  a  rose,  the  leaves,  flower,  and  stalk  workecl 
in  dull  gold.  Not  a  fine  work  of  art,  perhaps,  but  a  reason¬ 
ably  good  rose,  as  good  as  that  Papal  rose  they  show  in  the 
Cluny  Hotel.  The  Butterfly  was  poised  upon  the  rose  by 
means  of  thin  gold  wire,  which  passed  round  the  strip  of 
quartz  which  formed  the  body.  The  ends  were  firmly  welded 
into  the  leaves  of  the  flower,  and  when  the  case  was  moved 
the  insect  vibrated  as  if  he  was  in  reality  alive. 

“  There  !  Look  at  it,  gentlemen.  That  is  the  inseck  which 
has  made  the  fortune  of  Gilead  P.  Beck.” 

He  addressed  himself  to  both,  but  his  eye  rested  on  Jack 
with  a  look  which  showed  that  he  regarded  the  young  man 
with  something  more  than  friendliness.  The  man  who  fired 
that  shot,  the  young  fellow  who  saved  him  from  a  cruel  death, 
was  his  David,  the  beloved  of  his  soul. 

Ladds  looked  at  it  curiously,  as  if  expecting  some  mani¬ 
festation  of  the  supernatural. 

“  Is  it  a  medium  ?  ”  he  asked.  “  Does  it  rap,  or  answer 
questions,  or  tell  the  card  you  are  thinking  of?  Shall  you 
exhibit  the  thing  in  the  Egyptian  Hall  as  a  freak  of  Nature  ?  ” 

“  No,  sir,  I  shall  not.  But  I  will  tell  you  what  I  did,  if  you 
will  let  me  replace  him  in  his  box,  where  he  sits  and  works 
for  Me.  No  harm  will  come  to  him  there,  unless  an  airthquake 
happens.  Sit  down,  general,  and  you  too,  Mr.  Dunquerque. 
Here  is  a  box  of  cigars,  which  ought  to  be  good,  and  you  will 
call  for  your  own  drink.” 

It  was  but  twelve  o’clock,  and  therefore  early  for  revivers 
of  any  sort.  Finally,  Mr.  Beck  ordered  champagne. 

“  That  drink,”  he  said,  “  as  you  get  it  here,  is  a  compound 
calculated  to  inspirit  Job  in  the  thick  of  his  misfortunes.  But 
if  there  is  any  other  single  thing  you  prefer,  and  it  is  to  be 
had  in  this  almighty  city,  name  that  thing  and  you  shall 
have  it.” 

Then  he  began : 

“  I  went  off,  after  I  left  you,  by  the  Pacific  Railway — not 
the  first  time  I  travelled  up  and  down  that  line — and  I  landed 
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in  New  York.  Mr.  Colqukoun  gave  me  a  rig  out,  and  you, 
sir  ” — he  nodded  to  Jack — “  you,  sir,  gave  me  the  stamps  to 
pay  the  ticket.” 

Jack,  accused  of  this  act  of  benevolence,  naturally  blushed 
a  guilty  acknowledgment. 

Mr.  Gilead  P.  Beck  made  no  reference  to  the  gift  either 
then  or  at  any  subsequent  period.  Nor  did  he  ever  offer  to 
rejDay  it,  even  when  he  discovered  the  slenderness  of  Jack’s 
resources.  That  showed  that  he  was  a  sensitive  and  sympa¬ 
thetic  man.  To  offer  a  small  sum  of  money  in  repayment  of 
a  free  gift  from  an  extraordinarily  rich  man  to  a  very  poor  one 
is  not  a  delicate  thing  to  do.  Therefore  this  gentleman  of  the 
backwoods  abstained  from  doing  it. 

“  New  York  City,”  he  continued,  “  is  not  the  village  I  should 
recommend  to  a  man  without  dollars  in  his  pocket.  London, 
where  there  is  an  institootion,  or  a  charity,  or  a  hospital,  or  a 
workhouse,  or  a  hot-soup  boiler  in  every  street,  is  the  city  for 
that  gentleman.  Fiji,  p’r’aps,  for  one  who  has  a  yearning  after 
bananas  and  black  civilisation.  But  not  New  York.  No, 
gentlemen ;  if  you  go  to  New  York,  let  it  be  when  you’ve 
made  your  pile,  and  not  before.  Then  you  will  find  out  that 
there  air  thirty  theatres  in  the  city,  with  lovely  and  accom¬ 
plished  actresses  in  each,  and  you  can  walk  into  Delmonico’s 
as  if  the  place  belonged  to  you.  But  for  men  down  on  their 
luck,  New  York  is  a  cruel  place. 

“  I  left  that  city,  and  I  made  my  way  North.  I  wanted  to 
see  the  old  folks  I  left  behind  long  ago  in  Lexington  ;  I  found 
them  dead,  and  I  was  sorry.  Then  I  went  farther  North. 
P’r’aps  I  was  driven  by  the  yellow  toy  hanging  at  my  back. 
Anyhow,  it  was  only  six  weeks  after  I  left  you  that  I  found 
myself  in  the  city  of  Limerick  on  Lake  Ontario. 

“You  do  not  know  the  city  of  Limerick,  I  dare  say.  It  was 
not  famous,  nor  was  it  pretty.  In  fact,  gentlemen,  it  was  the 
durndest  misbegotten  location  built  around  a  swamp  that 
ever  called  itself  a  city.  There  were  a  few  delooded  farmers 
trying  to  persuade  themselves  that  things  would  look  up ; 
there  were  a  few  down-hearted  settlers  wondering  why  they 
ever  came  there,  and  how  they  would  get  out  again ;  and  there 
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were  a  few  log-liouses  in  a  row  which  called  themselves  a 
street. 

“  I  got  there,  and  I  stayed  there.  Their  carpenter  was  dead, 
and  I  am  a  handy  man ;  so  I  took  his  place.  Then  I  made  a 
few  dollars  doing  chores  around.” 

“  What  are  chores  ?  ” 

“All  sorts.  The  clocks  were  out  of  repair;  the  handles 
were  coming  off  the  pails ;  the  chairs  were  without  legs  ;  the 
pump-handle  crank ;  the  very  hell-rope  in  the  meetin’-house 
was  broken.  You  never  saw  such  a  helpless  lot.  I  did  not 
stay  among  them  because  I  loved  them,  but  because  I  saw 
things.” 

“  Ghosts  ?  ”  asked  Ladds,  still  with  an  eye  to  the  super¬ 
natural. 

“  No,  sir.  That  was  what  they  thought  I  saw  when  I  went 
prowling  around  by  myself  of  an  evening.  They  thought  too 
that  I  was  mad  when  I  began  to  buy  the  land.  You  could 
buy  it  for  nothing ;  a  dollar  an  acre ;  half  a  dollar  an  acre ; 
anything  an  acre.  I’ve  mended  a  cart-wheel  for  a  five-acre 
lot  of  swamp.  They  laughed  at  me.  The  children  used  to 
cry  out  when  I  passed  along,  ‘  There  goes  mad  Beck.’  But  I 
bought  all  I  could,  and  my  only  regret  was  that  I  couldn’t 
buy  up  the  hull  township — clear  off  men,  women,  and  children, 
and  start  fresh.  Some  more  champagne,  Mr.  Dunquerque.” 

“  What  was  the  Golden  Butterfly  doing  all  this  time  ?  ” 
asked  Ladds. 

“  That  faithful  inseck,  sir,  was  hanging  around  my  neck, 
as  when  you  were  first  introduced  to  him.  He  was  whisperin’ 
and  eggin’  me  on,  because  he  was  bound  to  fulfil  the  old 
squaw’s  prophecy.  Without  my  knowing  it,  sir,  that  prodigy 
of  the  world,  who  is  as  alive  as  you  air  at  this  moment,  will 
go  on  whisperin’  till  such  time  as  the  rope’s  played  out  and 
the  smash  comes.  Then  he’ll  be  silent  again.” 

He  spoke  with  a  solemn  earnestness  which  impressed  his 
hearers.  They  looked  at  the  fire-proof  safe  with  a  feeling  that 
at  any  moment  the  metallic  insect  might  open  the  door,  fly 
forth,  and,  after  hovering  round  the  room,  light  at  Mr. 
Beck’s  ear,  and  begin  to  whisper  words  of  counsel.  Did  not 
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Mohammed  have  a  pigeon  ?  and  did  not  Louis  Napoleon  at 
Boulogne  have  an  eagle?  Why  should  not  Mr.  Beck  have 
a  butterfly. 

“  The  citizens  of  Limerick,  gentlemen,  in  that  dismal  part 
of  Canada  where  they  bewail  their  miserable  lives,  air  not  a 
people  who  have  eyes  to  see,  ears  to  hear,  or  brains  to  under¬ 
stand.  I  saw  that  they  were  walking — no,  sleeping — over 
fields  of  incalculable  wealth,  and  they  never  suspected.  They 
smoked  their  pipes  and  ate  their  pork.  But  they  never  saw 
and  they  never  suspected.  Between  whiles  they  praised  the 
Lord  for  sending  them  a  fool  like  me,  something  to  talk  about, 
and  somebody  to  laugh  at.  They  wanted  to  know  what  was 
in  the  little  box  ;  they  sent  children  to  peep  in  at  my  window 
of  an  evening  and  report  what  I  was  doing.  They  reported 
that  I  was  always  doing  the  same  thing ;  always  with  a  map 
of  Limerick  City  and  its  picturesque  and  interestin’  suburbs, 
staking  out  the  ground  and  reckoning  up  my  acres.  That’s 
what  I  did  at  night.  And  in  the  morning  I  looked  about  me 
and  wondered  where  I  should  begin.” 

“  What  did  you  see  when  you  looked  about  ?  ” 

“  I  saw,  sir,  a  barren  bog.  If  it  had  been  a  land  as  fertile  as 
the  land  of  Canaan,  that  would  not  have  made  my  heart  to  bound 
as  it  did  bound  when  I  looked  across  that  swamp  ;  for  I  never 
was  a  tiller  or  a  lover  of  the  soil.  A  barren  bog  it  was.  The 
barrenest,  boggiest  part  of  it  all  was  my  claim ;  when  the  natives 
spoke  of  it  they  called  it  Beck’s  Farm,  and  then  the  poor  critturs 
squirmed  in  their  chairs  and  laughed.  Yes,  they  laughed. 
Beck’s  Farm,  they  said.  It  was  the  only  thing  they  had  to 
laugh  about.  Wall,  up  and  down  the  face  of  that  almighty  bog 
there  ran  creeks,  and  after  rainy  weather  the  water  stood  about 
on  the  morasses.  Plenty  of  water,  but  a  curious  thing,  none 
of  it  fit  to  drink.  No  living  thing  except  man  would  set  his 
lips  to  that  brackish,  bad-smelling  water.  And  that  wasn’t  all ; 
sometimes  a  thick  black  slime  rose  to  the  surface  of  the  marsh 
and  lay  there  an  inch  thick  ;  sometimes  you  came  upon  patches 
of  c  gum-beds,’  as  they  called  them,  where  the  ground  was  like 
tar,  and  smelt  strong.  That  is  what  I  saw  when  I  looked 
around,  sir.  And  to  think  that  those  poor  mean  pork-raisers 
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saw  it  all  the  same  as  I  did  and  never  suspected  !  Only  cursed 
the  gifts  of  the  Lord  when  they  weren’t  laughing  at  Beck’s 
Farm.” 

“  And  you  found — what  ?  Gold  ?  ” 

“  No.  I  found  what  I  expected.  And  that  was  better  than 
gold.  Mind,  I  say  nothing  against  gold.  Gold  has  made  many 

a  pretty  little  fortune  ” - 

“  Little !  ” 

“  Little,  sir.  There’s  no  big  fortunes  made  out  of  gold. 
Though  many  a  pretty  villa-location,  with  a  tidy  flower-garden 
up  and  down  the  States,  is  built  out  of  the  gold-mines.  Dimonds 
again.  One  or  two  men  likes  the  name  of  dimonds ;  but  not 
many.  There’s  the  disadvantage  about  gold  and  dimonds  that 
you  have  to  dig  for  them,  and  to  dig  durned  hard,  and  to  dig  by 
yourself  mostly.  Americans  do  not  love  digging.  Like  the 
young  gentleman  in  the  parable,  they  cannot  dig,  and  to  beg 
they  air  ashamed.  It  is  the  only  occupation  that  they  air 
ashamed  of.  Then  there’s  iron,  and  there’s  coals ;  but  you’ve 
got  to  dig  for  them.  Lord  !  Lord  !  This  great  airth  holds  a 
hundred  things  covered  up  for  them  who  know  how  to  look  and 
do  not  mind  digging.  But,  gentlemen,  the  greatest  gift  the 
airth  has  to  bestow  she  gave  to  me — abundant,  spontaneous, 
etarnal,  without  bottom,  and  free.” 

“  And  that  is  ” - 

a  It  is  Ile.” 

Mr.  Beck  paused  a  moment.  His  face  was  lit  with  a  real  and 
genuine  enthusiasm,  a  pious  appreciation  of  the  choicer  bless¬ 
ings  of  life  ;  those,  namely,  which  enable  a  man  to  sit  down 
and  enjoy  the  proceeds  of  other  mens’  labour.  No  provision 
has  been  made  in  the  prayer-book  of  any  Church  for  the  ex¬ 
pression  of  this  kind  of  thankfulness.  Yet  surely  there  ought 
to  be  somewhere  a  clause  for  the  rich.  No  more  blissful  repose 
can  fall  upon  the  soul  than,  after  long  years  of  labour  and  failure, 
to  sit  down  and  enjoy  the  fruits  of  other  men’s  labour.  A  Form 
of  Thanksgiving  for  publishers,  managers  of  theatres,  owners 
of  coal-mines,  and  such  gentlemen  as  Mr.  Gilead  P.  Beck,  might 
surely  be  introduced  into  our  Ritual  with  advantage.  It  would 
naturally  be  accompanied  by  incense. 
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“  It  is  lie,  sir.” 

He  opened  another  bottle  of  champagne  and  took  a  glass. 

“  He.  Gold  you  have  to  dig,  to  pick,  to  wash.  Gold  means 
rheumatism  and  a  bent  back.  He  flows,  and  you  become  sud¬ 
denly  rich.  You  make  all  the  loafers  around  fill  your  pails  for 
you.  And  then  your  bankers  tell  you  how  many  millions  of 
dollars  you  are  worth.” 

“  Millions !  ”  repeated  Jack.  “  The  word  sounds  very  rich 
and  luxurious.” 

“It  is  so,  sir.  There’s  nothing  like  it  in  the  Old  Country. 
England  is  a  beautiful  place,  and  London  is  a  beautiful  city. 
You’ve  got  many  blessin’s  in  this  beautiful  city.  If  you  haven’t 
got  Joe  Tweed,  you’ve  got  ” - - 

“  Hush  !  ”  said  Jack  ;  “  it’s  libellous  to  give  names.” 

“  And  if  you  haven’t  got  Erie  stock  and  your  whisky-rings, 
you’ve  got  your  foreign  bonds  to  take  your  surplus  cash.  No, 
gentlemen ;  London  is  not,  in  some  respects,  much  behind 
New  York.  But  one  thing  this  country  has  not  got,  and  that 
is — He. 

“It  is  nearly  a  year  since  I  made  up  my  mind  to  begin  my 
well.  I  knew  it  was  there,  because  I’d  been  in  Pennsylvania  and 
learned  the  signs ;  it  was  only  the  question  whether  I  should 
strike  it,  and  where.  The  neighbours  thought  I  was  digging 
for  water,  and  figured  around  with  their  superior  intellecks, 
because  they  were  certain  the  water  would  be  brackish.  Then 
they  got  tired  of  watching,  and  I  worked  on.  Boring  a  well  is 
not  quite  the  sort  of  work  a  man  would  select  for  a  pleasant  and 
variegated  occupation.  I  reckon  it’s  monotonous  ;  but  I  worked 
on.  I  knew  what  was  coming ;  I  thought  o’  that  Indian  squaw, 
and  I  always  had  my  Golden  Butterfly  tied  in  a  box  at  my  back. 
I  bored  and  I  bored.  Day  after  day  I  bored.  In  that  lonely 
miasmatic  bog  I  bored  all  day  and  best  part  of  the  night.  For 
nothing  came,  and  sometimes  qualms  crossed  my  mind  that 
perhaps  there  would  never  be  anything.  But  always  there  was 
the  gummy  mud,  smelling  of  what  I  knew  was  below,  to  lead 
me  on. 

“  It  was  the  ninth  day,  and  noon.  I  had  a  shanty  called  the 
farmhouse,  about  a  hundred  yards  from  my  well.  And  there  I 
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was  taking  my  dinner.  To  you  two  young  English  aristo¬ 
crats  ” - 

“  Ladds’  Cocoa,  the  only  perfect  fragrance.” 

“  Shut  up,  Ladds,”  growled  Jack;  “  don’t  interrupt.” 

“  I  say,  to  you  two  young  aristocrats  a  fanner’s  dinner  in 
that  township  would  not  sound  luxurious.  Mine  consisted, 
on  that  day  and  all  days,  of  cold  boiled  pork  and  bread.” 

“  Ah,  yah !  ”  said  Jack  Dunquerque,  who  had  a  proud 
stomach. 

“  Yes,  sir,  my  own  remark  every  day  when  I  sat  down  to 
that  simple  banquet.  But  when  you  are  hungry  you  must 
eat,  murmur  though  you  will  for  Egyptian  flesh-pots.  Cold 
pork  was  my  dinner,  with  bread.  And  the  water  to  wash  it 
down  with  was  brackish.  In  those  days,  gentlemen,  I  said 
no  grace.  It  didn’t  seem  to  me  that  the  most  straight-walking 
Christian  was  expected  to  be  more  than  tolerably  thankful 
for  cold  pork.  My  gratitude  was  so  moderate  that  it  wasn’t 
worth  offering.” 

“And  while  you  were  eating  the  pork,”  said  Ladds,  “the 
Golden  Butterfly  flew  down  the  shaft  by  himself,  and  struck 
oil  of  his  own  accord.” 

“  No,  sir ;  for  once  you  are  wrong.  That  most  beautiful  crea¬ 
tion  of  Nature  in  her  sweetest  mood — she  must  have  got  up 
with  the  sun  on  a  fine  summer  morning — was  reposing  in  his 
box  round  my  neck  as  usual.  He  did  not  go  down  the  shaft 
at  all.  Nobody  went  down.  But  something  came  up — up 
like  a  fountain,  up  like  the  bubbling  over  of  the  airth’s  eternal 
teapot;  a  black  muddy  jet  of  stuff.  Great  sun!  I  think  I 
see  it  now.” 

He  paused  and  sighed. 

“  It  was  nearly  all  lie,  pure  and  unadulterated,  from  the 
world’s  workshop.  Would  you  believe  it,  gentlemen?  There 
were  not  enough  bar’ls,  not  by  hundreds,  in  the  neighbourhood 
all  round  Limerick  City,  to  catch  that  lie.  It  flowed  in  a  stream 
three  feet  deep  down  the  creek ;  it  was  carried  away  into  the 
lake  and  lost;  it  ran  free  and  uninterrupted  for  three  days  and 
three  nights.  We  saved  what  we  could.  The  neighboxirs 
brought  their  pails,  their  buckets,  their  basins,  their  kettles ; 
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there  was  not  a  utensil  of  any  kind  that  was  not  filled  with 
lie,  from  the  pig’s  trough  to  the  child’s  pap-bowl.  Not  one. 
It  ran  and  it  ran.  When  the  first  flow  subsided  we  calculated 
that  seven  millions  of  bar’ls  had  been  wasted  and  lost.  Seven 
millions  !  I  am  a  Christian  man,  and  grateful  to  the  Butter¬ 
fly,  but  I  sometimes  repine  when  I  think  of  that  wasted  lie. 
Every  bar’l  worth  nine  dollars  at  least,  and  most  likely  ten. 
Sixty-three  millions  of  dollars.  Twelve  millions  of  pounds 
sterling  lost  in  three  days  for  want  of  a  few  coopers.  Did 
you  ever  think,  Mr.  Dunquerque,  what  you  could  do  with 
twelve  millions  sterling  ?  ” 

“I  never  did,”  said  Jack.  “My  imagination  never  got 
beyond  thousands.” 

“  With  twelve  millions  I  might  have  bought  up  the  daily 
press  of  England,  and  made  you  all  republicans  in  a  month. 
I  might  have  made  the  Panama  Canal ;  I  might  have  bought 
Palesteen  and  sent  the  Jews  back ;  I  might  have  given  America 
fifty  ironclads;  I  might  have  put  Don  Carlos  on  the  throne 
of  Spain.  But  it  warn’t  to  be.  Providence  wants  no  rivals, 
meddling  and  messing.  That  was  why  the  lie  ran  away  and 
was  lost  while  I  ate  the  cold  boiled  poi’k.  Perhaps  it’s  an 
interestin’  fact  that  I  never  liked  cold  boiled  pork  before,  and 
I  have  hated  it  ever  since. 

“  The  great  spurt  subsided,  and  we  went  to  work  in  earnest. 
That  well  has  continued  to  yield  five  hundred  bar’ls  daily. 
That  is  four  thousand  five  hundred  dollars  in  my  pocket  every 
four  and  twenty  hours.” 

“  Do  you  mean  that  your  income  is  nine  hundred  pounds 
a  day  ?  ”  asked  J ack. 

“  I  do,  sir.  You  go  your  pile  on  that.  It  is  more,  but  I 
do  not  know  how  much  more.  Perhaps  it’s  twice  as  much. 
There  are  wells  of  mine  sunk  all  over  the  place ;  the  swamp 
is  covered  with  Gilead  P.  Beck’s  derricks.  The  township  of 
Limerick  has  become  the  city  of  Rockoleaville — my  name,  that 
was — and  a  virtuous  and  industrious  population  are  all  engaged 
morning,  noon,  and  night  in  fillin’  my  pails.  There’s  twenty- 
five  bars,  I  believe,  at  this  moment.  There  are  three  meetin’- 
houses  and  two  daily  papers,  and  their  air  fifteen  lawyers.” 
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“  It  seems  better  than  Cocoa  Nibs,”  said  Ladds. 

“  But  the  oil  may  run  dry.” 

“  It  has  run  dry  in  Pennsylvania.  That  is  so,  and  I  do  not 
deny  it.  But  lie  will  not  run  dry  in  Rockoleaville.  I  have 
been  thinking  over  the  geological  problem,  and  I  have  solved 
it,  all  by  myself. 

“  What  is  this  world,  gentlemen  ?  ” 

“  A  round  ball,”  said  Jack,  with  the  promptitude  of  a  Board 
schoolboy  and  the  profundity  of  a  Woolwich  cadet. 

“  Sir,  it  is  like  a  great  orange.  It  has  its  outer  rind,  what 
they  call  the  crust.  Get  through  that  crust  and  what  do  you 
find  ?  ” 

“  More  crust,”  replied  Ladds,  who  was  not  a  competition- 
wallah. 

“Did  you  ever  eat  pumpkin-pie,  sir?”  Mr.  Beck  replied, 
more  Socratico ,  by  asking  another  question.  “  And  if  you  did, 
was  your  pie  all  crust  ?  Inside  that  pie,  sir,  was  pumpkin, 
apple,  and  juice.  So  inside  the  rind  of  the  earth  there  may 
be  all  sorts  of  things :  gold  and  iron,  lava,  dimonds,  coals ; 
but  the  juice,  the  pie-juice,  is  lie.  You  tap  the  rind  and  you 
get  the  lie.  This  lie  will  run,  I  calculate,  for  five  thousand 
and  fifty-two  years,  if  they  don’t  sinfully  waste  it,  at  an  annual 
consumption  of  eighteen  million  bar’ls.  Now  that’s  a  low 
estimate  when  you  consider  the  progress  of  civilisation.  When 
it  is  all  gone,  perhaps  before,  this  poor  old  airth  will  crack  up 
like  an  empty  egg.” 

This  was  an  entirely  new  view  of  geology,  and  it  required 
time  for  Mr.  Beck’s  hearers  to  grasp  the  truth  thus  presented 
to  their  minds.  They  were  silent. 

“  At  Rockoleaville,”  he  went  on,  “  I’ve  got  the  pipe  straight 
into  the  middle  of  the  pie,  and  right  through  the  crust.  There’s 
no  mistake  about  that  main  shaft.  Other  mines  may  give 
out,  but  my  He  will  run  for  ever.” 

“Then  we  may  congratulate  you,”  said  Jack,  “on  the 
possession  of  a  boundless  fortune.” 

“  You  may,  sir.” 

“  And  what  do  you  intend  to  do  ?  ” 

“  For  the  present  I  shall  stay  in  London.  I  like  your 
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groat  city.  Hero  I  get  invited  to  dinner  and  dancin , 
because  I  am  an  American  and  rich.  There  they  won’t  have 
a  man  who  is  not  thoroughbred.  Your  friend  Mrs.  Cassilis 
asks  me  to  her  house — a  first-rater.  A  Hew  York  lady  turns 
up  her  pretty  nose  at  a  man  who’s  struck  lie.  ‘  Shoddy, 
she  says,  and  then  she  takes  no  more  notice.  Shoddy  it 
may  be.  Rough  my  manners  may  be.  But  I  don’t  pretend 
to  anything,  and  the  stamps  air  real.  ’ 

“  We  always  thought  ourselves  exclusive,”  said  Jack. 

“  Did  you,  sir  ?  Wall—”  He  stopped,  as  if  he  had  intended 
to  say  something  unpleasantly  true.  “  I  shall  live  in  London 
for  the  present.  I’ve  got  a  big  income,  and  I  don’t  rightly 
know  what  to  do  with  it.  But  I  shall  find  out  some  time. 

“  That  was  a  lovely  young  thing  with  Mrs.  Cassilis  the 
other  night,”  he  went  on  meditatively.  “  A  young  thing  that 
a  man  can  worship  for  her  beauty  while  she  is  young,  and 
her  goodness  all  her  life.  Hot  like  an  American  gal.  Ours 
are  prettier,  but  they  look  as  if  they  would  blow  away.  And 
their  voices  are  not  so  full.  Miss  Fleming  is  flesh  and  blood. 
Don’t  blush,  Mr.  Dunquerque,  because  it  does  you  credit.” 

Jack  did  blush,  and  they  took  their  departure. 

“  Mr.  Dunquerque,”  whispered  Gilead  P.  Beck  when  Ladds 
was  through  the  door,  “  think  of  what  I  told  you ;  what  is 
mine  is  yours.  Remember  that.  If  I  can  do  anything  for 
you,  let  me  know.  And  come  to  see  me.  It  does  me  good 
to  look  at  your  face.  Come  here  as  often  as  you  can.” 

Jack  laughed  and  escaped. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

“  By  my  modesty, 

The  jewel  in  my  dower,  I  would  not  wish 
Any  companion  in  the  world  but  you. 

TACK  DUHQUERQUE  was  no  more  remarkable  for  shrink- 
ing  modesty  than  any  other  British  youth  of  his  era  ; 
but  he  felt  some  little  qualms  as  he  walked  towards  Blooms¬ 
bury  the  day  after  Mrs.  Cassilis’s  dinner  to  avail  himself  of 
Phillis’s  invitation. 
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Was  it  coquetry,  or  was  it  simplicity? 

She  said  she  would  be  glad  to  see  him  at  luncheon.  Who 
else  would  be  there  ? 

Probably  a  Mrs.  Jagenal — doubtless  the  wife  of  the  heavy 
man  who  brought  Miss  Fleming  to  the  party ;  herself  a  solid 
person  in  black  silk  and  a  big  gold  chain ;  motherly  with  the 
illiterate  Dryad. 

“  Houses  mighty  respectable,”  he  thought,  penetrating  into 
Carnarvon  Square.  “  Large  incomes ;  comfortable  quarters  ; 
admirable  port,  most  likely,  in  most  of  them  ;  claret  certainly 
good,  too — none  of  your  Gladstone  tap ;  sherry  probably 
rather  coarse.  Must  ask  for  Mrs.  Jagenal,  I  suppose.” 

He  did  ask  for  Mrs.  Jagenal,  and  was  informed  by  Jane 
that  there  was  no  such  person,  and  that,  as  she  presently 
explained  with  warmth,  no  such  person  was  desired  by  the 
household.  Jack  Dunquerque  thereupon  asked  for  Mr. 
Jagenal.  The  maid  asked  which  Mr.  Jagenal.  Jack  replied 
in  the  most  irritating  manner  possible — the  Socratic— by 
asking  another  question.  The  fact  that  Socrates  went  about 
perpetually  asking  questions  is  quite  enough  to  account  for 
the  joy  with  which  an  exasperated  mob  witnessed  his  judicial 
murder.  The  Athenians  bore  for  a  good  many  years  with 
his  maddening  questions — as  to  whether  they  meant  this 
way  or  that  way  or  how — and  finally  lost  patience.  Hence 
the  little  bowl  of  drink. 

Quoth  Jack,  “  How  many  are  there  of  them  ?  ” 

Jane  looked  at  the  caller  with  suspicion.  He  seemed  a 
gentleman,  but  appearances  are  deceptive.  Suppose  he  came 
for  what  he  could  pick  up  ?  The  twins’  umbrellas  were  in 
the  hall,  and  their  great-coats.  He  laughed,  and  showed  an 
honest  front;  but  who  can  trust  a  London  stranger?  Jane 
remembered  the  silver  spoons  now  on  the  luncheon- table, 
and  began  to  think  of  shutting  the  door  in  his  face. 

“  You  can’t  be  a  friend  of  the  family,”  she  said,  “  else  you’d 
know  the  three  Mr.  Jagenals  by  name,  and  not  come  here 
showing  your  ignorance  by  asking  for  Mrs.  Jagenal.  Mrs. 
Jagenal  indeed !  Perhaps  you’d  better  call  in  the  evening 
and  see  Mr.  Joseph.” 
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“  I  am  not  a  friend  of  the  family,”  lie  replied  meekly. 
“  I  wish  I  was.  But  Miss  Fleming  expects  me  at  this  hour. 
Will  you  take  in  my  card  r  ” 

He  stepped  into  the  hall,  and  felt  as  if  the  fortress  was 
won.  Phillis  was  waiting  for  him  in  the  dining-room,  where, 
he  observed,  luncheon  was  laid  for  two.  Was  he,  then,  about 
to  be  entei’tained  by  the  young  lady  alone  ? 

If  she  looked  dainty  in  her  white  evening  dress,  she  was 
far  daintier  in  her  half-mourning  grey  frock,  which  fitted  so 
tightly  to  her  slender  figure,  and  was  set  off  by  the  narrow 
black  ribbon  round  her  neck  which  was  her  only  ornament; 
for  she  carried  neither  watch  nor  chain,  and  wore  neither 
ear-rings  nor  finger-rings.  This  heiress  was  as  innocent  of 
jewellery  as  any  little  milliner  girl  of  Bond  Street,  and  far 
more  happy,  because  she  did  not  wish  to  wear  any. 

“  I  thought  you  would  come  about  this  time,”  she  said, 
with  the  kindliest  welcome  in  her  eyes ;  “  and  I  waited  for 
you  here.  Let  us  sit  down  and  take  luncheon.” 

Mr.  Abraham  Dyson  never  had  any  visitors  except  for 
dinner  or  luncheon  ;  so  that  Phillis  naturally  associated  an 
early  call  with  eating. 

“  I  always  have  luncheon  by  myself,”  explained  the  young 
hostess  ;  “  so  that  it  is  delightful  to  have  some  one  who  can 
talk.” 

She  sat  at  the  head  of  the  table,  Jack  taking  his  seat  at 
the  side.  She  looked  fresh,  bright,  and  animated.  The 
sight  of  her  beauty  even  affected  Jack’s  appetite,  although  it 
was  an  excellent  luncheon. 

“  This  is  curried  fowl,”  she  went  on.  “It  was  made  for 
Mr.  Jagenal  s  brothers  ;  but  they  came  down  late,  and  were 
rather  cross.  We  could  not  persuade  them  to  eat  anything 
this  morning.” 

“  Are  they  home  for  the  holidays  ?  ” 

Phillis  burst  out  laughing — such  a  fresh,  bright,  spon¬ 
taneous  laugh.  Jack  laughed  too,  and  then  wondered  why 
he  did  it. 

Home  for  the  holidays !  They  are  always  home,  and  it 
is  always  a  holiday  with  them.” 
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“  Do  you  not  allow  them  to  lunch  with  you  ?  ” 

She  laughed  again. 

“  They  do  not  breakfast  till  ten  or  eleven.” 

Jack  felt  a  little  fogged,  and  waited  for  further  information. 

“  Will  you  take  beer  or  claret  ?  No,  thank  you ;  no  curry 
for  me.  Jane,  Mr.  Dunquerque  will  take  a  glass  of  beer. 
How  beautiful !  ”  she  went  on,  looking  steadily  in  the  young 
man’s  face,  to  his  confusion — “  how  beautiful  it  must  be  to 
meet  a  man  whose  life  you  have  saved  !  I  should  like — once 
— just  once — to  do  a  single  great  action,  and  dream  of  it  ever 
after.” 

“  But  mine  was  not  a  great  action.  I  shot  a  bear  which 
was  following  Mr.  Beck  and  meant  mischief ;  that  is  all.” 

“  But  you  might  have  missed,”  said  Phillis,  with  justice. 
“  And  then  Mr.  Beck  would  have  been  killed.” 

Might  have  missed !  How  many  V.C.’s  we  should  have 
but  for  that  simple  possibility  !  Might  have  missed  !  And 
then  Gilead  Beck  would  have  been  clawed,  and  the  Golden 
Butterfly  destroyed,  and  this  history  never  have  reached  be¬ 
yond  its  first  chapter.  Above  all,  Phillis  might  never  have 
known  Jack  Dunquerque. 

“  And  you  are  always  alone  in  this  great  house  ?  ”  he  asked, 
to  change  the  subject. 

“  Only  in  the  day-time.  Mr.  Joseph  and  I  breakfast  at 
eight.  Then  I  walk  with  him  as  far  as  his  office  in  Lincoln’s- 
Inn-Fields,  now  that  I  know  the  way.  At  first  he  used  to 
send  one  of  his  clerks  back  with  me,  for  fear  of  my  being  lost. 
But  I  felt  sorry  for  the  poor  young  man  having  to  walk  all 
the  way  with  a  girl  like  me,  and  so  I  told  him,  after  the 
second  day,  that  I  was  sure  he  longed  to  be  at  his  writing, 
and  I  would  go  home  by  myself.” 

“No  doubt,”  said  Jack,  “he  was  rejoiced  to  go  back  to  his 
pleasant  and  exciting  work.  All  lawyers’  clerks  are  so  well 
paid,  and  so  happy  in  their  occupation,  that  they  prefer  it 
even  to  walking  with  a — a — a  Dryad.” 

Phillis  was  dimly  conscious  that  there  was  more  in  these 
words  than  a  literal  statement.  She  was  as  yet  unacquainted 
with  the  figures  of  speech  which  consist  of  saying  one  thing 
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and  meaning  another,  and  she  made  a  mental  note  of  the  fact 
that  lawyers’  clerks  are  a  happy  and  contented  race.  It  adds 
something  to  one’s  happiness  to  know  that  others  are  also 
happy. 

“  And  the  boys — Mr.  Jagenal’s  brothers  ?  ” 

“  They  are  always  asleep  from  two  to  six.  Then  they  come 
down  to  dinner,  and  talk  of  the  work  they  have  done.  Don’t 
you  know  them  ?  Oh,  they  are  not  boys  at  all !  One  is 
Cornelius.  He  is  a  great  poet.  He  is  writing  a  long  epic 
poem  called  the  Upheaving  of  JElfred.  Humphrey,  his 
brother,  says  it  will  be  the  greatest  work  of  this  century.  But 
I  do  not  think  very  much  is  done.  Humphrey  is  a  great 
artist,  you  know.  He  is  engaged  on  a  splendid  picture — at 
least  it  will  be  splendid  when  it  is  finished.  At  present 
nothing  is  on  the  canvas.  He  says  he  is  studying  the 
groups.  Cornelius  says  it  will  be  the  finest  artistic  achieve¬ 
ment  of  the  age.  Will  you  have  some  more  beer  ?  Jane, 
give  Mr.  Dunquerque  a  glass  of  sherry.  And  now  let  us  go 
into  the  drawing-room,  and  you  shall  tell  me  all  about  my 
guardian,  Lawrence  Colquhoun.” 

In  the  hall  a  thought  struck  the  girl. 

“  Come  with  me,”  she  said ;  “  I  will  introduce  you  to  the 
Poet  and  the  Painter.  You  shall  see  them  at  work.” 

Her  eyes  danced  with  delight  as  she  ran  up  the  stairs, 
turning  to  see  if  her  guest  followed.  She  stopped  at  a  door, 
the  handle  of  which  she  turned  with  great  care.  Jack 
mounted  the  stairs  after  her. 

It  was  a  large  and  well-furnished  room.  Rows  of  books 
stood  in  order  on  the  shelves.  A  bright  fire  burned  on  the 
hearth.  A  portfolio  was  on  the  table,  with  a  clean  inkstand 
and  an  unsullied  blotting-pad.  By  the  fire  sat,  in  a  deep 
and  very  comfortable  easy-chair,  the  poet,  sound  asleep. 

“  There  !  she  whispered.  “  In  the  portfolio  is  the  great 
poem.  Look  at  it.” 

“  We  ought  not  to  look  at  manuscripts,  ought  we  ?  ” 

Not  if  there  is  anything  written.  But  there  isn’t.  Of 
course,  I  may  always  turn  over  any  pages,  because  I  cannot 
read.” 
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She  turned  them  over.  Nothing  but  blank  sheets,  white 
in  virgin  purity. 

Cornelius  sat  with  his  head  a  little  forward,  breathing 
rather  noisily. 

“  Isn’t  it  hard  work  ?  ”  laughed  the  girl.  “  Poor  fellow, 
isn’t  it  exhaustive  work  ?  Let  me  introduce  you.  Mr. 
Cornelius  Jagenal,  Mr.  Ronald  Dunquerque.”  Jack  bowed 
to  the  sleeping  bard.  “Now  you  know  each  other.  That  is 
what  Mr.  Dyson  used  always  to  say.  Hush  !  we  might  wake 
him  up  and  interrupt — the  Work.  Come  away,  and  I  will 
show  you  the  Artist.” 

Another  room  equally  well  furnished,  but  in  a  different 
manner.  There  were  “  properties  :  ”  drinking-glasses  of  a 
deep  ruby  red,  luminous  and  splendid,  standing  on  the 
shelves ;  flasks  of  a  dull  rich  green ;  a  model  in  armour ;  a 
lay  figure,  with  a  shawl  thrown  over  the  head  and  looped  up 
under  the  arm ;  a  few  swords  hanging  upon  the  walls ; 
curtains  that  caught  the  light  and  spread  it  over  the  room  in 
softened  colouring ;  and  by  the  fire  a  couch,  on  which  lay, 
sleeping,  Humphrey  with  the  wealth  of  silky  beard. 

There  was  an  easel,  and  on  it  a  canvas.  This  was  as  blank 
as  Cornelius’s  sheets  of  paper. 

“Permit  me  again,”  said  the  girl.  “Mr.  Humphrey  Jagenal, 
Mr.  Ronald  Dunquerque.  Now  you  know  each  other.” 

Jack  bowed  low  to  the  genius. 

Phillis,  her  eyes  afloat  with  fun,  beckoned  the  young  man 
to  the  table.  Pencil  and  paper  lay  there.  She  sat  down  and 
drew  the  sleeping  painter  in  a  dozen  swift  strokes.  Then  she 
looked  up,  laughing : 

“  Is  that  like  him  ?  ” 

Jack  could  hardly  repress  a  cry  of  admiration. 

“  I  am  glad  you  think  it  good.  Please  write  underneath, 
‘The  Artist  at  work.’  Thank  you.  Is  that  it?  We  will 
now  pin  it  on  the  canvas.  Think  what  he  will  say  when  he 
wakes  up  and  sees  it.” 

They  stole  out  again  as  softly  as  a  pair  of  burglars. 

“  Now  you  have  seen  the  Twins.  They  are  really  very  nice, 
but  they  drink  too  much  wine,  and  sit  up  late.  In  the  morn- 
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ing  they  are  sometimes  troublesome,  when  they  won’t  take 
their  breakfast ;  but  in  the  evening,  after  dinner,  they  are 
quite  tractable.  And  you  see  how  they  spend  their  day.” 

“  Do  they  never  do  any  work  at  all  ?  ” 

“  I  will  tell  you  what  I  think,”  she  replied  gravely.  “Mr. 
Dyson  used  to  tell  me  of  men  who  are  so  vain  that  they  are 
ashamed  to  give  the  world  anything  but  what  they  know  to 
be  the  best.  And  the  best  only  comes  by  successive  effort. 
So  they  wait  and  wait,  till  the  time  goes  by,  and  they  cannot 
even  produce  second-rate  work.  I  think  the  Twins  belong 
to  that  class  of  people.” 

By  this  time  they  were  in  the  drawing-room. 

“  And  now,”  said  Phillis,  “  you  are  going  to  tell  me  all 
about  my  guardian.” 

“  Tell  me  something  more  about  yourself  first,”  said  Jack, 
not  cari ng  to  bring  Mr.  Lawrence  Colquhoun  into  the  conver¬ 
sation  just  yet.  “You  said  last  night  that  you  would  show 
me  your  drawings.” 

“  They  are  only  pencil  and  pen-and-ink  sketches.”  Phillis 
put  a  small  portfolio  on  the  table  and  opened  it.  “  This  morn¬ 
ing  Mr.  Joseph  took  me  to  see  an  eshibition  of  paintings. 
Most  of  the  artists  in  that  exhibition  cannot  draw,  but  some 
can — and  then — Oh  !  ” 

“  They  cannot  draw  better  than  you,  Miss  Fleming,  I  am 
quite  sure.” 

She  shook  her  head  as  Jack  spoke,  turning  over  the  sketches. 

“  It  seems  so  strange  to  be  called  Miss  Fleming.  Every¬ 
body  used  to  call  me  Phillis.” 

“Was— was  everybody  young?”  Jack  asked,  with  an  im¬ 
pertinence  beyond  his  years. 

“  No ;  everybody  was  old.  I  suppose  young  people  always 
call  each  other  by  their  Christian  names.  Yours  seems  to  be 
rather  stiff.  Ronald,  Bonald— I  am  afraid  I  do  not  like  it 
very  much.” 

“  My  brothers  and  sisters,  uncles  and  aunts,  cousins  and 
kinsfolk— the  people  who  pay  my  debts  and  therefore  love 
me  most — call  me  Ronald.  But  everybody  else  calls 
Jack.” 
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“Jack  !  ”  she  murmured.  “  What  a  pretty  name  Jack  is  ! 
May  I  call  you  Jack  ?  ” 

“  If  you  only  would  !  ”  he  cried,  with  a  quick  flushing  of 
his  cheek.  “  If  you  only  would  !  Not  when  other  people  are 
present,  but  all  to  ourselves,  when  we  are  together  like  this. 
That  is,  if  you  do  not  mind.” 

Could  the  Serpent,  when  he  cajoled  Eve,  have  begun  in  a 
more  subtle  and  artful  manner?  One  is  ashamed  for  Jack 
Dunquerque. 

“  I  shall  always  call  you  Jack,  then,  unless  when  people 
like  Mrs.  Cassilis  are  present.” 

“  And  what  am  I  to  call  you  ?  ” 

“My  name  is  Phillis,  you  know.”  But  she  knew,  because 
her  French  maid  had  told  her,  that  some  girls  have  names  of 
endearment,  and  she  hesitated  a  little,  in  hope  that  Jack  would 
find  one  for  her. 

He  did.  She  looked  him  so  frankly  and  freely  in  the  face 
that  he  took  courage,  and  said  with  a  bold  heart : 

“  Phillis  is  a  very  sweet  name.  You  know  the  song,  ‘  Phillis 
is  my  only  joy  ?  ’  I  ought  to  call  you  Miranda,  the  Princess 
of  the  Enchanted  Island.  But  it  would  be  prettier  to  call  you 
Phil.” 

“  Phil !  ”  Her  lips  parted  in  a  smile  of  themselves  as  she 
shaped  the  name.  It  is  a  name  which  admits  of  expression. 
You  may  lengthen  it  out  if  you  like ;  you  may  shorten  it  if 
you  like.  “  Phil  !  That  is  very  pretty.  No  one  ever  called 
me  Phil  before.” 

“  And  we  will  be  great  friends,  shall  we  not  ?  ” 

“  Yes,  great  friends.  I  have  never  had  a  friend  at  all.” 

“Let  us  shake  hands  over  our  promise.  Phil,  say,  ‘Jack 
Dunquerque,  I  will  try  to  like  you,  and  I  will  be  your  friend.’  ” 

“  Jack  Dunquerque,”  she  placed  her  hands,  both  of  them, 
in  his,  and  began  to  repeat,  looking  in  his  face  quite  earnestly 
and  solemnly,  “  I  will  try — that  is  nonsense,  because  I  do  like 
you  very  much  already ;  and  1  will  always  be  your  friend,  if 
you  will  be  mine  and  will  let  me.” 

Then  he,  with  a  voice  that  shook  a  little,  because  he  knew 
that  this  was  very  irregular  and  even  wrong,  but  that  the  girl 
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was  altogether  lovable,  and  a  maiden  to  be  desired,  and  a  queen 
among  girls,  and  too  beautiful  to  be  resisted,  said  his  say : 

“  Phil,  I  think  you  are  the  most  charming  girl  I  have  ever 
seen  in  all  my  life.  Let  me  be  your  friend  always,  Phil.  Let 
me” — here  he  stopped,  with  a  guilty  tremor  in  his  voice — “  I 
p0pe — I  hope — that  you  will  always  go  on  liking  me  more  and 
more.” 

He  held  both  her  pretty  shapely  hands  in  his  own.  She  was 
standing  a  little  back,  with  her  face  turned  up  to  his,  and  a 
bright  fearless  smile  upon  her  lips  and  in  her  eyes.  Oh,  the 
eyes  that  smile  before  the  lips ! 

“  Some  people  seal  a  bargain,”  he  went  on,  hesitating  and 
stammering,  “  after  the  manner  of  the — the— early  Christians 
—with  a  kiss.  Shall  we,  Phil  ?  ” 

Before  she  caught  the  meaning  of  his  words  he  stooped  and 
drew  her  gently  towards  him.  Then  suddenly  he  released  her. 
For  all  in  a  moment  the  woman  within  her,  unknown  till  that 
instant,  was  roused  into  life,  and  she  shrank  back — without 
the  kiss. 

Jack  hung  his  head  in  silence.  Phil,  in  silence  too,  stood 
opposite  him,  her  eyes  upon  the  ground. 

She  looked  up  stealthily  and  trembled. 

Jack  Dunquerque  was  troubled  as  he  met  her  look. 

“  Forgive  me,  Phil,”  he  said  humbly.  “  It  was  wrong — I 
ought  not.  Only  forgive  me,  and  tell  me  we  shall  be  friends 
all  the  same.” 

“  Yes,”  she  replied,  not  quite  knowing  what  she  said ;  “  I 
forgive  you.  But,  Jack,  please  don’t  do  it  again.” 

Then  he  returned  to  the  drawings,  sitting  at  the  table, 
while  she  stood  over  him  and  told  him  what  they  were. 

There  was  no  diffidence  or  mock- modesty  at  all  about  her. 
The  drawings  were  her  life,  and  represented  her  inmost 
thoughts.  She  had  never  shown  them  all  together  to  a 
single  person,  and  now  she  was  laying  them  all  open  before 
the  young  man  whom  yesterday  she  had  met  for  the  first  time. 

It  seemed  to  him  as  if  she  were  baring  her  very  soul  for 
him  to  read. 

I  like  to  do  them,”  she  said,  “  because  then  I  can  recall 
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everything  that  I  have  done  or  seen.  Look !  Here  is  the 
dear  old  house  at  Highgate,  where  I  stayed  for  thirteen  years 
without  once  going  beyond  its  walls.  Ah,  how  long  ago  it 
seems,  and  yet  it  is  only  a  week  since  I  came  away !  And 
everything  is  so  different  to  me  now.” 

“You  were  happy  there,  Phil  ?  ” 

“  Yes ;  but  not  so  happy  as  I  am  now.  I  did  not  know 
you  then,  Jack.” 

He  beat  down  the  temptation  to  take  her  in  his  arms  and 
kiss  her  a  thousand  times.  He  tried  to  sit  calmly  critical 
over  the  drawings.  But  his  hand  shook. 

“  Tell  me  about  it  all,”  he  said  softly. 

“  These  are  the  sketches  of  my  Highgate  life.  Stay ;  this 
one  does  not  belong  to  this  set.  It  is  a  likeness  of  you,  which 
I  drew  last  night  when  I  came  home.” 

“  Did  you  really  draw  one  of  me  ?  Let  me  have  it.  Do 
let  me  have  it.” 

“  It  was  meant  for  your  face.  But  I  could  do  a  better  one 
now.  See,  this  is  Mr.  Beck,  the  American  gentleman  ;  and 
this  is  Captain  Ladds.  This  is  Mr.  Cassilis.” 

They  were  the  roughest  unfinished  things,  but  she  had 
seized  the  likeness  in  every  one. 

Jack  kept  his  own  portrait  in  his  hand. 

“  Let  me  keep  it.” 

“  Please,  no  ;  I  want  that  one  for  myself.” 

Once  more,  and  for  the  last  time  in  his  life,  a  little  distrust 
crossed  Jack  Dunquerque’s  mind.  Could  this  girl,  after  all, 
be  only  the  most  accomplished  of  all  coquettes  ?  He  looked 
up  at  her  face  as  she  stood  beside  him,  and  then  abused  him¬ 
self  for  treachery  to  love. 

“  It  is  like  me,”  he  said,  looking  at  the  pencil  portrait ; 
“  but  you  have  made  me  too  handsome.” 

She  shook  her  head. 

“  You  are  very  handsome,  I  think,”  she  said  gravely. 

He  was  not,  strictly  speaking,  handsome  at  all.  He  was 
rather  an  ugly  youth,  having  no  regularity  of  features.  And 
it  was  a  difficult  face  to  draw,  because  he  wore  no  beard — 
nothing  but  a  light  moustache. to  help  it  out. 
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“  Phil,  if  you  begin  to  flatter  me  you  will  spoil  me ;  and  I 
shall  not  be  half  so  good  a  friend  when  I  am  spoiled.  Won’t 
you  give  this  to  me  ?  ” 

“  No ;  I  keep  my  portfolio  all  to  myself.  But  I  will  draw  a 
better  one,  if  you  like,  of  you,  and  finish  it  up  properly,  like 
this.” 

She  showed  him  a  pencil-drawing  of  a  face  which  Rembrandt 
himself  would  have  loved  to  paint.  It  was  the  face  of  an  old 
man,  wrinkled  and  crows-footed. 

u  That  is  my  guardian,  Mr.  Dyson.  I  will  draw  you  in  the 
same  style.  Poor  dear  guardian  !  I  think  he  was  very  fond 
of  me.” 

Another  thought  struck  the  young  man. 

“  Phil,  will  you  instead  make  me  a  drawing — of  your  own 
face  ?  ” 

“  But  can  you  not  do  it  for  yourself?  ” 

“I?  Phil,  I  could  not  even  draw  a  haystack.” 

“  What  a  misfortune !  It  seems  worse  than  not  being 
able  to  read.” 

“  Draw  me  a  picture  of  yourself,  Phil.” 

She  considered. 

“  Nobody  ever  asked  me  to  do  that  yet.  And  I  never  drew 
my  own  face.  It  would  be  nice,  too,  to  think  that  you  had  a 
likeness  of  me,  particularly  as  you  cannot  draw  yourself. 
Jack,  would  you  mind  if  it  were  not  much  like  me  ?” 

“  I  should  prefer  it  like  you.  Please  try.  Give  me  yourself 
as  you  are  now.  Do  not  be  afraid  of  making  it  too  pretty.” 

“  I  will  try  to  make  it  like.  Here  is  Mrs.  Cassilis.  She 
did  not  think  it  was  very  good.” 

“  Phil,  you  are  a  genius.  Do  you  know  that  ?  I  hold  you 
to  your  promise.  You  will  draw  a  portrait  of  yourself,  and  I 
will  frame  it  and  hang  it  up — no,  I  won’t  do  that ;  I  will 
keep  it  myself,  and  look  at  it  when  no  one  is  with  me.” 

“  That  seems  very  pleasant,”  said  Phil,  reflecting.  “  I  should 
like  to  think  that  you  are  looking  at  me  sometimes.  Jack, 
I  only  met  you  yesterday,  and  we  are  old  friends  already.” 

Yes  ,  quite  old  familiar  friends,  are  we  not  ?  Now  tell 
me  all  about  yourself.” 
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She  obeyed.  It  was  remarkable  how  readily  she  obeyed 
the  orders  of  this  new  friend,  and  told  him  all  about  her  life 
with  Mr.  Dyson — the  garden  and  paddock,  out  of  which  she 
never  went,  even  to  church ;  the  pony,  the  quiet  house,  and 
the  quiet  life  with  the  old  man  who  taught  her  by  talking  : 
her  drawing  and  her  music  ;  and  her  simple  wonder  what  life 
was  like  outside  the  gates. 

“  Did  you  never  go  to  church,  Phil  ?  ” 

“No;  we  had  prayers  at  home;  and  on  Sunday  evenings 
I  sang  hymns.” 

Clearly  her  religious  education  had  been  grossly  neglected. 
“  Never  heard  of  a  Ritualist,”  thought  Jack,  with  a  feeling  of 
gladness.  “  Doesn’t  know  anything  about  vestments  ;  isn’t 
learned  in  school-feasts  ;  and  never  attended  a  tea-meeting. 
This  girl  is  a  Phoenix.”  Why — why  was  he  a  Younger  Son  ? 

“And  is  Air.  Cassilis  a  relation  of  yours?” 

“  No ;  Mr.  Cassilis  is  Air.  Dyson’s  nephew.  All  Mr.  Dyson’s 
fortune  is  left  to  found  an  institution  for  educating  girls  as  I 
was  educated  — — 

“  Without  reading  or  writing  ?  ” 

“  I  suppose  so.  Only,  you  see,  it  is  most  unfortunate  that 
my  own  education  is  incomplete,  and  they  cannot  carry  out 
the  testator’s  wishes,  Mr.  Jagenal  tells  me,  because  they  have 
not  been  able  to  find  the  concluding  chapters  of  his  book.  Mr. 
Dyson  wrote  a  book  on  it,  and  the  last  chapter  was  called  the 
‘  Coping-stone.’  I  do  not  know  what  they  will  do  about  it. 
Air.  Cassilis  wants  to  have  the  money  divided  among  the  rela¬ 
tions,  I  know.  Isn’t  it  odd  ?  And  he  has  so  much  already.” 

“  And  I  have  got  none.” 

“  0  Jack  !  take  some  of  mine— -do  !  I  know  I  have  such  a 
lot  somewhere  ;  and  I  never  spend  anything.” 

“  You  are  very  good,  Phil ;  but  that  will  hardly  be  right. 
But  do  you  know  it  is  five  o’clock?  We  have  been  talking 
for  three  hours.  I  must  go — alas,  I  must  go !  ” 

“  And  you  have  told  me  nothing  at  all  yet  about  Mr.  Col- 
quhoun.” 

“  When  I  see  you  next  I  will  tell  you  what  I  know  of  him. 
Good-bye,  Phil.” 
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“•Jack,  come  and  see  me  again  soon." 

“  When  may  I  come  ?  Not  to-morrow — that  would  be  too 
soon.  The  day  after.  Phil,  make  me  the  likeness,  and  send 
it  to  me  by  post.  I  forgot ;  you  cannot  write.” 

He  wrote  his  address  on  a  sheet  of  foolscap. 

“  Fold  it  in  that,  with  this  address  outside,  and  post  it  to 
me.  Come  again,  Phil  ?  I  should  like  to  come  every  day, 
and  stay  all  day.”  He  pressed  her  hand  and  was  gone. 

Phillis  remained  standing  where  he  left  her.  What  had 
happened  to  her  ?  Why  did  she  feel  so  oppressed  ?  Why 
did  the  tears  crowd  her  eyes  ?  Five  o’clock.  It  wanted  an 
hour  of  dinner,  when  she  would  have  to  talk  to  the  Twin 
brethren.  She  gathered  up  her  drawings  and  retreated  to 
her  own  room.  As  she  passed  Humphrey’s  door,  she  heard 
him  saying  to  Jane  : 

“The  tea,  Jane?  Have  I  really  been  asleep?  A  most 
extraordinary  thing  for  me.” 

“  Now  he  will  see  the  drawing  of  the  ‘  Artist  at  Work,’  ” 
thought  Phillis.  But  she  did  not  laugh  at  the  idea,  as  she 
had  done  when  she  perpetrated  the  joke.  She  had  suddenly 
grown  graver. 

She  began  her  own  likeness  at  once.  But  she  could  not 
satisfy  herself.  She  tore  up  half  a  dozen  beginnings.  Then 
she  changed  her  mind.  She  drew  a  little  group  of  two.  One 
was  a  young  man,  tall,  shapely,  gallant,  with  a  queer  attrac¬ 
tive  face,  who  held  the  hands  of  a  girl  in  his,  and  was  bending 
over  her.  Somehow  a  look  of  love,  a  strange  and  new  ex¬ 
pression,  which  she  had  never  seen  before  in  human  eyes,  lay 
in  his.  She  blushed  while  she  drew  her  own  face  looking  up 
in  that  other,  and  yet  she  drew  it  faithfully,  and  was  only 
hall  conscious  how  sweet  a  face  she  drew  and  how  like  it  was 
to  her  own.  Nor  could  she  understand  why  she  felt  ashamed. 

“  Come  again  soon,  Jack.” 

.  The  words  rang  /n  tlie  young  man’s  ears,  but  they  rang 
like  bells  of  accusation  and  reproach.  This  girl,  so  sweet,  so 
fresh,  so  unconventional,  what  would  she  think  when  she 
learned,  as  she  must  learn  some  day,  how  great  was  his  sin 
against  her  ?  And  what  would  Lawrence  Colquhoun  say?  And 
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what  would  the  lawyer  say  ?  And  what  would  the  world 
say  ? 

The  worst  was  that  his  repentance  would  not  take  the 
proper  course.  He  did  not  repent  of  taking  her  hands — he 
trembled  and  thrilled  when  he  thought  of  it — he  only  repented 
of  the  swiftness  with  which  the  thing  was  done,  and  was  afraid 
of  the  consequences. 

“And  I  am  only  a  Younger  Son,  Tommy” — he  made  his  plaint 
to  Ladds,  who  received  a  full  confession  of  the  whole — “only  a 
Younger  Son,  with  four  hundred  a  year.  And  she’s  got  fifty 
thousand.  They  will  say  I  wanted  her  money.  I  wish  she  had 
none.  I  wish  she  had  nothing  but  the  sweet  grey  dress  ” - 

“Jack,  don’t  blaspheme.  Goodness  sometimes  palls ;  beauty 
always  fades ;  grey  dresses  certainly  wear  out ;  figures  alter 
for  the  worse ;  the  funds  remain.  I  am  always  thankful  for 
the  thought  which  inspired  Ladds’  Perfect  Cocoa.  The  only 
true  Fragrance.  Aroma  and  Nutrition.” 

Humphrey  did  not  discover  the  little  sketch  before  dinner, 
so  that  his  conversation  was  as  animated  and  as  artistic  as 
usual.  At  two  o’clock  in  the  morning  he  discovered  it.  And 
at  three  o’clock  the  Twins,  after  discussing  the  picture  with 
its  scoffing  legend  in  all  its  bearings,  went  to  bed  sorrowful. 

CHAPTER  X. 

“  I  have  in  these  rough  words  shaped  out  a  man 
Whom  this  beneath  world  doth  embrace  and  hug 
With  amplest  entertainment.” 

MR.  GABRIEL  CASSILIS,  who,  like  Julius  Cassar  and 
other  illustrious  men,  was  always  spoken  of  by  both 
his  names,  stepped  from  his  carriage  at  the  door  of  the  Lang- 
ham  Hotel  and  slowly  walked  up  the  stairs  to  Mr.  Beck’s 
room.  He  looked  older,  longer,  and  thinner  in  the  morning 
than  in  the  evening.  He  carried  his  hands  behind  him  and 
bore  a  look  of  pre-occupation  and  care.  The  man  of  unlimited 
credit  was  waiting  for  him,  and,  with  his  first  cigar,  pacing 
the  room  with  his  hands  in  his  pockets. 

“I  got  your  letter,”  said  Mr.  Cassilis,  “and  telegraphed  to 
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you  because  I  was  anxious  not  to  miss  you.  My  time  is 
valuable — not  so  valuable  as  yours,  but  still  worth  something.” 

He  spread  his  hands  palm  downwards,  and  at  right  angles 
to  the  perpendicular  line  of  his  body,  had  that  been  erect. 
But  it  was  curved,  like  the  figure  of  the  man  with  the  forelock. 

“  Still  worth  something,”  he  repeated.  “  But  I  am  here, 
Mr.  Beck,  and  ready  to  be  of  any  service  that  I  can.” 

“  My  time  is  worth  nothing,”  said  the  American,  “because 
my  work  is  done  for  me.  When  I  was  paid  by  the  hour,  it 
was  worth  the  hour’s  pay.” 

“  But  now,”  Mr.  Oassilis  interposed,  “  it  is  worth  at  the 
rate  of  your  yearly  income.  And  I  observe  that  you  have 
unlimited  credit — un-lim-it-ed  credit.  That  is  what  we 
should  hardly  give  to  a  Rothschild.” 

He  wanted  to  know  what  unlimited  credit  really  meant. 
It  was  a  thing  hitherto  beyond  his  experience. 

“  It  is  my  Luck,”  said  Mr.  Beck.  “  lie,  as  everybody 
knows,  is  not  to  be  approached.  You  may  grub  for  money 
like  a  Chinee,  and  you  may  scheme  for  it  like  a  Boss  in  a 
whisky-ring.  But  for  a  steady  certain  flow  there  is  nothing 
like  lie.  And  I,  sir,  have  struck  lie  as  it  never  was  struck 
before,  because  my  well  goes  down  to  the  almighty  reservoir 
of  this  great  world.” 

“  I  congratulate  you,  Mr.  Beck.” 

“  And  I  have  ventured,  sir,  on  the  strength  of  that  intro* 
ductory  letter,  to  ask  you  for  advice.  £  Mr.  Cassilis,’  I  was 
told,  1  has  the  biggest  head  in  all  London  for  knowledge  of 
money.’  And,  as  I  am  going  to  be  the  biggest  man  in  all 
the  States  for  income,  I  come  to  you.” 

“  I  am  not  a  professional  adviser,  Mr.  Beck.  What  I  coirld 
do  for  you  would  not  be  a  matter  of  business.  It  is  true  that, 
as  a  friend  only,  I  might  advise  you  as  to  investments.  I 
could  show  you  where  to  place  money  and  how  to  use  it.” 

“  Sir,  you  double  the  obligation.  In  America  we  do  nothing 
without  an  equivalent.  Here  men  seem  to  work  as  hard 
without  being-  paid  as  those  who  get  wages.  WLy,  sir,  I 
hear  that  young  barristers  do  the  work  of  others  and  get 
nothing  for  it ;  doctors  work  for  nothing  in  hospitals ;  and 
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authors  write  for  publishers  aud  get  nothing  from  them. 
This  is  a  wonderful  country.” 

Mr.  Cassilis,  at  any  rate,  had  never  worked  for  nothing. 
Nor  did  he  propose  to  begin  now.  But  he  did  not  say  so. 

He  sat  nursing  his  leg,  looking  up  at  the  tall  American 
who  stood  over  him.  They  were  two  remarkable  faces,  that 
thus  looked  into  each  other.  The  American’s  was  grave  and 
even  stern.  But  his  eyes  were  soft.  The  Englishman’s  was 
grave  also.  But  his  eyes  were  hard.  They  were  not  stealthy, 
as  of  one  contemplating  a  fraud,  but  they  were  curious  and 
watchful,  as  of  one  who  is  about  to  strike  and  is  looking  for 
the  fittest  place — that  is,  the  weakest. 

“  Will  you  take  a  drink,  Mr.  Cassilis  ?  ” 

“  A — a — a  drink  ?  ”  The  invitation  took  him  aback  alto¬ 
gether,  and  disturbed  the  current  of  his  thoughts.  “  Thank 
you,  thank  you.  Nothing.” 

“  In  the  silver-mines  I’ve  seen  a  man  threatened  with  a 
bowie  for  refusing  a  drink.  And  I’ve  known  temperate  men 
anxious  for  peace  take  drinks,  when  they  were  offered,  till 
their  back  teeth  were  under  whisky.  But  I  know  your 
English  custom,  Mr.  Cassilis.  When  you  don’t  feel  thirsty 
you  say  so.  Now  let  us  go  on,  sir.” 

“  Our  New  York  friend  tells  me,  Mr.  Beck,  that  you  would 
find  it  difficult  to  spend  your  income.” 

Mr.  Beck  brightened.  He  sat  down  and  assumed  a  con¬ 
fidential  manner. 

“  That’s  the  hitch.  That’s  what  I  am  here  for.  In  America 
you  may  chuck  a  handsome  pile  on  yourself.  But  when  you 
get  out  of  yourself,  unless  you  were  to  buy  a  park  for  the 
people  in  the  centre  of  New  York  City,  I  guess  you  would 
find  it  difficult  to  get  rid  of  your  money.” 

“  It  depends  mainly  on  the  amount  of  that  money.” 

“We’ll  come  to  figures,  sir,  and  you  shall  judge  as  my 
friendly  adviser.  My  bar’ls  bring  me  in,  out  of  my  first 
well,  2500  dollars,  and  that’s  ^500  a  day,  without  counting 
Sundays.  And  there’s  a  dozen  wells  of  mine  around,  not  so 
good,  that  are  worth  between  them  another  £  800  a  day.” 

Mr.  Cassilis  gasped. 
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£‘  Do  you  mean,  Mr.  Beck,  do  you  actually  mean  that  you 
are  drawing’  a  profit,  a  clear  profit,  of  more  than  £  1 300  a 
day  from  your  rock-oil  shafts  ?  ” 

“That  is  it,  sir — that  is  the  lowest  figure.  Say  £  1500 
a  day.” 

“  And  how  long  has  this  been  going  on  ?  ” 

“  Close  upon  ten  months.” 

Mr.  Cassilis  produced  a  pencil  and  made  a  little  calculation. 

“  Then  you  are  worth  at  this  moment,  allowing  for  Sundays, 
at  least  a  quarter  of  a  million  sterling.” 

“Wal,  I  think  it  is  near  that  figure.  We  can  telegraph 
to  New  York,  if  you  like,  to  find  out.  I  don’t  quite  know 
within  a  hundred  thousand.” 

“And  a  yearly  income  of  ,£500,000,  Mr.  Beck!  ”  said  Mr. 
Cassilis,  rising  solemnly.  “  Let  me — allow  me  to  shake 
hands  with  you  again.  I  had  no  idea,  not  the  slightest  idea, 
in  asking  you  to  my  house  the  other  day,  that  I  was  enter¬ 
taining  a  man  of  so  much  weight  and  such  enormous  power.” 

He  shook  hands  with  a  mixture  of  deference  and  friend¬ 
ship.  Then  he  looked  again,  with  a  watchful  glance,  at  the 
tall  and  wiry  American  with  the  stern  face,  the  grave  eyes, 
the  mobile  lips,  and  the  muscular  frame,  and  sat  down  and 
began  to  soliloquise. 

“  We  are  accustomed  to  think  that  nothing  can  compare 
with  the  great  landholders  of  this  country  and  Austria.  There 
are  two  or  three  incomes  perhaps  in  Europe,  not  counting 
crowned  heads,  which  approach  your  own,  Mr.  Beck,  but 
they  are  saddled.  Their  owners  have  great  houses  to  keep 
up  ;  armies  of  servants  to  maintain  ;  estates  to  nurse ;  dilapi¬ 
dations  to  make  good ;  farmers  to  satisfy ;  younger  sons  to 
provide  for ;  poor  people  to  help  by  hundreds  ;  and  local 
charities  to  assist.  Why,  I  do  not  believe,  when  all  has 
been  provided  for,  that  a  great  man,  say  the  Duke  of  Berk¬ 
shire,  with  coal-mines  and  quarries,  Scotch,  Irish,  Welsh, 
and  English  estates,  has  more  to  put  by  at  the  end  of  the 
year  than  many  a  London  merchant.” 

“  That  is  quite  right,”  said  Mr.  Beck  ;  “  a  merchant  must 
save,  because  he  may  crack  up ;  but  the  land  don’t  run  away. 
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When  you  want  stability,  you  must  go  to  the  Airth.  Outside 
there’s  the  fields,  the  rivers,  the  hills.  Inside  there’s  the 
mines,  and  there’s  lie  for  those  who  can  strike  it.” 

“  What  an  income!”  Mr.  Oassilis  went  on.  “Nothing 
to  squander  it  on.  No  duties  and  no  responsibilities.  No 
tenants ;  no  philanthropy ;  no  frittering  away  of  capital. 
You  can’t  spend  a  tenth  part  of  it  on  yourself.  And  the 
rest  accumulates  and  grows — grows — spreads  and  grows.” 
He  spread  out  his  own  hands,  and  a  flush  of  envy  came  into 
his  cheeks.  “  Mr.  Beck,  I  congratulate  you  again.” 

“  Thank  you,  sir.” 

“  I  see,  Mr.  Beck — you  are  yet  an  unmarried  man,  I 
believe,  and  without  children — I  foresee  boundless  possi¬ 
bilities.  You  may  marry  and  found  a  great  family ;  you  may 
lay  yourself  out  for  making  a  fortune  so  great  that  it  may 
prove  a  sensible  influence  on  the  course  of  events.  You  may 
bequeath  to  your  race  the  tradition  of  good  fortune  and  the 
habit  of  making  money.” 

“  My  sons  may  take  care  of  themselves,”  said  Mr.  Beck ; 
“  I  want  to  spend  money,  not  to  save  it.” 

It  was  remarkable  that  during  all  this  generous  outburst 
of  vicarious  enthusiasm  Mr.  Beck’s  face  showed  no  interest 
whatever.  He  had  his  purpose,  but  it  was  not  the  purpose 
of  Mr.  Cassilis.  To  found  a  family,  to  become  a  Bothschild, 
to  contract  loans — what  were  these  things  to  a  man  who  felt 
strongly  that  he  had  but  one  life,  that  he  wished  to  make 
the  most  of  it,  and  that  the  world  after  him  might  get  on 
as  it  could  without  his  posthumous  interference  ? 

“  Listen,  Mr.  Beck,  for  one  moment.  Your  income  is 
A 5  00,000  a  year.  You  may  spend  on  your  own  simple 
wants  A5000.  Bah!  a  trifle — not  a  quarter  of  the  '  Merest. 
You  save  the  whole ;  in  ten  years  you  have  three  millions. 
You  are  still  under  fifty  ?  ” 

“  Forty-five,  sir.” 

“  I  wish  I  was  forty-five.  You  may  live  and  work  for 
another  quarter  of  a  century.  In  that  time  you  ought  to  be 
worth  twelve  millions  at  least.  Twelve  millions  !  ” 

“  Nearly  as  much  as  ran  away  and  was  lost  when  the  lie 
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was  struck,”  said  Mr.  Beck.  “  Hardly  worth  while  to  work 
for  five-and- twenty  years  in  order  to  save  what  Nature  spent 
in  three  days,  is  it  ?  ” 

What,  says  the  proverb,  is  easily  got  is  lightly  regarded. 
This  man  made  money  so  easily  that  he  despised  the  slow, 
gradual  building  up  of  an  immense  fortune. 

“  There  is  nothing  beyond  the  reach  of  a  man  with  twelve 
millions,”  Mr.  Cassilis  went  on.  “  He  may  rule  the  world, 
so  long  as  there  are  poor  states  with  vast  armies  who  want 
to  borrow.  Why,  at  the  present  moment  a  man  with  twelve 
millions  at  his  command  could  undertake  a  loan  with  Russia, 
Austria,  Turkey,  Italy,  or  Egypt.  He  could  absolutely 
govern  the  share  market ;  he  could  rule  the  bank  rate  ” - 

Mr.  Beck  interrupted,  quite  unmoved  by  these  visions  of 
greatness : 

“  Wall,  sir,  I  am  not  ambitious,  and  I  leave  Providence  to 
manage  the  nations  her  own  way.  I  might  meddle  and 
muss  till  I  busted  up  the  whole  concern ;  play,  after  all, 
into  the  hands  of  the  devil,  and  have  the  people  praying  to 
get  back  to  their  old  original  Providence.” 

“  Or  suppose,”  Mr.  Cassilis  went  on,  his  imagination  fired 
with  the  contemplation  of  possibilities  so  far  beyond  his  own 
reach — “  suppose  you  were  to  buy  up  land — to  buy  all  that 
comes  into  the  market.  Suppose  you  were  to  hand  down 
to  your  sons  a  traditional  policy  of  buying  land  with  the 
established  principle  of  primogeniture.  In  twenty  years  you 
might  have  great  estates  in  twenty  counties  ” - 

“  I  could  have  half  a  state,”  said  Mr.  Beck,  “  if  I  went  out 
West.” 

“  In  your  own  lifetime  you  could  control  an  election,  make 
yourself  President,  carry  your  own  principles,  force  your 
opinions  on  the  country,  and  become  the  greatest  man 
in  it.” 

“  I  he  greatest  country  in  the  world  is  the  United  States 
of  America  that  is  a  fact,  said  IMr.  Beck,  laughing  5  11  so 
the  greatest  man  in  it  must  be  the  greatest  man  in  the  vvorld. 
I  calculate  that  s  a  bitter  reflection  for  Prince  Bismarck  when 
he  goes  to  bed  at  night;  also  for  the  Emperor  of  all  the 


THE  GOLDEN  BUTTERFLY. 


125 


Russias.  And  perhaps  your  Mr.  Gladstone  would  like  to  feel 
himself  on  the  same  level  with  General  Ulysses  Grant.” 

“Mr.  Beck,”  cried  Mr.  Cassilis,  rising  to  his  feet  in  an 
irrepressible  burst  of  genuine  enthusiasm,  and  working  his 
right  hand  round  exactly  as  if  he  was  really  Father  Time, 
whom  he  so  much  resembled — “Mr.  Beck,  I  consider  you 
the  most  fortunate  man  in  the  world.  We  slowly  amass 
money — for  our  sons  to  dissipate.  Save  when  a  title  or  an 
ancient  name  entails  a  conservative  tradition  which  keeps 
the  property  together,  the  process  in  this  country  and  in 
yours  is  always  the  same.  The  strong  men  climb,  and  the 
weak  men  fall.  And  even  to  great  houses  like  the  Grosvenors, 
which  have  been  carried  upwards  by  a  steady  tide  of  fortune, 
there  will  surely  one  day  come  a  fool,  and  then  the  tide  will 
turn.  But  for  you  and  yours,  Mr.  Beck,  Nature  pours  out 
her  inexhaustible  treasures  ” - 

“  She  does,  sir— in  lie.” 

“  You  may  spend,  but  your  income  will  always  go  on  in¬ 
creasing.” 

“  To  a  certain  limit,  sir — to  five  thousand  and  fifty-three 
years.  I  have  had  it  reckoned  by  one  of  our  most  distin¬ 
guished  mathematicians,  Professor  Hercules  Willemott,  of 
Cyprus  University,  Wisconsin.  He  made  the  calculations 
for  me.” 

“  Limit  or  not,  Mr.  Beck,  you  are  now  a  most  fortunate 
man.  And  I  shall  be  entirely  at  your  service.  I  believe,” 
he  added  modestly,  “  that  I  have  some  little  reputation  in 
financial  circles.” 

“  That  is  so,  sir.  And  now  let  me  put  my  case.”  Mr. 
Beck  became  once  more  animated  and  interested.  “  Sup¬ 
pose,  sir,  I  was  to  say  to  you,  ‘  I  have  more  than  enough 
money.  I  will  take  the  Luck  of  the  Golden  Butterfly  and 
make  it  the  Luck  of  other  people/  ” 

“  I  do  not  understand,”  said  Mr.  Cassilis. 

“  Sir,  what  do  you  do  with  your  own  money  ?  You  do  not 
spend  it  all  on  yourself?” 

“  I  use  it  to  make  more.” 

“  And  when  you  have  enough  ?  ” 
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“We  look  at  tilings  from  a  different  point  of  view,  Mr. 
Beck.  You  have  enough ;  but  I,  whatever  be  my  success, 
can  never  approach  the  fourth  part  of  your  income.  How¬ 
ever,  let  me  understand  what  you  want  to  do,  and  I  will 
give  such  advice  as  I  can  offer.” 

“  That’s  kind,  sir,  and  what  I  expected  of  you.  It  is  a 
foolish  fancy,  and  perhaps  you’ll  laugh ;  but  I  have  heard 
day  and  night,  ever  since  the  lie  began  to  run,  a  Voice 
which  says  to  me  always  the  same  thing — I  think  it  is  the 
voice  of  my  Golden  Butterfly:  ‘What  you  can’t  spend,  give.’ 

‘  What  you  can’t  spend,  give.’  That’s  my  duty,  Mr.  Cassilis  ; 
that’s  the  path  marked  out  before  me,  plain  and  shinin’  as 
the  way  to  heaven.  What  I  can’t  spend,  I  must  give.  I’ve 
given  nothing  as  yet.  And  I  am  here  in  this  country  of 
giving  to  find  out  how  to  do  it.” 

“  We — I  mean  the — the  ” - Mr.  Cassilis  was  on  the 

point  of  saying  “  the  Idiots,”  but  refrained  in  time.  “  The 
people  who  give  money  send  it  to  charities  and  institutions.” 

“  I  know  that  way,  sir.  It  is  like  paying  a  priest  to  say 
your  prayers  for  you.” 

“When  the  secretaries  get  the  money  they  pay  themselves 
their  own  salaries  first ;  then  they  pay  for  the  rent,  the  clerks, 
and  the  advertising.  What  remains  goes  to  the  charity.” 

“  That  is  so,  sir ;  and  I  do  not  like  that  method.  I  want 
to  go  right  ahead  ;  find  out  what  to  do,  and  then  do  it.  But 
I  must  feel  like  giving,  whatever  I  do.” 

“  Your  countryman,  Mr.  Peabody,  gave  his  money  in  trust 
for  the  London  poor.  Would  you  like  to  do  the  same?” 

“No,  sir;  I  should  not  like  to  imitate  that  example.  Mr. 
Peabody  was  a  great  man,  and  he  meant  well ;  but  I  want  to 
work  for  myself.  Let  a  man  do  all  the  good  and  evil  he  has  to 
do  in  his  lifetime,  not  leave  his  work  dragging  on  after  he  is 
dead.  ‘They  that  go  down  into  the  pit  cannot  hope  for  the  truth.’ 
Do  you  remember  that  text,  Mr.  Cassilis  ?  It  means  that  you 
must  not  wait  till  you  are  dead  to  do  what  you  have  to  do.” 

Mr.  Cassilis  altered  his  expression,  which  was  before  of  a 
puzzled  cheerfulness,  as  if  he  failed  to  see  his  way,  into  one  of 
unnatural  solemnity .  It  is  the  custom  of  certain  Englishmen  if 
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the  Bible  is  quoted.  He  knew  no  more  than  Adam  what  part 
of  the  Bible  it  came  from.  But  he  bowed,  and  pulled  out  his 
handkerchief  as  if  he  was  at  a  funeral.  In  fact,  this  unexpected 
hurling  of  a  text  at  his  head  floored  him  for  the  moment. 

Mr.  Beck  was  quite  grave  and  in  much  earnestness. 

“  There  is  another  thing.  If  I  leave  this  money  in  trust, 
how  do  I  know  that  my  purpose  will  be  carried  out  ?  In  a 
hundred  years  things  will  get  mixed.  My  bequests  may  be 
worth  millions,  or  they  may  be  worth  nothing.  The  lawyers 
may  fight  over  the  letter  of  the  will,  and  the  spirit  may  be 
neglected.” 

“It  is  the  Dead  Hand  that  you  dread.” 

“That  may  be  so,  sir.  You  air  in  the  inside  track,  and 
you  ought  to  know  what  to  call  it.  But  no  Hand,  dead  or 
alive,  shall  ever  get  hold  of  my  stamps.” 

“  Your  stamps  ?  ” 

“  My  stamps,  sir ;  my  greenbacks,  my  dollars.  For  I’ve  got 
them,  and  I  mean  to  spend  them.  ‘  Spend  what  you  can,  and 
give  what  you  cannot  spend,’  says  the  Voice  to  Gilead  P.  Beck.” 

“  But,  my  dear  sir,  if  you  mean  to  give  away  a  quarter  of 
a  million  a  year,  you  will  have  every  improvident  and  extra¬ 
vagant  rogue  in  the  country  about  you.  You  will  have  to 
answer  hundreds  of  letters  a  day.  You  will  be  deluged  with 
prospectuses,  forms,  and  appeals.  You  will  be  called  names 
unless  you  give  to  this  institution  or  to  that  ” - 

“  I  shall  give  nothing  to  any  society.” 

“And  what  about  the  widows  of  clergymen,  the  daughters 
of  officers,  the  nieces  of  Church  dignitaries,  the  governess 
who  is  starving,  the  tradesman  who  wants  a  hundred  pounds 
for  a  fortnight,  and  will  repay  you  with  blessings  and  25 
per  cent.,  after  depositing  in  your  hand  as  security  all  his 
pawn-tickets.” 

“  Every  boat  wants  steering,  but  I  was  not  born  last 
Sunday,  and  the  ways  of  big  cities,  though  they  may  be 
crooked,  air  pretty  well  known  by  me.  There  are  not  many 
lines  of  life  in  which  Gilead  P.  Beck  has  not  tried  to  walk.” 

“  My  dear  sir,  do  you  propose  to  act  the  part  of  Universal 
Philanthropist  and  Distributor  at  large  ?  ” 
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“  No,  sir,  I  do  not.  And  that  puzzles  me  too.  I  should 
like  to  be  quiet  over  it.  There  was  a  man  down  to  Lexington, 
when  I  was  a  boy,  who  said  he  liked  his  religion  unostenta¬ 
tious.  So  he  took  a  pipe  on  a  Sunday  morning  and  sat  in 
the  churchyard  listening  to  the  bummin’  and  the  singin’ 
within.  Perhaps,  sir,  that  man  knew  his  own  business. 
Perhaps  thoughts  came  over  his  soul  when  they  gave  out  the 
Psalm  that  he  wouldn’t  have  had  if  he’d  gone  inside,  to  sit 
with  his  back  upright  against  a  plank,  his  legs  curled  up 
below  the  seat,  and  his  eyes  wandering  around  among  the 
gells.  Maybe  that  is  my  case  too,  Mr.  Cassilis.  I  should 
like  my  giving  to  be  unostentatious.” 

“  Give  what  you  cannot  spend,”  said  Mr.  Cassilis.  “  There 
are  at  any  rate  plenty  of  ways  of  spending.  Let  us  attend 
to  them  first.” 

“And  there’s  another  thing,  sir,”  Mr.  Beck  went  on,  shift¬ 
ing  his  feet  and  looking  uneasy  and  distressed.  “  It’s  on  my 
mind  since  I  met  the  young  gentleman  at  your  house.  I 
want  to  do  something  big,  something  almighty  big,  for  Mr. 
Ronald  Dunquerque.” 

“  Because  he  killed  the  bear  ?  ” 

“  Yes,  sir,  because  he  saved  my  life.  Without  that  shot 
the  Luck  of  Gilead  P.  Beck  would  have  been  locked  up  for 
ever  in  that  little  box  where  the  Golden  Butterfly  used  to  live. 
What  can  I  do  for  him  ?  Is  the  young  gentleman  rich  ?  ” 

“  On  the  contrary,  I  do  not  suppose — his  brother  is  one  of 
the  poorest  peers  in  the  house— that  the  Honourable  Mr. 
Ronald  Dunquerque  is  worth  £500  a  year.  Really,  I  should 
say  that  £  300  would  be  nearer  the  mark.” 

“  Then  he  is  a  gentleman,  and  I  am — well,  sir,  I  hope  I  am 
learning  what  a  gentleman  should  do  and  think  in  such  a 
position  as  the  Golden  Butterfly  has  brought  me  into.  But 
the  shoit  of  it  is  that  I  can  t  say  to  him  :  ‘  Mr.  Dunquerque, 
I  owe  ;you  a  life,  and  here  is  a  cheque  for  so  many  thousand 
dollars.’  I  can’t  do  it,  sir.” 

I  suppose  not.  But  there  are  ways  of  helping  a  young 
man  forward  without  giving  him  money.  You  can  only  give 
money  to  poets  and  clergymen.” 
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“  That  is  so,  sir.” 

“Wait  a  little  till  your  position  is  known  and  assured. 
You  will  then  be  able  to  assist  Mr.  Eonald  Dunquerque  as 
much  as  you  please.”  He  rose  and  took  up  his  gloves.  “  And 
now,  Mr.  Beck,  I  think  I  understand  you.  You  wish  to  do 
something  great  with  your  money.  Very  good.  Do  not  be 
in  a  hurry.  I  will  think  things  over.  Meantime,  are  you 
going  to  let  it  lie  idle  in  the  bank  ?  ” 

“  Wal,  yes  ;  I  was  thinking  of  that.” 

“  It  would  be  much  better  for  me  to  place  it  for  you  in  good 
shares,  such  as  I  could  recommend  to  you.  You  would  then 
be  able  to — to — give  away  ” — he  pronounced  the  words  with 
manifest  reluctance — “  the  interest  as  well  as  the  principal. 
Y/hy  should  the  bankers  have  the  use  of  it  ?  ” 

“  That  seems  reasonable,”  said  Mr.  Beck. 

Mr.  Cassilis  straightened  himself  and  looked  him  full  in 
the  face.  He  was  about  to  strike  his  blow. 

“  You  will  place  your  money,”  he  said  quietly,  as  if  there 
could  be  no  doubt  of  Mr.  Beck’s  immediate  assent,  “  in  my 
hands  for  investment.  I  shall  recommend  you  safe  things. 
For  instance,  as  regards  the  shares  of  the  George  Washington 
Silver  Mine  ” - 

He  opened  his  pocket-book. 

“  Ho,  sir,”  said  Mr.  Beck  with  great  decision. 

“  I  was  about  to  observe  that  I  should  not  recommend  such 
an  investment.  I  think,  however,  I  could  place  immediately 
£20,000  in  the  Isle  of  Man  Internal  Navigation  Company.” 

“  An  English  company  ?  ”  said  Mr.  Beck. 

“  Certainly.  I  propose,  Mr.  Beck,  to  devote  this  morning 
to  a  consideration  of  investments  for  you.  I  shall  advise  you 
from  day  to  day.  I  have  no  philanthropic  aims,  and  financing 
is  my  profession.  But  your  affairs  shall  be  treated  together 
with  mine,  and  I  shall  bring  to  bear  upon  them  the  same — 
may  I  say  insight  ? — that  has  carried  my  own  ventures  to 
success.  For  this  morning  I  shall  only  secure  you  the  Isle  of 
Man  shares.” 

They  presently  parted,  with  many  expressions  of  gratitude 
from  Mr.  Gilead  Beck. 
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A  country  where  men  work  for  nothing  ?  Perhaps,  when 
men  are  young.  Not  a  country  where  elderly  men  in  the  City 
work  for  nothing.  Mr.  Cassilis  had  no  intention  whatever 
of  devoting  his  time  and  experience  to  the  furtherance  of 
Mr.  Beck’s  affairs.  Not  at  all :  if  the  thoughts  in  his  mind 
had  been  written  down,  they  would  have  shown  a  joy  almost 
boyish  in  the  success  of  his  morning  visit. 

“The  Isle  of  Man  Company,”  we  should  have  read,  “is 
floated.  That  ,£20,000  was  a  lucky  coup.  I  nearly  missed 
my  chances  with  the  silver  mine ;  I  ought  to  have  known 
that  he  was  not  likely  to  jump  at  such  a  bait.  A  quarter  of 
a  million  of  money  to  dispose  of,  and  five  hundred  thousand 
pounds  a  year.  And  mine  the  handling  of  the  whole.  Never 
before  was  such  a  chance  known  in  the  City.” 

A  thought  struck  him.  He  turned,  and  went  back  hastily 
to  Gilead  Beck’s  rooms. 

“  One  word  more.  Mr.  Beck,  I  need  hardly  say  that  I  do 
not  wish  to  be  known  as  your  adviser  at  all.  Perhaps  it 
would  be  well  to  keep  our  engagements  a  secret  between 
ourselves.” 

That  of  course  was  readily  promised. 

“  Half  a  million  a  year  !  ”  the  words  jangled  in  his  brain 
like  the  chimes  of  St.  Clement’s.  “  Half  a  million  a  year ! 
And  mine  the  handling.” 

He  spent  the  day  locked  up  in  his  inner  office.  He  saw  no 
one,  except  the  secretary,  and  he  covered  an  acre  or  so  of 
paper  with  calculations.  His  clerks  went  away  at  five ;  his 
secretary  left  him  at  six ;  at  ten  he  was  still  at  work, 
feverishly  at  work,  making  combinations  and  calculating 
results. 

“  What  a  chance  !  ”  he  murmured  prayerfully,  putting  down 
his  pen  at  length.  “  What  a  blessed  chance !  ” 

Mr.  Gilead  Beck  would  have  congratulated  himself  on  the 
disinterested  assistance  of  his  unprofessional  adviser  had  he 
known  that  the  whole  day  was  devoted  to  himself.  He  might 
have  congratulated  himself  less  had  he  known  the  thoughts 
that  filled  the  financier’s  brains. 

Disinterested  ?  How  could  Mr.  Cassilis  regard  any  one  with 
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money  in  liis  hand  but  as  a  subject  for  his  skill.  And  here 
was  a  man  coming  to  him,  not  with  his  little  fortune  of  a 
few  thousands,  not  with  the  paltry  savings  of  a  lifetime,  not 
for  an  investment  for  widows  and  orphans,  but  with  a  purse 
immeasurable  and  bottomless,  a  purse  which  he  was  going  to 
place  unreservedly  in  his  hands. 

“  Mine  the  handling,”  he  murmured  as  he  got  into  bed. 
It  was  his  evening  hymn  of  praise  and  joy. 


CHAPTER  XI. 

“  Higher  she  climbed,  and  far  below  her  stretch’d 
Hill  beyond  hill,  with  lengthening  slopes  and  glades, 

And  a  world  widening  still.” 

PHILLIS’S  world  widened  daily,  like  a  landscape,  which 
stretches  ever  farther  the  higher  you  mount.  Every 
morning  brought  her  fresh  delights,  something  more  wonder¬ 
ful  than  she  had  seen  the  day  before.  Her  portfolio  of  drawings 
swelled  daily ;  but  with  riches  came  discontent,  because  the 
range  of  subjects  grew  too  vast  for  her  pencil  to  draw,  and 
her  groups  became  every  day  more  difficult  and  more  com¬ 
plicated.  Life  was  a  joy  beyond  all  that  she  had  ever  hoped 
for  or  expected.  How  should  it  be  otherwise  to  her  ?  She 
had  no  anxieties  for  the  future ;  she  had  no  past  sins  to 
repent ;  she  had  no  knowledge  of  evil ;  she  was  young  and  in 
perfect  health ;  the  weight  of  her  mortality  was  as  yet  unfelt. 

During  these  early  days  of  emancipation  she  was  mostly 
silent,  looking  about  and  making  observations.  She  sat  alone 
and  thought ;  she  forgot  to  sing ;  if  she  played,  it  was  as  if 
she  were  communing  confidentially  with  a  friend,  and  seeking- 
counsel.  She  had  so  much  to  think  of :  herself,  and  the  new 
current  of  thoughts  into  which  her  mind  had  been  suddenly 
diverted ;  the  connection  between  the  world  of  Mr.  Dyson’s 
teaching  and  the  world  of  reality — this  was  a  very  hard  thing ; 
Mrs.  Cassilis,  with  her  hard,  cold  manner,  her  kind  words, 
and  her  eternal  teaching  that  the  spring  of  feminine  action 
is  the  desire  to  attract;  finally,  Jack  Dunquerque.  And  of 
him  she  thought  a  good  deal. 
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All  the  people  she  met  were  interesting.  She  tried  to  give 
each  one  his  own  individuality,  rounded  and  complete.  But 
she  could  not.  Her  experience  was  too  small,  and  each  figure 
in  her  mind  was  blurred.  Now,  if  you  listen  to  the  conversa¬ 
tion  of  people,  as  I  do  perpetually— in  trains  especially — you 
will  find  that  they  are  always  talking  about  other  people. 
The  reason  of  that  I  take  to  be  the  natural  desire  to  have  in 
your  brain  a  clear  idea  of  every  man,  what  he  is,  and  how  he 
is  likely  to  be  acted  upon.  Those  people  are  called  interesting 
who  are  the  most  difficult  to  describe  or  imagine,  and  who, 
perpetually  breaking  out  in  new  places,  disturb  the  image 
which  their  friends  have  formed. 

None  of  Phillis’s  new  friends  would  photograph  clear  and 
distinct  in  her  brain.  She  thought  she  missed  the  focus.  It 
was  not  so,  however ;  it  was  the  fault  of  the  lens.  But  it 
troubled  her,  because  if  she  tried  to  draw  them  there  was 
always  a  sense  of  something  wanting.  Even  Jack  Dun- 
querque — and  here  her  eyes  brightened — had  points  about 
him  which  she  could  not  understand.  She  was  quiet, 
therefore,  and  watched. 

It  was  pleasant  only  to  watch  and  observe.  She  had  made 
out  clearly  by  this  time  that  the  Twins  were  as  vain  and  self- 
conscious  as  the  old  peacock  she  used  to  feed  at  ITighgate. 
She  found  herself  bringing  out  their  little  vanities  by  leading 
questions.  She  knew  that  Joseph  Jagenal,  whom  in  their 
souls  the  Twins  despised,  was  worth  them  both  ten  times  over ; 
and  she  found  that  Joseph  rated  himself  far  beneath  his 
brothers.  Then  she  gradually  learned  that  their  aesthetic  talk 
was  soon  exhausted,  but  that  they  loved  to  enunciate  the 
same  old  maxims  over  and  over  again,  as  children  repeat  a 
story.  And  it  became  one  of  her  chief  pleasures  to  listen  to 
them  at  dinner,  to  mark  their  shallowness,  and  to  amuse 
herself  with  their  foibles.  The  Twins  thought  the  young 
lady  was  fascinated  by  their  personal  excellences. 

“  Genius,  brother  Cornelius,”  said  Humphrey,  “  always 
makes  its  way.  I  see  Phillis  Fleming  every  night  waiting 
upon  your  words.” 

“  ^  think  the  fascinations  of  Art  are  as  great,  brother 
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Humphrey.  At  dinner  Phillis  Fleming  watches  your  every 
gesture.” 

This  was  in  the  evening.  In  the  morning  every  walk  was 
a  new  delight  in  itself ;  every  fresh  street  was  different. 
Brought  up  for  thirteen  years  within  the  same  four  walls, 
the  keenest  joy  which  the  girl  could  imagine  was  variety. 
She  loved  to  see  something  new,  even  a  new  disposition  of 
London  houses,  even  a  minute  difference  in  the  aspect  of  a 
London  square.  But  of  all  the  pleasures  which  she  had  yet 
experienced — even  a  greater  pleasure  than  the  single  picture- 
gallery  which  she  had  visited — was  the  one  afternoon  of 
shopping  she  had  had  with  Mrs.  Cassilis  at  Melton  and 
Mowbray’s  in  Regent  Street. 

Mrs.  Cassilis  took  her  there  first  on  the  morning  of  her 
dinner-party.  It  was  her  second  drive  through  the  streets  of 
London,  but  an  incomparably  superior  journey  to  the  first. 
The  thoroughfares  were  more  crowded ;  the  shops  were 
grander ;  if  there  were  fewer  boys  running  and  whistling, 
there  were  picturesque  beggars,  Punch -and- Judy  shows, 
Italian  noblemen  with  organs,  and  the  other  humours  and 
diversions  of  the  great  main  arteries  of  London.  Phillis  looked 
at  all  with  the  keenest  delight,  calling  the  attention  of  her 
companion  to  the  common  things  which  escape  our  notice 
because  we  see  them  every  day — the  ragged  broken-down  old 
man  without  a  hat,  who  has  long  grey  locks,  who  sells  oranges 
from  a  basket,  and  betrays  by  his  bibulous  trembling  lips 
the  secret  history  of  his  downfall;  the  omnibus  full  inside 
and  out;  the  tall  Guardsman  swaggering  down  the  street; 
the  ladies  looking  in  at  the  windows ;  the  endless  rows  of 
that  great  and  wonderful  exhibition  which  benevolent  trades¬ 
men  show  gratuitously  to  all ;  the  shopman  rubbing  his  hands 
at  the  door;  the  foreigners  and  pilgrims  in  a  strange  land — 
he  with  a  cigarette  in  his  mouth,  lately  from  the  army  of  Don 
Carlos  ;  he  with  a  bad  cigar,  a  blue-black  shaven  chin  and 
cheek,  and  a  seedy  coat,  who  once  adorned  the  ranks  of 
Delescluze,  Ferr4,  Flourens,  &  Company ;  he  with  the  pale 
face  and  hard  cynical  smile,  who  hails  from  free  and  happy 
Prussia ;  the  man,  our  brother,  from  Sierra  Leone,  coal-black 
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of  hue,  with  snowy  linen  and  a  conviction  not  to  be  shaken 
that  all  the  world  takes  him  for  an  Englishman ;  the  booted 
Belgian,  cross  between  the  Dutchman  and  the  Gaul ;  the 
young  gentleman  sent  from  Japan  to  study  our  country  and 
its  laws— he  has  a  cigar  in  his  mouth,  and  a  young  lady  with 
yellow  hair  upon  his  arm  ;  the  Syrian,  with  a  red  cap  and 
almond  eyes ;  the  Parsee,  with  lofty  superstructure,  a  re¬ 
miniscence  of  the  Tower  of  Babel,  which  his  ancestors  were 
partly  instrumental  in  building  ;  Cretes,  Arabians,  men  of 
Cappadocia  and  Pontus,  with  all  the  other  mingled  nation¬ 
alities  which  make  up  the  strollers  along  a  London  street, — 
Phillis  marked  them  every  one,  and  only  longed  for  a  brief 
ten  minutes  with  each  in  order  to  transfer  his  likeness  to 
her  portfolio. 

“  Phillis,”  said  her  companion,  touching  her  hand,  “  can 
you  practise  looking  at  people  without  turning  your  head  or 
seeming  to  notice  ?  ” 

Phillis  laughed,  and  tried  to  sit  in  the  attitude  of  unobser¬ 
vant  carelessness  which  was  the  custom  in  other  carriages. 
Like  all  first  attempts  it  was  a  failure.  Then  the  great  and 
crowded  street  reminded  her  of  her  dream.  Should  she  pre¬ 
sently — for  it  all  seemed  unreal  together — begin  to  run,  while 
the  young  men,  among  whom  were  the  Twins,  ran  after  her  ? 
And  should  she  at  the  finish  of  the  race  see  the  form  of  dead  old 
Abraham  Dyson,  clapping  his  hands  and  wagging  his  head,  and 
crying,  “Well  run!  well  won!  Phillis,  it  is  the  Coping-stone”? 

“  This  is  Melton  &  Mowbray’s,”  said  Mrs.  Cassilis,  as  the 
carriage  drew  up  in  front  of  a  shop  which  contained  greater 
treasures  than  were  ever  collected  for  the  harem  of  Assyrian 
king. 

She  followed  Mrs.  Cassilis  to  some  show-rooms,  in  which  lay 
about  carelessly  things  more  beautiful  than  she  had  ever  con¬ 
ceived  ;  hues  more  brilliant,  textures  more  delicate,  than  she 
knew. 

Phillis  s  first  shopping  was  an  event  to  be  remembered  in 
all  her  after  life.  What  she  chose,  what  Mrs.  Cassilis  chose 
for  her,  what  Joseph  Jagenal  thought  when  the  bill  came  in, 
it  boots  not  here  to  tell.  Imagine  only  the  delight  of  a  girl 
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of  deep  and  artistic  feeling,  which  has  hitherto  chiefly  found 
vent  in  the  study  of  form — such  form  as  she  could  get  from 
engravings  and  her  own  limited  powers  of  observation — in 
being  let  loose  suddenly  in  a  wilderness  of  beautiful  things. 
Every  lady  knows  Messrs.  Melton  &  Mowbray’s  great  shop. 
Does  anybody  ever  think  what  it  would  seem  were  they  to 
enter  it  for  the  first  time  at  the  mature  age  of  nineteen  ? 

In  one  thing  only  did  Phillis  disgrace  herself.  There  was 
a  young  person  in  attendance  for  the  purpose  of  showing  off 
all  sorts  of  draperies  upon  her  own  back  and  shoulders.  Phillis 
watched  her  for  some  time.  She  had  a  singularly  graceful 
figure  and  a  patient  face,  which  struck  Phillis  with  pity.  Mrs. 
Cassilis  sat  studying  the  effect  through  her  double  eye-glasses. 
The  saleswoman  put  on  and  took  off  the  things  as  if  the  girl 
were  really  a  lay-figure,  which  she  was,  excepting  that  she 
turned  herself  about,  a  thing  not  yet  achieved  by  any  lay- 
figure.  A  patient  face,  but  it  looked  pale  and  tired.  The 
‘  Duchess  ’’—living  lay  figures  receive  that  title,  in  addition 
to  a  whole  pound  a  week  which  Messrs.  Melton  &  Mowbray 
generously  give  them — stood  about  the  rooms  all  day,  and 
went  to  bed  late  at  night.  Some  of  the  other  girls  envied  her. 
This  shows  that  there  is  no  position  in  life  which  has  not 
something  beneath  it. 

Presently  Phillis  rose  suddenly,  and  taking  the  opera-cloak 
which  the  Duchess  was  about  to  put  on,  said  : 

“  You  are  tired.  I  will  try  it  on  myself  Pray  sit  down 
and  rest.” 

And  she  actually  placed  a  chair  for  the  shop-girl. 

Mrs.  Cassilis  gave  a  little  jump  of  surprise.  It  had  never 
occurred  to  her  that  a  shopwoman  could  be  entitled  to  any 
consideration  at  all.  She  belonged  to  the  establishment ;  the 
shop  and  all  that  it  contained  were  at  the  service  of  those  who 
bought ;  the  personnel  was  a  matter  for  Messrs.  Melton  and 
Mowbray  to  manage. 

But  she  recovered  her  presence  of  mind  in  a  moment. 

u  Perhaps  it  will  be  as  well,”  she  said,  <£to  see  how  it  suits 
you  by  trying  it  on  yourself.” 

When  their  purchases  were  concluded  and  they  were  coming 
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away,  Phillis  turned  to  the  poor  Duchess,  and  asked  her  if  she 
was  not  very  tired  of  trying  on  dresses,  and  whether  she  would 
not  like  to  take  a  rest,  and  if  she  was  happy,  with  one  or  two 
other  questions;  at  which  the  saleswoman  looked  a  little 
indignant  and  the  Duchess  a  little  inclined  to  cry. 

And  then  they  came  away. 

“  It  is  not  usual,  Phillis,”  said  Mrs.  Cassilis,  directly  they 
were  in  the  carriage,  “  for  ladies  to  speak  to  shop-people.” 

“  Is  it  not  ?  The  poor  girl  looked  pale  and  tired.” 

“Very  likely  she  was.  She  is  paid  to  work,  and  work  is 
fatiguing.  But  it  was  no  concern  of  ours.  You  see,  my  dear, 
we  cannot  alter  things  ;  and  if  you  once  begin  pitying  people 
and  talking  to  them,  there  is  an  end  of  all  distinctions  of  class.” 

“Mr.  Dyson  used  to  say  that  the  difficulty  of  abolishing 
class  distinctions  was  one  of  the  most  lamentable  facts  in 
human  history.  I  did  not  understand  then  what  he  meant. 
But  I  think  I  do  now.  It  is  a  dreadful  thing,  he  meant,  that 
one  cannot  speak  to  or  relieve  a  poor  girl  who  is  ready  to 
drop  with  fatigue,  because  she  is  a  shop-girl.  How  sad  you 
must  feel,  Mrs.  Cassilis,  you,  who  have  seen  so  much  of  shop- 
assistants,  if  they  are  all  like  that  poor  girl  !  ” 

Mrs.  Cassilis  had  not  felt  sad,  but  Phillis’s  remark  made  her 
feel  for  the  moment  uncomfortable.  Her  complacency  was  dis¬ 
turbed.  But  how  could  she  help  herself?  She  was  what  her 
surroundings  had  made  her.  As  riches  increase,  particularly 
the  riches  which  are  unaccompanied  by  territorial  obligations, 
men  and  women  separate  themselves  more  and  more  :  the  lines 
of  demarcation  become  deeper  and  broader ;  English  castes 
are  divided  by  ditches  constantly  widening ;  the  circles  into 
which  outsiders  may  enter  as  guests,  but  not  as  members, 
become  more  numerous ;  poor  people  herd  more  together ;  rich 
people  live  more  apart ;  the  latter  become  like  gods  in  their 
seclusion,  and  they  grow  to  hate  more  and  more  the  sight  and 
lumoui  of  suffering.  And  the  first  step  back  to  the  unpity- 
ing  cruelty  of  the  old  civilisations  is  the  habit  of  looking  on 
the  unwashed  as  creatures  of  another  world.  If  the  gods  of 

Olympus  had  known  sympathy  they  might  have  lived  till 
now. 
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This  expedition  occurred  on  the  day  of  Phillis’s  first  dinner¬ 
party,  and  on  their  way  home  a  singular  thing  happened. 

Mrs.  Cassilis  asked  Phillis  how  long  she  was  to  stay  with 
Mr.  Jagenal. 

“  Until,”  said  Phillis,  11  my  guardian  comes  home ;  and 
that  will  be  in  a  fortnight.” 

“  Your  guardian,  child  ?  But  he  is  dead.” 

“  I  had  two,  you  know.  The  other  is  Mr.  Lawrence  Colqu- 
houn -  What  is  the  matter,  Mrs.  Cassilis  ?  ” 

For  she  became  suddenly  pallid,  and  stared  blankly  before 
her,  with  no  expression  in  her  eyes,  unless,  perhaps,  a  look 
of  terror.  It  was  the  second  time  that  Phillis  had  noted  a 
change  in  this  cold  and  passionless  face.  Before,  the  face  had 
grown  suddenly  soft  and  tender  at  a  recollection  ;  now,  it  was 
white  and  rigid. 

“  Lawrence  Colquhoun  !  ”  she  turned  to  Phillis,  and  hardly 
seemed  to  know  what  she  was  saying.  “  Lawrence  Colquhoun  ! 
He  is  coming  home — and  he  promised  me — no — he  would  not 
promise — and  what  will  he  say  to  me  ?  ” 

Then  she  recovered  herself  with  an  effort.  The  name,  or 
the  intelligence  of  Lawrence  Colquhoun’s  return,  gave  her  a 
great  shock. 

“  Mr.  Colquhoun  your  guardian !  I  did  not  know.  And 
is  he  coming  home  ?  ” 

“  You  will  come  and  see  me  when  I  am  staying — if  I  am 
to  stay — at  his  house  ?  ” 

“  I  shall  certainly,”  said  Mrs.  Cassilis,  setting  her  lips 
together — “  I  shall  certainly  make  a  point  of  seeing  Mr. 
Colquhoun  on  his  return,  whether  you  are  staying  with  him 
or  not.  Here  is  Carnarvon  Square.  Ho,  thank  you,  I  will 
not  get  down,  even  to  have  a  cup  of  tea  with  you.  Good-bye, 
Phillis,  till  this  evening.  My  dear,  I  think  the  white  dress 
that  you  showed  me  will  do  admirably.  Home  at  once.” 

A  woman  of  steel  ?  Rubbish  !  There  is  no  man  or  woman 
of  steel,  save  he  who  has  brooded  too  long  over  his  own  per¬ 
fections.  A  metallic  statue,  the  enemies  of  Mrs.  Cassilis 
called  her.  They  knew  nothing.  A  woman  who  had  always 
perfect  control  over  herself,  said  her  husband.  He  knew 
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nothing.  A  woman  who  turned  pale  at  the  mention  of  a 
name,  and  longed,  yet  feared,  to  meet  a  man,  thought  Phillis. 
And  she  knew  something,  because  she  knew  the  weak  point 
in  this  woman’s  armour.  Being  neither  curious,  nor  malig¬ 
nant,  nor  a  disciple  in  the  school  for  scandal,  Phillis  drew  her 
little  conclusion,  kept  it  to  herself,  and  thought  no  more 
about  it. 

As  for  the  reasons  which  prompted  Mrs.  Cassilis  to  “  take 
up  ”  Phillis  Fleming,  they  were  multiplex,  like  all  the  springs 
of  action  which  move  us  to  act.  She  wanted  to  find  out  for 
her  husband  of  what  sort  was  this  system  of  education  which 
Joseph  Jagenal  could  not  discover  anywhere.  She  was 
interested  in,  although  not  attracted  by,  the  character  of  the 
girl,  unlike  any  she  had  ever  seen.  And  she  wanted  to  use 
Phillis — an  heiress,  young,  beautiful,  piquante,  strange — as 
an  attraction  to  her  house.  For  Mrs.  Cassilis  was  ambitious. 
She  wished  to  attract  men  to  her  evenings.  She  pictured 
herself — it  is  the  dream  of  so  many  cultured  women — as 
another  Madame  Recamier,  Madame  du  Deffand,  or  Madame 
de  Rambouillet.  All  the  intellect  in  London  was  to  be 
gathered  in  her  salon.  She  caught  lions ;  she  got  hold  of 
young  authors  ;  she  made  beginnings  with  third-rate  people 
who  had  written  books.  They  were  not  amusing ;  they  were 
not  witty  ;  they  were  devoured  by  envy  and  hatred.  She  let 
them  drop,  and  now  she  wanted  to  begin  again.  An  idle  and 
a  futile  game.  She  had  not  the  quick  sympathies,  the  capa¬ 
city  for  hero-worship,  the  lovableness  of  the  Recamier.  She 
had  no  tears  for  others.  She  did  not  know  that  the  woman 
who  aspires  to  lead  men  must  first  be  able  to  be  led. 

There  was  another  fatal  objection,  not  fully  understood  by 
ladies  who  have  “  evenings  and  sigh  over  their  empty  rooms. 
In  these  days  of  clubs,  what  man  is  going  to  get  up  after 
dinner  and  find  his  melancholy  way  from  Pall  Mall  to 
Kensington  Palace  Gardens,  in  order  to  stand  about  a  draw¬ 
ing-room  for  two  hours  and  listen  to  “  general  ”  talk  ?  It 
wants  a  Phillis,  and  a  personal,  if  hopeless,  devotion  to  a 
Phillis,  to  tear  the  freshest  lion  from  his  club,  after  dinner, 
even  if  it  be  to  an  altar  of  adulation.  The  evening  begins 
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properly  with  dinner :  and  where  men  dine  they  love  to 
stay. 

“Jack  Dunquerque  came  to  see  me  to-day,”  Phillis  told 
Joseph.  “  You  remember  Mr.  Dunquerque.  He  was  at  Mrs. 
Cassilis’s  last  night.  He  came  at  two,  to  have  luncheon  and 
to  tell  me  about  Mr.  Colquhoun ;  but  he  did  not  tell  me  any¬ 
thing  about  him.  We  talked  about  ourselves.” 

“  Is  Mr.  Dunquerque  a  friend  of  yours  ?  ” 

“Yes;  Jack  and  I  are  friends,”  Phillis  replied  readily. 
There  was  not  the  least  intention  to  deceive  ;  but  Joseph  was 
deceived.  He  thought  they  had  been  old  friends.  Some¬ 
how,  perhaps,  Phillis  did  not  like  to  talk  very  much  about 
her  friendship  for  Jack. 

“  I  want  you  to  ask  him  to  dinner,  if  you  will.” 

“  Certainly,  whenever  you  please.  I  shall  be  glad  to  make 
Mr.  Dunquerque’ s  acquaintance.  He  is  the  brother  of  Lord 
Isleworth,”  said  Joseph,  with  a  little  satisfaction  at  seeing  a 
live  member  of  the  aristocracy  at  his  own  table. 

Jack  came  to  dinner.  He  behaved  extremely  well ;  made 
no  allusion  to  that  previous  occasion  when  he  had  been  intro¬ 
duced  to  the  Twins ;  listened  to  their  conversation  as  if  it 
interested  him  above  all  things  ;  and  not  once  called  Phillis 
by  her  Christian  name.  This  omission  made  her  reflect ;  they 
were  therefore,  it  was  apparent,  only  Jack  and  Phil  when  they 
were  alone.  It  was  her  first  secret,  and  the  possession  of  it 
became  a  joy. 

She  had  not  a  single  word  with  him  all  the  evening.  Only 
before  he  went  he  asked  her  if  he  might  call  the  next  day  at 
luncheon-time.  She  said  him  yea. 

“  After  all  these  Bloomsbury  people,”  said  Cornelius,  light 
ing  his  first  pipe,  “  it  does  one  good,  brother  Humphrey,  to 
come  across  a  gentleman.  Mr.  Ronald  Dunquerque  took  the 
keenest  interest  in  your  Art  criticisms  at  dinner.” 

“  They  were  general  principles  only,  Cornelius,”  said  Hum¬ 
phrey.  “  He  is  really  a  superior  young  man.  A  little  modest 
in  your  presence,  brother.  To  be  sure,  it  is  not  every  day 
that  he  finds  himself  dining  with  a  Poet.” 

“  And  an  Artist,  Humphrey.” 
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“  Thank  you,  Cornelius.  Miss  Fleming  had  no  charms  for 
him,  I  think.” 

“Phillis  Fleming,  brother,  is  a  girl  who  is  drawn  more 
towards,  and  more  attracts,  men  of  a  maturer  age — men  no 
longer  perhaps  within  the  premiere  jeunesse ,  but  still  capable 
of  love.” 

“  Men  of  our  age,  Cornelius.  Shall  we  split  this  potash, 
or  will  you  take  some  Apollinaris  water  ?  ” 

Jack  called,  and  they  took  luncheon  together  as  before. 
Phillis,  brighter  and  happier,  told  him  what  things  she  had 
seen  and  what  remarks  she  had  made  since  last  they  met,  a 
week  ago.  Then  she  told  him  of  the  things  she  most  wished 
to  see. 

“Jack,”  she  said,  “  I  want  to  see  the  Tower  of  London  and 
Westminster  Abbey  most.” 

“  And  then,  Phil  ?  ” 

“  Then  I  should  like  to  see  a  play.” 

“Would  Mr.  Jagenal  allow  me  to  take  you  to  the  Tower 
of  London  ?  Now,  Phil — this  afternoon  ?  ” 

Phillis’s  worldly  education  was  as  yet  so  incomplete  that 
she  clapped  her  hands  with  delight. 

“Shall  we  go  now,  Jack?  How  delightful!  Of  course 
Mr.  Jagenal  will  allow  you.  I  will  be  five  minutes  putting 
on  my  hat.” 

“  Now,  that’s  wrong  too,”  said  Jack  to  himself.  “  It  is  as 
wrong  as  calling  her  Phil.  It’s  worse  than  wanting  to  kiss 
her,  because  the  kiss  never  came  off.  I  can’t  help  it — it’s 
pleasant.  What  will  Colquhoun  say  when  he  comes  home  ? 
Phil  is  sure  to  tell  him  everything.  Jack  Dunquerque,  my 
boy,  there  will  be  a  day  of  reckoning  for  you — Already,  Phil  ? 
By  Jove  !  how  nice  you  look  !  ” 

Do  I,  Jack  ?  Do  you  like  my  hat  ?  1  bought  it  with 

Mrs.  Cassilis  the  other  day.” 

“  Look  at  yourself  in  the  glass,  Phil.  What  do  you  see  ?  ” 

She  looked  and  laughed.  It  was  not  for  her  to  say  what 
she  saw. 

“  There  was  a  little  maid  of  Arcadia  once,  Phil,  and  she 


THE  GOLDEN  BUTTERFLY. 


Hi 

grew  up  so  beautiful  that  all  the  birds  fell  in  love  with  her. 
There  were  no  other  creatures  except  birds  to  fall  in  love  with 
her,  because  her  sheep  were  too  busy  fattening  themselves  for 
the  Corinthian  cattle-market  to  pay  any  attention  to  her. 
They  were  conscientious  sheep,  you  see,  and  wished  to  do  credit 
to  the  Arcadian  pastures.”  Jack  Dunquerque  began  to  feel 
great  freedom  in  the  allegorical  method. 

“  Well,  Jack  ?  ” 

“Well,  Phil,  the  birds  flew  about  in  the  woods,  singing  to' 
each  other  how  lovely  she  was,  how  prettily  she  played,  and 
how  sweetly  she  sang.  Nobody  understood  what  they  said, 
but  it  pleased  this  little  maid.  Presently  she  grew  a  tall 
maid,  like  yourself,  Phil.  And  then  she  came  out  into  the 
world.  She  was  just  like  you,  Phil ;  she  had  the  same  bright 
eyes,  and  the  same  laugh,  and  the  same  identical  sunlit  face ; 
and  0  Phil,  she  had  your  very  same  charming  ways !  ” 

“Jack,  do  you  really  mean  it?  Do  you  like  my  face,  and 
are  my  ways  really  and  truly  not  rough  and  awkward  ?  ” 

Jack  shook  his  head. 

“Your  face  is  entrancing,  Phil;  and  your  ways  are  more 
charming  than  I  can  tell  you.  Well,  she  came  into  the  world 
and  looked  about  her.  It  was  a  pleasant  world,  she  thought. 
And  then — I  think  I  will  tell  you  the  rest  of  the  story  another 
time,  Phil.” 

“  Jack,  did  other  people  besides  birds  love  your  maid  of 
Arcadia  ?  ” 

“  I'm  afraid  they  did,”  he  groaned.  “  A  good  many  other 
people — confound  them  !  ” 

Phil  looked  puzzled.  Why  did  he  groan  ?  Why  should 
not  all  the  world  love  the  Arcadian  maid  if  they  pleased  ? 

Then  they  went  out,  Jack  being  rather  silent. 

“  This  is  a  great  deal  better  than  driving  with  Mrs.  Oassilis, 
Jack,”  said  the  girl,  as  she  made  her  first  acquaintance  with 
a  hansom  cab.  “  It  is  like  sitting  in  a  chair,  while  all  the 
people  move  past.  Look  at  the  faces,  Jack  ;  how  they  stare 
straight  before  them !  Is  work  so  dear  to  them  that  they 
cannot  find  time  to  look  at  each  other  ?  ” 

“Work  is  not  dear  to  them  at  all,  I  think,”  said  Jack. 
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(c  If  I  Were  a  clergyman  I  should  talk  nonsense  and  say  that 
it  is  the  race  for  gold.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  I  believe  it  is  a 
race  for  bread.  Those  hard  faces  have  got  wives  and  children 
at  home,  and  life  is  difficult,  that  is  all.” 

Phillis  was  silent  again. 

They  drove  through  the  crowded  City,  where  the  roll  of  the 
vehicles  thundered  on  the  girl’s  astonished  ears,  and  the  hard- 
faced  crowd  sped  swiftly  past  her.  Life  was  too  multitudinous, 
too  complex,  for  her  brain  to  take  it  in.  The  shops  did  not 
interest  her  now,  nor  the  press  of  business ;  it  was  the  never- 
ending  rush  of  the  anxious  crowd.  She  tried  to  realise,  if 
ever  so  faintly,  that  every  one  of  their  faces  meant  a  distinct 
and  important  personality.  It  was  too  much  for  her,  and, 
as  it  did  to  the  Persian  monarch,  the  multitudes  brought 
tears  into  her  eyes. 

“Where  are  all  the  women?  ”  she  asked  Jack  at  length. 

“  At  home.  These  men  are  working  for  them.  They  are 
spending  the  money  which  their  husbands  and  fathers  fight  for.” 

She  was  silent  again. 

The  crowd  diminished,  but  not  much  ;  the  street  grew 
narrower.  Presently  they  came  to  an  open  space,  and  beyond 
— oh,  joy  of  joys  ! — the  Tower  of  London,  which  she  knew 
from  the  pictures. 

Only  country  people  go  to  the  Tower  of  London.  It  would 
almost  seem  a  kindness  to  London  readers  were  I  to  describe 
this  national  gaudy-show.  But  it  is  better,  perhaps,  that  its 
splendours  should  remain  unknown,  like  those  of  the  National 
Gallery  and  the  British  Museum.  The  solitudes  of  London 
are  not  too  many,  and  its  convenient  testing  places  are  few. 
The  beefeater  who  conducted  the  flock  attached  himself 
specially  to  Phillis,  thereby  showing  that  good  taste  has 
found  a  home  among  beefeaters.  Phillis  asked  him  a  thou¬ 
sand  questions.  She  was  eager  to  see  everything.  She 
begged  him  to  take  them  slowly  down  the  long  line  of 
armoured  warriors ;  she  did  not  care  for  the  arms,  except  for 
such  as  she  had  heard  about,  as  bows  and  arrows,  pikes,  battle- 
axes,.  and  spears.  She  lingered  in  the  room  where  Sir  Walter 
Raleigh  was  confined ;  she  studied  the  construction  of  the 
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headsman  s  axe  and  the  block ;  she  glowed  with  delight  at 
j  finding  herself  in  the  old  chapel  of  the  White  Tower.  ^  Jack 
:  did  not  understand  her  enthusiasm.  It  was  his  own  first 
visit  also  to  the  Tower,  but  he  was  unaffected  by  its  historical 
j  associations.  Nor  did  he  greatly  care  for  the  arms  and  armour. 

Think  of  Phillis.  Her  guardian’s  favourite  lessons  to  her 
had  been  in  history.  He  would  read  her  passages  at  which 
her  pulse  would  quicken  and  her  eyes  light  up.  Somehow 
these  seemed  all  connected  with  the  Tower.  She  constructed 
an  imaginary  Tower  in  her  own  mind,  and  peopled  it  with 
the  ghosts  of  martyred  lords  and  suffering  ladies.  But  the 
palace  of  her  soul  was  as  nothing  compared  with  the  grim 
grey  fortress  that  she  saw.  The  knights  of  her  imagination 
were  poor  creatures  compared  with  these  solid  heroes  of  steel 
and  iron  on  their  wooden  chargers ;  the  dungeon  in  which 
Paleigh  pined  was  far  more  gloomy  than  any  she  had 
pictured;  the  ghosts  of  slain  rebels  and  murdered  princes 
gained  in  her  imagination  a  place  and  surroundings  worthy 
of  their  haunts.  The  first  sight  of  London  which  an  American 
visits  is  the  Tower;  the  first  place  which  the  boy  associates 
with  the  past,  and  longs  to  see,  is  that  old  pile  beside  the 
Thames. 

Phillis  came  away  at  length,  with  a  sigh  of  infinite  satis¬ 
faction.  On  the  way  home  she  said  nothing  ;  but  Jack  saw,  by 
her  absorbed  look,  that  the  girl  was  happy.  She  was  adjust¬ 
ing’,  bit  by  bit,  her  memories  and  her  fancies  with  the  reality. 
She  was  trying  to  fit  the  stories  her  guardian  had  read  her 
so  often  with  the  chambers  and  the  courts  she  had  just  seen. 

Jack  watched  her  stealthily.  A  great  wave  of  passion 
rolled  over  the  heart  of  this  young  man  whenever  he  looked 
at  this  girl.  He  loved  her ;  there  was  no  longer  any  possible 
doubt  of  that ;  and  she  only  liked  him.  What  a  difference  ! 
And  to  think  that  the  French  have  only  one  word  for  both 
emotions  !  She  liked  to  be  with  him,  to  talk  to  him,  because 
he  was  young  and  she  could  talk  to  him.  But  love  ?  Cold 
Dian  was  not  more  free  from  love. 

“  I  can  make  most  of  it  out,”  the  girl  said,  turning  to 
Jack.  “All  except  Lady  Jane  Grey.  I  cannot  understand 
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at  all  about  her.  You  must  take  me  again.  We  will  get 
that  dear  old  beefeater  all  by  himself,  and  we  will  spend  the 
whole  day  there,  you  and  I  together,  shall  we  not  ?  ” 

Then,  after  her  wont,  she  put  the  Tower  out  of  her  mind 
and  began  to  talk  about  what  she  saw.  They  passed  a  print- 
seller’s.  She  wanted  to  look  at  a  picture  in  the  window, 
and  Jack  stopped  the  cab  and  took  her  into  the  shop. 

He  observed,  not  without  dismay,  that  she  had  not  the 
most  rudimentary  ideas  on  the  subject  of  purchase.  She  had 
only  once  been  in  a  shop,  and  then,  if  I  remember  rightly, 
the  bill  was  sent  to  Mr.  Joseph  Jagenel.  Phillis  turned  over 
the  engravings  and  photographs,  and  selected  half  a  dozen. 

Jack  paid  the  bill  next  day.  It  was  not  much  over  fifteen 
pounds — a  mere  trifle  to  a  Younger  Son  with  four  hundred  a 
year.  And  then  he  had  the  pleasure  of  seeing  the  warm 
glow  of  pleasure  in  her  eyes  as  she  took  the  “  Light  of  the 
World  ”  from  the  portfolio.  Pictures  were  her  books,  and  she 
took  them  home  to  read. 

At  last,  and  all  too  soon,  they  came  back  to  Carnarvon 
Square. 

“  Good-bye,  Phil,”  said  Jack,  before  he  knocked  at  the 
door.  “  You  have  had  a  pleasant  day  ?  ” 

“Very  pleasant,  Jack;  and  all  through  you,”  she  replied. 
“  Oh,  what  a  good  thing  for  me  that  we  became  friends  !  ” 

He  thought  it  might  in  the  end  be  a  bad  thing  for  himself, 
but  he  did  not  say  so.  For  every  hour  plunged  the  unhappy 
young  man  deeper  in  the  ocean  of  love,  and  he  grew  more 
than  ever  conscious  that  the  part  he  at  present  played  would 
not  be  regarded  with  favour  by  her  guardian. 

“Jack,”  she  said,  while  her  hand  rested  in  his,  and  her 
frank  eyes  looked  straight  in  his  face  with  an  expression  in 
which  there  was  no  love  at  all — he  saw  that  clearly — but 
only  free  and  childlike  affection, — “Jack— why  do  you  look 
at  me  so  sadly  ? — Jack,  if  I  were  like — if  I  were  meant  for 

that  maiden  of  Arcadia  you  told  me  of” - 

“Yes,  Phil?” 

“  If  other  people  in  the  world  loved  me,  you  would  love  me 
too  a  little,  wouldn’t  you  ?  ” 
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“  Hearken  what  the  inner  spirit  sings, 

‘  There  is  no  joy  but  calm.’ 

Why  should  we  only  toil,  the  roof  and  crown  of  things  ?  ” 


AWRENCE  COLQUHOUN  was  coming  home.  Phillis, 


-Li  counting  the  days,  remembered,  with  a  little  prick  of 
conscience,  that  Jack  Dunquerque  had  never  told  her  a  single 
word  concerning  her  second  guardian.  He  was  about  forty 
years  of  age,  as  old  as  Joseph  Jagenal.  She  pictured  a  grave 
heavy  man,  with  massive  forehead,  thick  black  hair,  and  a 
responsible  manner.  She  knew  too  that  there  was  to  be  a 
change  in  her  life,  but  of  what  kind  she  could  not  tell.  The 
present  mode  of  living  was  happiness  enough  for  her  :  a  drive 
with  Mrs.  Cassilis — odd  that  Phillis  could  never  remove  from 
herself  the  impression  that  Mrs.  Cassilis  disliked  her ;  a  walk 
with  J oseph  to  his  office  and  back  in  the  morning ;  a  day  of 
occasional  delight  with  her  best  friend,  Jack  the  unscrupulous; 
her  drawing  for  amusement  and  occupation ;  and  a  widely- 
increased  area,  so  to  speak,  of  dress  discussion  with  her  maid. 

Antoinette,  once  her  fellow-prisoner,  now  emancipated  like 
herself,  informed  her  young  mistress  that  should  the  new 
guardian  insist  on  a  return  to  captivity,  she,  Antoinette, 
would  immediately  resign.  Her  devotion  to  Phillis,  she  ex¬ 
plained,  was  unalterable ;  but,  contrary  to  the  experience  of 
the  bard,  stone  walls,  in  her  own  case,  did  make  a  prison. 
Was  Mademoiselle  going  to  resign  all  these  pleasures  ? — she 
pointed  to  the  evening-dresses,  the  walking-dresses,  the  riding- 
habits — was  Mademoiselle  about  to  give  up  taking  walks  when 
and  where  she  pleased  ?  was  Mademoiselle  ready  to  let  the 
young  gentleman,  Monsieur  Dunquerque,  waste  his  life  in 
regrets — and  he  so  brave,  so  good  ?  Antoinette,  it  may  be 
observed,  had,  in  the  agreeable  society  of  Jane  the  housemaid, 
Clarissa  the  cook,  and  Victoria  Pamela,  assistant  in  either 
department,  already  received  enlightenment  in  the  usages  of 
London  courtship.  She  herself,  a  little  flirt  with  the  Norman 
blue  eyes  and  light-brown  hair,  was  already  the  object  of  a 
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devouring  passion  on  the  part  of  a  young  gentleman  who  cut 
other  gentlemen’s  hair  in  a  neighbouring  street.  Further, 
did  Mademoiselle  reflect  on  the  wickedness  of  burying  herself 
and  her  beautiful  eyes  out  of  everybody’s  sight  ? 

A  change  was  inevitable.  Phillis  would  willingly  have 
stayed  on  at  Carnarvon  Square,  where  the  Twins  amused  her, 
and  the  lawyer  Joseph  was  kind  to  her.  But  Mrs.  Cassilis 
explained  that  this  was  impossible ;  that  steps  would  have  to 
be  taken  with  regard  to  her  future ;  and  that  the  wishes  of 
her  guardian  must  be  consulted  till  she  was  of  age. 

“You  are  now  nineteen,  my  dear.  You  have  two  years  to 
wait.  Then  you  will  come  into  possession  of  your  fortune, 
and  you  will  be  your  own  mistress,  at  liberty  to  live  where 
and  how  you  please.” 

Phillis  listened,  but  made  no  reply.  It  was  a  new  thought 
to  her  that  in  two  years  she  would  be  personally  responsible 
for  the  conduct  and  management  of  her  own  life,  obliged  to 
think  and  decide  for  herself,  and  undertaking  all  the  respon¬ 
sibilities  and  consequences  of  her  own  actions.  Then  she 
remembered  Abraham  Dyson’s  warning  and  maxims.  They 
once  fell  unheeded  on  her  brain,  which  was  under  strict  ward 
and  tutelage,  just  like  exhortations  to  avoid  the  sins  of  the 
world  on  the  ears  of  convent  girls.  Now  she  remembered 
them. 

“  Life  is  made  up  of  meeting  bills  drawn  on  the  future  by 
the  improvidence  of  youth.” 

This  was  a  very  mysterious  maxim,  and  one  which  had 
often  puzzled  her.  Now  she  began  to  understand  what  was 
meant. 

“  The  consequences  of  our  own  actions  are  what  men  call 
fate.  They  accompany  us  like  our  shadows.” 

Hitherto,  she  thought,  she  had  had  no  chance  of  performing 
any  action  of  her  own  at  all.  She  forgot  how  she  asked  Jack 
Dunquerque  to  luncheon  and  went  to  the  Tower  with  him. 

“  Every  moment  of  a  working  life  may  be  a  decisive 
victory.” 

That  would  begin  in  two  years’  time. 

Brave  men  act ;  philosophers  discuss  ;  cowards  run  away. 
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The  brave  are  often  killed  ;  the  talkers  are  always  left  behind  ; 
the  cowards  are  caught  and  cashiered.” 

Better  to  act  and  be  killed  than  to  run  away  and  be  dis¬ 
graced,  thought  Phillis.  That  was  a  thing  to  be  remembered 
in  two  years’  time. 

“Women  see  things  through  the  haze  of  a  foolish  education. 
They  manage  their  affairs  badly  because  they  are  unable  to 
reason.  You,  Phillis,  who  have  never  learned  to  read,  are  the 
mistress  of  your  own  mind.  Keep  it  clear.  Get  information 
and  remember  it.  Learn  by  hearing  and  watching.” 

She  was  still  learning — learning  something  new  every  day. 

“  It  is  not  in  my  power  to  complete  your  education,  Phillis. 
That  must  be  done  by  some  one  else.  When  it  is  finished  you 
will  understand  the  whole.  But  do  not  be  in  a  hurry.” 

When  would  the  finisher  of  her  education  come?  Was  it 
Lawrence  Colquhoun  ?  And  how  would  it  be  finished  ? 
Surely  some  time  in  the  next  two  years  would  complete  the 
edifice,  and  she  would  step  out  into  the  world  at  twenty-one, 
her  own  mistress,  responsible  for  her  actions,  equipped  at  all 
points  to  meet  the  chances  and  dangers  of  her  life. 

So  she  waited,  argued  with  herself,  and  counted  the  days. 

Meantime  her  conduct  towards  the  Twins  inspired  these 
young  men  with  mingled  feelings  of  uncertainty  and  pleasure. 
She  made  their  breakfast,  was  considerate  in  the  morning, 
and  did  not  ask  them  to  talk.  When  the  little  dialogue 
mentioned  in  an  early  chapter  was  finished,  she  would  herself 
pick  out  a  flower — there  were  always  flowers  on  the  table,  in 
deference  to  their  artistic  tastes — for  their  buttonholes,  and 
despatch  them  with  a  smile. 

That  was  very  satisfactory. 

At  dinner,  too,  she  would  turn  from  one  to  the  other  while 
they  discoursed  sublimely  on  Art  in  its  higher  aspects.  They 
took  it  for  admiration.  It  was  in  reality  curiosity  to  know 
what  they  meant. 

After  dinner  she  would  too  often  confine  her  conversation 
to  Joseph.  On  these  occasions  the  brethren  would  moodily 
disappear,  and  retire  to  their  own  den,  where  they  lit  pipes 
and  smoked  in  silence. 
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In  point  of  fact  they  were  as  vain  as  a  brace  of  peacocks, 
and  as  jealous  as  a  domestic  pet,  if  attention  were  shown  by 
the  young  lady  to  any  but  themselves. 

Caesar,  it  may  be  observed,  quickly  learned  to  distinguish 
between  the  habits  of  Phillis  and  those  of  his  masters.  He 
never  now  offered  to  take  the  former  into  a  public-house, 
while  he  ostentatiously,  so  to  speak,  paraded  his  knowledge 
of  the  adjacent  bars  when  convoying  the  Twins. 

One  afternoon  Phillis  took  it  into  her  head  to  carry  up  tea 
to  the  Twins  herself. 

Cornelius  was,  as  usual,  sound  asleep  in  an  easy-chair,  his 
head  half  resting  upon  one  hand,  and  his  pale  cheek  lit  up 
with  a  sweet  and  childlike  smile — he  was  dreaming  of  vintage 
wines.  He  looked  sweetly  poetical,  and  it  was  a  thousand 
pities  that  his  nose  was  so  red.  On  the  table  lay  his  blotting- 
pad,  and  on  it,  clean  and  spotless,  was  the  book  destined  to 
receive  his  epic  poem. 

Phillis  touched  the  Divine  Bard  lightly  on  the  shoulder. 

He  thought  it  was  Jane  ;  stretched,  yawned,  relapsed,  and 
then  awoke,  fretful,  like  a  child  of  five  months. 

“  Give  me  the  tea,”  he  grumbled.  “  Too  sweet  again,  I 
dare  say,  like  yesterday.” 

“  Ho  sugar  at  all  in  it,  Mr.  Cornelius.” 

He  sprang  into  consciousness  at  the  voice. 

“  My  dear  Miss  Fleming  !  Is  it  really  you  ?  You  have  con¬ 
descended  to  visit  the  Workshop,  and  you  find  the  Labourer 
asleep.  I  feel  like  a  sentinel  found  slumbering  at  his  post. 
Pray  do  not  think — it  is  an  accident  quite  novel  to  me — the 
exhaustion  of  continuous  effort,  I  suppose.” 

She  looked  about  the  room. 

“I  see  books;  I  see  a  table;  I  see  a  blotting-pad;  and” - - 

She  actually,  to  the  Poet’s  horror,  turned  over  the  leaves  of 
the  stitched  book,  with  Humphrey’s  ornamental  title-page. 
“  Not  a  word  written.  Where  is  your  work,  Mr.  Cornelius  ?  ” 

“  I  work  at  poesy.  That  book,  Miss  Fleming,  is  for  the 
reception  of  my  great  epic  when  it  is  completed.  Non  omnis 
moriar.  There  will  be  found  in  that  blank  book  the  structure 
of  a  lifetime.  I  shall  live  by  a  single  work,  like  Homer.” 
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“  What  is  it  all  about  ?  ”  asked  Phillis.  She  set  the  tea  on 
the  table  and  sat  down,  looking  up  at  the  Poet,  who  rose  from 
his  easy  chair  and  made  answer,  walking  up  and  down  the 
room  : 

“  It  is  called  the  Upheaving  of  JElfred.  In  the  darkest 
moments  of  HDlfred’s  life,  while  he  is  hiding  amid  the  Somer¬ 
setshire  morasses,  comes  the  Spirit  of  his  Career,  and  guides 
him  in  a  vision,  step  by  step,  to  his  crowning  triumphs. 
Episodes  are  introduced.  That  of  the  swineherd  and  the 
milkmaid  is  a  delicate  pastoral,  which  I  hope  will  stand  side 
by  side  with  the  Daphnis  and  Chloe.  When  it  is  finished, 
would  you  like  me  to  read  you  a  few  cantos  ?  ” 

“  No,  thank  you  very  much,”  said  Phillis.  “  I  think  I 
know  all  that  I  want  to  know  about  Alfred.  Disguised  as  a 
neatherd,  he  took  refuge  in  Athelney,  where  one  day,  being 
set  to  bake  some  cakes  by  the  woman  of  the  cottage,  he 

became  so  absorbed  in  his  own  meditations  that - 1  never 

thought  it  a  very  interesting  story.” 

“  The  loves  of  the  swineherd  and  the  milkmaid” - the 

Poet  began. 

“  Yes,”  Phillis  interrupted,  unfeelingly.  “  But  I  hardly 
think  I  care  much  for  swineherds.  And  if  I  had  been  Alfred 
I  should  have  liked  the  stupid  story  about  the  cakes  forgotten. 
Can’t  you  write  me  some  words  for  music,  Mr.  Cornelius  ?  Do, 
and  I  will  sing  them  to  something  or  other.  Or  write  some 
verses  on  subjects  that  people  care  to  hear  about,  as  Words¬ 
worth  did.  My  guardian  used  to  read  Wordsworth  to  me.” 

“  Wordsworth  could  not  write  a  real  epic,”  said  Cornelius. 

“  Could  he  not  ?  Perhaps  he  preferred  writing  other 
things.  Now  I  must  carry  Mr.  Humphrey  his  tea.  Good¬ 
bye,  Mr.  Cornelius ;  and  do  not  go  to  sleep  again.” 

Humphrey,  too,  was  asleep  on  his  sofa.  Ilaffaelle  himself 
could  not  have  seemed  a  more  ideal  painter.  The  very  lights 
of  the  afternoon  harmonised  with  the  purple  hue  of  his  velvet 
coat,  the  soft  brown  silkiness  of  his  beard,  and  his  high  pale 
forehead.  Like  his  brother,  Humphrey  spoiled  the  artistic 
effect  by  that  unlucky  redness  of  the  nose. 

The  same  awakening  was  performed. 
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“  I  have  just  found  your  brother,”  said  Phillis,  “  at  work 
on  Poetry.” 

“Noble  fellow,  Cornelius!”  murmured  the  Artist.  “Always 
at  it.  Always  with  nose  to  the  grindstone.  He  will  overdo 
it  some  day.” 

“  I  hope  not,”  said  Phillis,  with  a  gleam  in  her  eye.  “  I 
sincerely  hope  not.  Perhaps  he  is  stronger  than  lie  looks. 
And  what  are  you  doing,  Mr.  Humphrey  ?  ” 

“  You  found  me  asleep.  The  bow  stretched  too  long  must 
snap  or  be  unbent.” 

“  Yes,”  said  Phillis  ;  “  you  were  exhausted  with  work.” 

“  My  great  picture — no,  it  is  not  on  the  canvas,”  for  Phillis 
was  looking  at  the  bare  easel. 

“  Where  is  it,  then  ?  Do  show  it  to  me.” 

“  When  the  groups  are  complete  I  will  let  you  criticise 
them.  It  may  be  that  I  shall  learn  something  from  an  art¬ 
less  and  unconventional  nature  like  your  own.” 

“  Thank  you,”  said  Phillis.  “  That  is  a  compliment,  I  am 
sure.  What  is  the  subject  of  the  picture  ?  ” 

“  It  is  the  £  Birth  of  the  Renaissance.'  An  allegorical 
picture.  There  will  be  two  hundred  and  twenty-three  figures 
in  the  composition.” 

“  The  ‘  Birth  of  the  Renaissance,’  ”  Phillis  mused.  “  I 
think  I  know  all  about  that.  ‘  On  the  taking  of  Constanti¬ 
nople  in  the  year  1433,  the  dispersed  Greeks  made  their  way 
to  the  kingdoms  of  the  West,  carrying  with  them  Byzantine 
learning  and  culture.  Italy  became  the  chosen  home  of  these 
exiles.  The  almost  simultaneous  invention  of  printing, 
coupled  with  an  outburst  of  genius  in  painting  and  poetry, 
and  a  new-born  thirst  for  classical  knowledge,  made  up  what 
is  known  by  the  name  of  the  Renaissance.’  That  is  what 
my  guardian  told  me  one  night.  I  think  that  I  do  not  want 
to  see  any  picture  on  that  subject.  Sit  down  now  and  draw 
me  a  girl’s  face.” 

He  shook  his  head. 

“  Art  cannot  be  forced,”  he  replied. 

“Mr.  Humphrey,” — her  eyes  began  to  twinkle, — “when 
you  have  time —  I  should  not  like  to  force-  your  Art,  but 
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when  you  have  time — paint  me  a  little  group :  yourself, 
Mr.  Cornelius,  and  Csesar,  in  the  morning  walk.  You  may 
choose  for  the  moment  of  illustration  either  your  going  into 
or  your  coming  out  of  the  Carnarvon  Arms  ;  when  you  intend 
to  have  or  when  you  have  had  your  little  whack.” 

She  laughed  and  ran  away. 

Humphrey  sat  upright,  and  gazed  at  the  door  through 
which  she  fled.  Then  he  looked  round  helplessly  for  his 
brother,  who  was  not  there. 

“Little  whack!”  he  murmured.  “Where  did  she  learn 
the  phrase  ?  And  how  does  she  know  that — Caesar  could 
not  have  told  her.” 

He  was  veiy  sad  all  the  evening,  and  opened  his  heart  to 
his  brother  when  they  sought  the  Studio  at  nine,  an  hour 
earlier  than  usual. 

“  I  wish  she  had  not  come,”  he  said ;  “  she  makes  un¬ 
pleasant  remarks.” 

“  She  does ;  she  laughed  at  my  epic  to-day.”  The  Poet, 
who  sat  in  a  dressing-gown,  drew  the  cord  tighter  round  his 
waist,  and  tossed  up  his  head  with  a  gesture  of  indignation. 

“  And  she  laughed  at  my  picture.” 

“  She  is  dangerous,  Humphrey.” 

“  She  watches  people  when  they  go  for  a  morning  walk, 
Cornelius,  and  makes  allusion  to  the  Carnarvon  Arms  and 
to  afternoon  naps.” 

“  If,  Humphrey,  we  have  once  or  twice  been  obliged  to  go 
to  the  Carnarvon  Arms  ” - 

“  Or  have  been  surprised  into  an  afternoon  nap,  Cor¬ 
nelius  - 

“  That  is  no  reason  why  we  should  be  ashamed  to  have 
the  subjects  mentioned.  I  should  hope  that  this  young  lady 
would  not  speak  of  Us — of  You,  brother  Humphrey,  and  of 
Myself — save  with  reverence.” 

“  She  has  no  reverence,  brother  Cornelius.” 

“Jane  certainly  tells  me,”  said  the  Poet,  “that  a  short 
time  ago  she  brought  Mr.  Ronald  Dunquerque,  then  a  com¬ 
plete  stranger,  to  my  room,  when  I  happened  by  tbe  rarest 
accident  to  be  asleep,  and  showed  me  to  him.” 
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“  If  one  could  hope  that  she  was  actuated  only  by  respect ! 
But  no,  I  hardly  dare  to  think  that.  Then,  I  suppose,  she 
brought  her  visitor  to  the  Studio.” 

“  Brother  Humphrey,  we  always  do  the  same  thing  at  the 
same  time.” 

“  Mutatis  mutandis,  my  dear  Cornelius.  I  design,  you 
write ;  I  group,  you  clothe  your  conceptions  in  undying 
words.  Perhaps  we  both  shall  live.  It  was  on  the  same 
day  that  she  drew  the  sketch  of  me  asleep.”  Humphrey’s 
mind  was  still  running  on  the  want  of  respect.  “  Here 

it  IS. 

“  Forsitan  hoc  nomen  nostrum  miscebitur  illis,”  resumed 
the  Poet,  looking  at  the  sketch.  “  The  child  has  a  wonderful 
gift  at  catching  a  likeness.  If  it  were  not  for  the  annoyance 
one  might  feel  pleased.  The  girl  is  young  and  pretty.  If 
our  years  are  double  what  they  should  be,  our  hearts  are 
half  our  years.” 

“  They  are.  We  cannot  be  angry  with  her.” 

“  Impossible.” 

“Dear  little  Phillis !  ” — she  was  a  good  inch  taller  than 
either  of  the  Twins,  who,  indeed,  were  exactly  the  same 
height,  and  it  was  five  feet  four — “  she  is  charming  in  spite, 
pei’haps  on  account,  of  her  faults.  Her  property  is  in  the 
Funds,  you  said,  Cornelius  ?  ” 

“  Three-per-cents.  Fifty  thousand  pounds — fifteen  hun¬ 
dred  a  year ;  which  is  about  half  what  Joseph  pays  income- 
tax  upon.  A  pleasant  income,  brother  Humphrey.” 

“  Yes,  I  dare  say.”  Humphrey  tossed  the  question  of 
money  aside.  “  You  and  I,  Cornelius,  are  among  the  few 
who  care  nothing  about  three-per-cents.  What  is  money  to 
us  ?  what  have  we  to  do  with  incomes  ?  Art,  glorious  Art, 
brother,  is  our  mistress.  She  pays  us,  not  in  sordid  gold, 
but  in  smiles,  in  gleams  of  a  heaven  not  to  be  reached  by 
the  common  herd,  in  skies  of  a  radiance  visible  only  to  the 
votary’s  eye.” 

Cornelius  sighed  response.  It  was  thus  that  the  brothers 
kept  up  the  sacred  flame  of  artistic  enthusiasm.  Pity  that 
they  were  compelled  to  spend  their  working  hours  in  sub- 
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jection  to  sleep  instead  of  Art.  Our  actions  and  our  principles 
are  so  often  at  variance  that  their  case  is  not  uncommon. 

Then  they  had  their  first  split  soda ;  then  they  lit  their 
pipes ;  for  it  Was  ten  o’clock.  Phillis  was  gone  to  bed ; 
Joseph  was  in  his  own  room;  the  fire  was  bright  and  the 
hearth  clean.  The  Twins  sat  at  opposite  sides,  with  the 
“  materials  ”  on  a  chess-table  between  them,  and  prepared 
to  make  the  usual  night  of  it. 

“  Cornelius,”  said  Humphrey,  “  Joseph  is  greatly  changed 
since  she  came.” 

The  Poet  sat  up  and  leaned  forward,  with  a  nod  signifying 
concurrence. 

“  He  is,  Humphrey ;  now  you  mention  it,  he  is.  And  you 
think  ” - 

“I  am  afraid,  Cornelius,  that  Joseph,  a  most  thoughtful 
man  in  general,  and  quite  awake  to  the  responsibilities  of 
his  position  ” - 

“  It  is  not  every  younger  son,  brother  Humphrey,  who  has 
two  men  like  ourselves  to  maintain  in  a  befitting  manner. 
Posterity  will  reward  him.” 

u  Quite  so.  But  I  fear,  brother  Cornelius,  that  Joseph  has 
thought  of  changing  his  condition  in  life.” 

Cornelius  turned  pale. 

“  He  has  her  to  breakfast  with  him  ;  she  walks  to  the  office 
with  him  ;  she  makes  him  talk  at  dinner.  Joseph  never  used 
to  talk  with  us.  He  sits  in  the  drawing-room  after  dinner. 
He  used  to  go  straight  to  his  own  room.” 

“  This  is  grave,”  said  the  Poet.  “  You  must  not,  my  dear 
Humphrey,  have  the  gorgeous  colouring  and  noble  execution 
of  your  groups  spoiled  by  the  sordid  cares  of  life.  If  Joseph 
marries,  you  and  I  would  be  thrown  upon  the  streets,  so  to 
speak.  What  is  two  hundred  a  year  ?  ” 

“  Nor  must  you,  my  dear  brother,  have  the  delicate  fancies 
of  your  brain  shaken  up  and  clouded  by  mean  and  petty 
anxieties.” 

“  Humphrey,”  said  the  Poet,  “  come  to  me  in  half  an  hour 
in  the  Workshop.  This  is  a  time  for  Action.” 

It  was  only  half- past  ten,  and  the  night  was  but  just 
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begun.  He  buttoned  his  dressing-gown  aci’oss  his  chest, 
tightened  the  cord,  and  strode  solemnly  out  of  the  room. 
The  Painter  heard  his  foot  descend  the  stairs. 

“  Excellent  Cornelius,”  he  murmured,  lighting  his  second 
pipe ;  “  he  lives  but  for  others.” 

Joseph  was  sitting  as  usual  before  a  pile  of  papers.  It 
was  quite  true  that  Phillis  was  brightening  up  the  life  of 
this  hard-working  lawyer.  His  early  breakfast  was  a  time 
of  pleasure ;  his  walk  to  the  office  was  not  a  solitary  one ; 
he  looked  forward  to  dinner ;  and  he  found  the  evenings 
tolerable.  Somehow,  Joseph  Jagenal  had  never  known  any 
of  the  little  agrdmens  of  life.  From  bed  to  desk,  from  desk 
to  bed,  save  when  a  dinner-party  became  a  necessity,  had 
been  his  life  from  the  day  his  articles  were  signed. 

“  You,  Cornelius  ?  ”  He  looked  up  from  his  work,  and 
laid  down  his  pen.  “  This  is  unexpected.” 

“  I  am  glad  to  find  you,  as  usual,  at  work,  Joseph.  We  are  a 
hard-working  family.  You  with  law-books  ;  poor  Humphrey, 
and  I  with -  But  never  mind.” 

He  sighed  and  sat  down. 

“  Why  poor  Humphrey  ?  ” 

“  Joseph,  we  were  happy  before  this  young  lady  came.” 

“  What  has  Phillis  done  ?  Why,  we  were  then  old  fogies, 
with  our  bachelor  ways  ;  and  she  has  roused  us  up  a  little. 
And  again,  why  poor  Humphrey  ?  ” 

“  We  were  settled  down  in  a  quiet  stream  of  labour,  think¬ 
ing  that  there  would  be  no  change.  I  see  a  great  change 
coming  over  us  now.” 

“  What  change  ?  ” 

“Joseph,  if  it  were  not  for  Humphrey  I  should  rejoice. 
I  should  say,  ‘  Take  her;  be  happy  in  your  own  way.’  For 
me,  I  only  sing  of  love.  I  might  perhaps  sing  as  well  in  a 
garret  and  on  a  crust  of  bread,  therefore  it  matters  nothing. 
It  is  for  Humphrey  that  I  feel.  How  can  that  delicately- 
organised  creature,  to  whom  warmth,  comfort,  and  ease  are 
as  necessary  as  sunshine  to  the  flower,  face  the  outer  world  ? 
For  his  sake,  I  ask  you,  Joseph,  to  reconsider  your  project, 
and  pause  before  you  commit  yourself.” 
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Joseph  was  accustomed  to  this  kind  of  estimate  which  one 
Twin  invariably  made  of  the  other,  but  the  reason  for  making 
it  staggered  him.  He  actually  blushed.  Being  forty  years 
of  age,  a  bachelor,  and  a  lawyer — on  all  these  grounds  pre¬ 
sumably  acquainted  with  the  world  and  with  the  sex — he 
blushed  on  being  accused  of  nothing  more  than  a  mere 
tendency  in  the  direction  of  marriage. 

“  This  is  the  strangest  whim  !  ”  he  said.  “  Why,  Cornelius, 
I  am  as  likely  to  marry  Phillis  Fleming  as  I  am  to  send 
Humphrey  into  the  cold.  Dismiss  the  thought  at  once,  and 
let  the  matter  be  mentioned  no  more.  Good-night,  Cornelius.” 

He  turned  to  his  papers  again  with  the  look  of  one  who 
wishes  to  be  alone.  These  Twins  were  a  great  pride  to  him, 
but  he  could  not  help  sometimes  feeling  the  slightest  possible 
annoyance  that  they  were  not  as  other  men.  Still  they  were 
his  charge,  and  in  their  future  glory  his  own  name  would 
play  an  honourable  part. 

“Good-night,  Cornelius.  It  is  good  of  you  to  think  of 
Humphrey  first.  I  shall  not  marry — either  the  child  Phillis 
Fleming  or  any  other  woman.” 

“  Good-night,  my  dear  Joseph.  You  have  relieved  my 
mind  of  a  great  anxiety.  Good-night,” 

Five  minutes  afterwards  the  door  opened  again. 

Joseph  looked  round  impatiently 

This  time  it  was  Humphrey.  The  light  shone  picturesquely 
on  his  great  brown  beard,  so  carefully  trimmed  and  brushed ; 
on  the  velvet  jacket,  in  the  pockets  of  which  were  his  hands  ; 
and  on  his  soft,  large,  limpid  eyes,  so  full  of  unutterable 
artistic  perception,  such  lustrous  passion  for  colour  and  for 
form. 

“  Well,  Humphrey  !  ”  Joseph  exclaimed,  with  more  sharp¬ 
ness  than  he  was  wont  to  display  to  his  brothers.  “  Are  you 
come  here  on  the  same  wise  errand  as  Cornelius  ?  ” 

“  Has  Cornelius  been  with  you  ?  ”  asked  the  Painter  art¬ 
lessly.  “  What  did  Cornelius  come  to  you  for  ?  Poor  fellow ! 
he  is  not  ill,  I  trust.  I  thought  he  took  very  little  dinner 

to-dav.” 

*/ 

“  Tut,  tut !  Don't  you  know  why  he  came  here  ? 
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“  Certainly  not,  brother  Joseph.”  This  was  of  course 
strictly  true,  because  Cornelius  had  not  told  him.  Guesses 
are  not  evidence.  “  And  it  hardly  matters,  does  it  ?  ”  he 
asked,  with  a  sweet  smile.  “  For  myself,  I  come  because 
I  have  a  thing  to  say.” 

“  Well?  Come,  Humphrey,  don’t  beat  about  the  bush.” 

“  It  is  about  Miss — Fleming.” 

“  Ah  !  ” 

“  You  guess  already  what  I  have  to  say,  my  dear  Joseph. 
It  is  this  :  I  have  watched  the  birth  and  growth  of  your 
passion  for  this  young  lady.  In  some  respects  I  am  not 
surprised.  She  is  certainly  piquante  as  well  as  pretty.  But, 
my  dear  Joseph,  there  is  Cornelius.” 

Joseph  beat  the  tattoo  on  his  chair. 

“  Humphrey,”  he  groaned,  “  I  know  all  Cornelius’s  virtues.” 

“But  not  the  fragile  nature  of  his  beautifully  subtle  brain. 
That,  Joseph,  I  alone  know.  I  tremble  to  think  what  would 
become  of  that — that  delicice  muscirum,  were  he  to  be  deprived 
of  the  little  luxuries  which  are  to  him  necessities.  A  poet’s 
brain,  Joseph,  is  not  a  thing  lightly  to  be  dealt  with.” 

Joseph  was  touched  at  this  appeal. 

“You  are  really,  Humphrey,  the  most  tender-hearted  pair 
of  creatures  I  ever  saw.  Would  that  all  the  world  were  like 
you !  Take  my  assurance,  if  that  will  comfort  you,  that  I 
have  no  thought  whatever  of  marrying  Phillis  Fleming.” 

“  Joseph,” — Humphrey  grasped  his  hand, — “this  is  indeed 
a  sacrifice.” 

“  Not  at  all,”  returned  Joseph  sharply.  “  Sacrifice  ?  Non¬ 
sense.  And  please  remember,  Humphrey,  that  I  am  acting 
as  the  young  lady’s  guardian ;  that  she  is  an  heiress  ;  that 
she  is  intrusted  to  me ;  and  that  it  would  be  an  unworthy 
breach  of  trust  if  I  were  even  to  think  of  such  a  thing.  Be¬ 
sides  which,  I  have  a  letter  from  Mr.  Lawrence  Colquhoun, 
who  is  coming  home  immediately.  It  is  not  at  all  likely  that 
the  young  lady  will  remain  longer  under  my  charge.  Good¬ 
night,  Humphrey.” 

I  had  a  tiling  to  say  to  Joseph,”  said  Humphrey,  going 
up  to  the  Workshop,  “and  I  said  it.” 
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“  I  too  had  a  thing  to  say,”  said  the  Poet,  “  and  I  said  it.” 

“  Cornelius,  you  are  the  most  unselfish  creature  in  the 
world.” 

“  Humphrey,  you  are — I  have  always  maintained  it — too 
thoughtful,  much  too  thoughtful,  for  others.  Joseph  will  not 
marry.” 

“  I  know  it ;  and  my  mind  is  relieved.  Brother,  shall  we 
split  another  soda  ?  It  is  only  eleven.” 

Joseph  took  up  his  paper.  He  neither  smoked  nor  drank 
brandy-and-soda,  finding  in  his  work  occupation  which  left 
him  no  time  for  either.  To-night,  however,  he  could  not 
bring  his  mind  to  bear  upon  the  words  before  him. 

He  to  marry  ?  And  to  marry  Phillis  ?  The  thought  was 
new  and  startling.  He  put  it  from  him  ;  but  it  came  back. 
And  why  not  ?  he  asked  himself.  Why  should  not  he,  as  well 
as  the  rest  of  mankind,  have  his  share  of  love  and  beauty  ? 
To  be  sure,  it  would  be  a  breach  of  confidence,  as  he  told 
Humphrey.  But  Colquhoun  was  coming :  he  was  a  young 
man — his  own  age — only  forty ;  he  would  not  care  to  have  a 
girl  to  look  after ;  he  would — again  he  put  the  thought 
behind  him. 

But  all  night  long  Joseph  Jagenal  dreamed  a  strange  dream, 
in  which  soft  voices  whispered  things  in  his  ears,  and  he 
thrilled  in  his  sleep  at  the  rustle  of  a  woman’s  dress.  He 
could  not  see  her  face,— dreams  are  always  so  absurdly  im¬ 
perfect — but  he  recognised  her  figure,  and  it  was  that  of 
Phillis  Fleming. 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

“She  never  yet  was  foolish  that  was  fair.” 

THE  days  sped  on ;  but  each  day,  as  it  vanished,  made 
Phillis’s  heart  sadder,  because  it  brought  her  guardian 
nearer,  and  the  second  great  change  in  her  life,  she  thought, 
was  inevitable.  Think  of  a  girl,  brought  up  a  cloistered  nun, 
finding  her  liberty  for  a  few  short  weeks,  and  then  ordered 
back  to  her  whitewashed  cell.  Phillis’s  feelings  as  regards 
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Lawrence  Colquhoun’s  return  were  coloured  by  this  fear.  It 
seemed  as  if,  argument  and  probability  notwithstanding,  she 
might  be  suddenly  and  peremptorily  carried  back  to  prison, 
without  the  consolations  of  a  maid,  because  Antoinette,  as  we 
know,  would  refuse  to  accompany  her,  or  the  kindly  society 
of  poor  old  Abraham  Dyson,  now  lying  in  a  synonymous 
bosom. 

A  short  three  weeks  since  her  departure  from  Highgate ;  a 
short  six  weeks  since  Mr.  Dyson’s  death ;  and  the  world  was 
all  so  different.  She  looked  back  on  herself,  with  her  old 
ideas,  contemptuously.  “  Poor  Phillis  !  ”  she  thought,  “  she 
knew  so  little.”  And  as  happens  to  every  one  of  us,  in  every 
successive  stage  of  life,  she  seemed  to  herself  now  to  know 
everything.  Life  without  the  sublime  conceit  of  being  up¬ 
lifted,  by  reason  of  superior  inward  light  and  greater  outward 
experience,  above  other  men,  would  be  but  a  poor  thing. 
Phillis  thought  she  had  the  Key  to  Universal  Knowledge, 
and  that  she  was  on  the  high-road  to  make  that  part  of  her 
life  which  should  begin  in  two  years’  time  easy,  happy,  and 
clear  of  pitfalls.  Prom  the  Archbishop  of  Canterbury  to  Joe 
the  crossing-sweeper,  we  all  think  in  exactly  the  same  way. 
And  when  the  ages  bring  experience,  and  experience  does 
not  blot  out  memory,  we  recall  our  old  selves  with  a  kind  of 
shame — wonder  that  we  did  not  drop  into  the  snare,  and 
perish  miserably ;  and  presently  fall  to  thanking  God  that  we 
are  rid  of  a  Fool. 

A  fortnight.  Phillis  counted  the  days,  and  drew  a  histori¬ 
cal  record  of  every  one.  Jack  came  three  times  :  once  after 
Mrs.  Cassilis’s  dinner ;  once  when  he  took  her  to  the  Tower 
of  London  ;  and  once — I  have  been  obliged  to  omit  this  third 
visit — when  he  sat  for  his  portrait,  and  Phillis  drew  him  full 
length,  leaning  against  the  mantelshelf,  with  his  hands  in  his 
pockets — not  a  graceful  attitude,  but  an  easy  one,  and  new 
to  Phillis,  who  thought  it  characteristic.  She  caught  Jack’s 
cheerful  spirit  too,  and  fixed  it  by  a  touch  in  the  gleam  of  his 
eye.  Mrs.  Cassilis  came  four  times,  and  on  each  occasion  took 
the  girl  for  a  drive,  bought  something  for  her,  and  sent  the 
bill  to  Joseph  Jagenal.  On  each  occasion,  also,  she  asked 
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particularly  for  Lawrence  Colqulioun.  There  were  the  little 
events  with  the  Twins  which  we  have  recorded ;  and  there 
were  walks  with  Ceesar  about  the  square.  Once  Joseph 
Jagenal  took  her  to  a  picture-gallery,  where  she  wanted  to 
stay  and  copy  everything  ;  it  was  her  first  introduction  to  the 
higher  Art,  and  she  was  half  delighted,  half  confused.  If  Art 
critics  were  not  such  humbugs,  and  did  not  pretend  to  feel 
what  they  do  not,  they  might  help  the  world  to  a  better  under¬ 
standing  of  the  glories  of  painters.  As  it  is,  they  are  the  only 
people,  except  preachers,  to  whom  unreal  gush  is  allowed  by 
gods  and  men.  After  all,  as  no  Art  critic  of  the  modern  un¬ 
intelligible  gush-and-conceit  school  can  paint  or  draw,  per¬ 
haps  if  they  were  not  to  gush  and  pile  up  Alpine  heaps  of 
words  they  would  be  found  out  for  shallow  wind-bags.  The 
ideal  critic  in  Art  is  the  great  Master  who  sits  above  the  fear 
of  rivalry  or  the  imputation  of  envy;  in  Literature  it  is  the 
great  writer  from  whom  praise  is  honoured  and  dispraise  the 
admonition  of  a  teacher ;  in  the  Drama,  the  man  who  himself 
has  moved  the  House  with  his  words,  and  can  afford  to  look 
on  a  new  rising  playwright  with  kindliness. 

Phillis  in  the  Art  Gallery  was  the  next  best  critic  to  the 
calm  and  impartial  Master.  She  was  herself  artist  enough  to 
understand  the  difficulties  of  art;  she  had  that  intense  and  real 
feeling  for  form  and  colour  which  Humphrey  Jagenal  affected  ; 
and  her  taste  in  Art  was  good  enough  to  overmaster  her 
sympathy  with  the  subject.  Some  people  are  ready  to  weep 
at  a  tragical  subject,  however  coarse  the  daub,  just  as  they 
Weep  at  the  fustian  of  an  Adelphi  melodrama ;  Phillis  was 
ready  to  weep  when  the  treatment  and  the  subject  together 
were  worthy  of  her  tears.  It  seems  as  if  she  must  have  had 
her  nature  chilled ;  but  it  is  not  so. 

Time,  which  ought  to  be  represented  as  a  locomotive  engine, 
moved  on,  and  brought  Lawrence  Colquhoun  at  length  to 
London.  He  went  first  to  Joseph  Jagenal’s  office,  and  heard 
that  his  ward  was  in  safe-keeping  with  that  very  safe 
solicitor. 

“  It  was  difficult,”  Joseph  explained,  “  to  know  what  to  do. 
After  the  funeral  of  Mr.  Dyson  she  was  left  alone  in  the  place, 
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with  no  more  responsible  person  than  a  housekeeper.  So,  as 
soon  as  the  arrangement  could  be  made,  I  brought  her  to  my 
own  house.  Three  old  bachelors  might  safely,  I  thought,  be 
trusted  with  the  pi’otection  of  a  young  lady.” 

“  I  am  much  obliged  to  you,”  said  Colquhoun.  “  You  have 
removed  a  great  weight  off  my  mind.  What  sort  of  a  girl  is 
she?” 

Joseph  began  to  describe  her.  As  he  proceeded  he  warmed 
with  his  subject,  and  delineated  a  young  lady  of  such  passing 
charms  of  person  and  mind  that  Colquhoun  was  terrified. 

“  My  dear  Jagenal,  if  you  were  not  such  a  steady  old  file  I 
should  think  you  were  in  love  with  her.” 

“My  love  days  are  over,”  said  the  man  of  conveyances. 
“That  is,  I  never  had  any.  But  you  will  find  Phillis  Fleming 
everything  that  you  can  desire.  Except,  of  course,”  he  added, 
“  in  respect  to  her  education.  It  certainly  is  awkward  that 
she  does  not  know  how  to  read.” 

“Not  know  how  to  read ? ” 

••••••• 

“  And  so,  you  see,”  said  the  lawyer,  completing  the  story  we 
know  already,  “  Mr.  Dyson’s  property  will  go  into  Chancery, 
because  Phillis  Fleming  has  never  learnt  to  read,  and  because 
we  cannot  find  that  chapter  on  the  Coping-stone.” 

“  Hang  the  Coping-stone  !  ”  ejaculated  Colquhoun.  “  I 
think  I  will  go  and  see  her  at  once.  Will  you  let  me  dine 
with  you  to-night?  And  will  you  add  to  my  obligations 
by  letting  her  stay  on  with  you  till  I  can  arrange  something 
for  her  ?  ” 

“  What  do  you  think  of  doing  ?  ” 

“  I  hardly  know.  I  thought,  on  the  voyage,  that  I  would 
do  something  in  the  very-superior-lady-companion  way  for  her. 
To  tell  the  truth,  I  thought  it  was  a  considerable  bore — the 
whole  thing.  But  she  seems  very  different  from  what  I  ex¬ 
pected,  and  perhaps  I  could  ask  my  cousin,  Mrs.  L’Estrange, 
to  take  her  into  her  own  house  for  a  time.  Poor  old  Dyson  ! 
It  is  twelve  years  ago  since  I  saw  him  last,  soon  after  he  took 
over  the  child.  I  remember  her  then,  a  solemn  little  thing, 
with  big  eyes,  who  behaved  prettily.  She  held  up  her  mouth 


THE  GOLDEN  BUTTERFLY.  161 

to  be  kissed  when  she  went  to  bed,  but  I  suppose  she  won’t 
do  that  now.” 

“  You  can  hardly  expect  it,  I  think,”  said  Joseph. 

“  Abraham  Dyson  talked  all  the  evening  about  his  grand 
principles  of  Female  Education.  I  was  not  interested,  except 
that  I  felt  sorry  for  the  poor  child  who  was  to  be  an  ex¬ 
periment.  Perhaps  I  ought  to  have  interfered  as  one  of  her 
trustees.  I  left  the  whole  thing  to  him,  you  see,  and  did  not 
even  inquire  after  her  welfare.” 

“You  two  were,  by  some  curious  error  of  judgment,  as  I 
take  it,  left  discretionary  trustees.  As  he  is  dead,  you  have 
now  the  care  of  Miss  Fleming’s  fifty  thousand  pounds.  Mr. 
Dyson  left  it  in  the  funds,  where  he  found  it.  As  your  legal 
adviser,  Mr.  Colquhoun,  I  strongly  recommend  you  to  do  the 
same.  She  will  be  entitled  to  the  control  and  management 
of  it  on  coming  of  age,  but  it  is  to  be  settled  on  herself  when 
she  marries.  There  is  no  stipulation  as  to  trustees’  consent. 
So  that  you  only  have  the  responsibility  of  the  young  lady  and 
her  fortune  for  two  years.” 

It  was  twelve  o’clock  in  the  day.  Colquhoun  left  the  office, 
and  made  his  way  in  the  direction  of  Carnarvon  Square. 

As  he  ascended  the  steps  of  Number  Fifteen,  the  door  opened 
and  two  young  men  appeared.  One  was  dressed  in  a  short  frock, 
with  a  flower  in  his  buttonhole ;  the  other  had  on  a  velvet 
coat,  and  also  had  a  flower :  one  was  shaven  ;  the  other  wore 
a  long  and  silky  beard.  Both  had  pale  faces  and  red  noses. 
As  they  looked  at  the  stranger  and  passed  him  down  the  steps, 
Colquhoun  saw  that  they  were  not  so  young  as  they  seemed  to 
be :  there  were  crowsfeet  round  the  eyes,  and  their  step  had 
lost  a  little  of  its  youthful  buoyancy.  He  wondered  who  they 
were,  and  sent  in  his  card  to  Miss  Fleming. 

He  was  come,  then,  this  new  guardian.  Phillis  could  not 
read  the  card,  but  Jane,  the  maid,  told  her  his  name. 

He  was  come ;  and  the  second  revolution  was  about  to  begin. 
Instinctively  Phillis’s  first  thought  was  that  there  would  be  no 
more  walks  with  Jack  Dunquerque.  Why  she  felt  so  it  would 
be  hard  to  explain,  but  she  did. 

She  stood  up  to  welcome  him. 
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She  saw  a  handsome  young-looking  man,  with  blue  eyes, 
clear  red  and  white  complexion,  regular  features,  a  brown 
beard,  and  a  curious  look  of  laziness  in  his  eyes.  They  were 
eyes  which  showed  a  repressed  power  of  animation.  They 
lit  up  at  sight  of  his  ward,  but  not  much. 

He  saw  a  girl  of  nineteen,  tall,  slight,  and  shapely ;  a  girl 
of  fine  physique ;  a  girl  whose  eyes,  like  her  hair,  were 
brown  ;  the  former  were  large  and  full,  but  not  with  the  ful¬ 
ness  of  short-sight ;  the  latter  was  abundant,  and  was  tossed 
up  in  the  simplest  fashion,  which  is  also  the  most  graceful. 
Lawrence  the  lazy  felt  his  pulse  quicken  a  little  as  this  fair 
creature  advanced,  with  perfect  grace  and  self-possession,  to 
greet  him.  He  noticed  that  her  dress  was  perfect,  that  her 
hands  were  small  and  delicate,  and  that  her  head  was  shaped, 
save  for  the  forehead,  which  was  low  and  broad,  like  that  of 
some  Greek  statue.  The  Greeks  knew  the  perfect  shape  of 
the  head,  but  they  made  the  forehead  too  narrow.  If  you 
think  of  it,  you  will  find  that  the  Venus  of  Milo  would  have 
been  more  divine  still  had  her  brows  been  but  a  little 
broader. 

“  My  ward  ?  ”  he  said.  “  Let  us  make  acquaintance,  and 
try  to  like  each  other.  I  am  your  new  guardian.” 

Phillis  looked  at  him  frankly  and  curiously,  letting  her 
hand  rest  in  his. 

“  When  I  saw  you  last — it  was  twelve  years  ago — you 
were  a  little  maid  of  seven.  Do  you  remember  ?  ” 

“  I  think  I  do  ;  but  I  am  not  quite  sure.  Are  you  really 
my  guardian  ?  ” 

“  I  am  indeed.  Do  I  not  look  like  one  ?  To  be  sure,  it  is 
my  first  appearance  in  the  character.” 

She  shook  her  head. 

“  Mr.  Dyson  was  so  old,”  she  said,  “  that  I  suppose  I  grew 
to  think  all  guardians  old  men.” 

“  I  am  only  getting  old,”  he  sighed.  “  It  is  not  nice  to  feel 
yourself  going  to  get  old.  Wait  twenty  years,  and  you  will 
begin  to  feel  the  same  perhaps.  But  though  I  am  thirty 
years  younger  than  Mr.  Dyson,  I  will  try  to  treat  you  exactly 
as  he  did.” 
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Phillis’s  face  fell,  and  she  drew  away  her  hand  sharply. 

<£  Oh  !  ”  she  cried.  “  But  I  am  afraid  that  will  not  do 
any  more.” 

££  Why,  Phillis — I  may  call  you  Phillis  since  I  am  your 
guardian,  may  I  not  ? — did  he  treat  you  badly  ?  Why  did 
you  not  write  to  me  ?  ” 

<£  I  did  not  write,  Mr.  Colquhoun — if  you  call  me  Phillis,  I 
ought  to  call  you  Lawrence,  ought  I  not,  because  you  are  not 
old  ? — I  did  not  write,  because  dear  old  Mr.  Dyson  treated 
me  very  kindly,  and  because  you  were  away  and  never  came 
to  see  me,  and  because  I— I  never  learned  to  write.” 

By  this  time  Phillis  had  learned  to  feel  a  little  shame  at 
not  being  able  to  write. 

££  Besides,”  she  went  on,  “  he  was  a  dear  old  man,  and  I 
loved  him.  But  you  see,  Lawrence,  he  had  his  views — Joseph 
Jagenal  calls  them  crotchets — and  he  never  let  me  go  outside 
the  house.  Now  I  am  free  I  do  not  like  to  think  of  being  a 
prisoner  again.  If  you  try  to  lock  me  up,  I  am  afraid  I  shall 
break  the  bars  and  run  away.” 

“  You  shall  not  be  a  prisoner,  Phillis.  That  is  quite  certain. 
We  shall  find  something  better  than  that  for  you.  But  it 
cannot  be  very  lively,  in  this  big  house,  all  by  yourself.” 

“  Not  very  lively  ;  but  I  am  quite  happy  here.” 

££  Most  young  ladies  read  novels  to  pass  away  the  time.” 

££  I  know,  poor  things.”  Phillis  looked  unutterable  sym¬ 
pathy.  ££  Mr.  Dyson  used  to  say  that  the  sympathies  which 
could  not  be  quickened  by  history  were  so  dull  that  fiction 
was  thrown  away  upon  them.” 

££  Did  you  never — I  mean,  did  he  never  read  you  novels !  ” 

She  shook  her  head. 

££  He  said  that  my  imagination  was  quite  powerful  enough 
to  be  a  good  servant,  and  he  did  not  wish  it  to  become  my 
master.  And  then  there  was  something  else,  about  wanting 
the  experience  of  life  necessary  to  appreciate  fiction.” 

££  Abraham  Dyson  was  a  wise  man,  Phillis.  But  what  do 
you  do  all  day  ?  ” 

“  I  draw  ;  I  talk  to  my  maid  Antoinette ;  I  give  the  Twins 
their  breakfast  ” - 
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“Those  were  the  Twins — Mr.  Jagenal’s  elder  brothers — 
whom  I  met  on  the  steps,  I  suppose  ?  I  have  heard  of  them. 
Apris,  Phillis  ?  ” 

“  I  play  and  sing  to  myself ;  I  go  out  for  a  walk  in  the 
garden  of  the  square ;  I  go  to  Mr.  Jagenal’s  office,  and  walk 
home  with  him  ;  and  I  look  after  my  wardrobe.  Then  I  sit 
and  think  of  what  I  have  seen  and  heard — put  it  all  away 
in  my  memory,  or  I  repeat  to  myself  over  again  some  of  the 
poetry  which  I  learned  at  Highgate.” 

“  And  you  know  no  young  ladies  ?  ” 

“  No ;  I  wish  I  did.  I  am  curious  to  talk  to  young  ladies 
— quite  young  ladies,  you  know,  of  my  own  age.  I  want  to 
compare  myself  with  them,  and  find  out  my  faults.  You  will 
tell  me  my  faults,  Lawrence,  will  you  ?  ” 

“  I  don’t  quite  think  I  can  promise  that,  Phillis.  You  see, 
you  might  retaliate ;  and  if  you  once  begin  telling  me  my 
faults,  there  would  be  no  end.” 

“  Oh,  I  am  sorry  !  ”  Phillis  looked  curiously  at  her  guardian 
for  some  outward  sign  or  token  of  the  old  Adam.  But  she 
saw  none.  “  Perhaps  I  shall  find  them  out  some  time,  and 
then  I  will  tell  you.” 

“  Heaven  forbid  !  ”  he  said,  laughing.  “  Now,  Phillis,  I 
have  been  asked  to  dine  here,  and  I  am  going  to  be  at  your 
service  all  day.  It  is  only  one  o’clock.  What  shall  we  do, 
and  where  shall  we  go  ?  ” 

“  Anywhere,”  she  replied,  “  anywhere.  Take  me  into  the 
crowded  streets,  and  let  me  look  at  the  people  and  the  shops. 
I  like  that  best  of  anything.  But  stay  and  have  luncheon 
here  first.” 

They  had  luncheon.  Colquhoun  confessed  to  himself  that 
this  was  a  young  lady  calculated  to  do  him  the  greatest 
credit.  She  acted  hostess  with  a  certain  dignity  which  sat 
curiously  on  so  young  a  girl,  and  which  she  had  learned  from 
presiding  at  many  a  luncheon  in  Mr.  Dyson’s  old  age  among 
his  old  friends,  when  her  guardian  had  become  too  infirm  to 
take  the  head  of  his  own  table.  There  was,  it  is  true,  some¬ 
thing  wanting.  Colquhoun’s  practised  eye  detected  that  at 
once.  Phillis  was  easy,  graceful,  and  natural.  But  she  had 
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not — the  man  of  the  world  noticed  what  Jack  Dunquerque 
failed  to  observe — she  had  not  the  unmistakable  stamp  of 
social  tone  which  can  only  come  by  practice  and  time.  The 
elements,  however,  were  there  before  him ;  his  ward  was  a 
diamond  which  wanted  but  a  little  polish  to  make  her  a  gem 
of  the  first  water. 

After  luncheon  they  talked  again;  this  time  with  a  little 
more  freedom.  Colquhoun  told  her  all  he  knew  of  the  father 
who  was  but  a  dim  and  distant  memory  to  her.  “  You  have 
his  eyes,”  he  said,  “  and  you  have  his  mouth.  I  should  know 
you  for  his  daughter.”  He  told  her  how  fond  this  straight 
rider,  this  Nimrod  of  the  hunting-field,  had  been  of  his  little 
Phillis ;  how  one  evening  after  mess  he  told  Colquhoun  that 
he  had  made  a  will,  and  appointed  him,  Lawrence,  with 
Abraham  Dyson,  the  trustees  of  his  little  girl. 

“  I  have  been  a  poor  trustee,  Phillis,”  Lawrence  concluded. 
“  But  I  was  certain  that  you  were  in  good  hands,  and  I  let 
things  alone.  Now  that  I  have  to  act  in  earnest,  you  must 
regard  me  as  your  friend  and  adviser.” 

They  had  such  a  long  talk  that  it  was  past  four  when  they 
went  out  for  their  walk.  Phillis  was  thoughtful  and  serious, 
thinking  of  the  father,  whom  she  lost  so  early.  Somehow  she 
had  forgotten,  at  Highgate,  that  she  once  had  a  father.  And 
the  word  mother  had  no  meaning  for  her. 

Outside  the  house  Lawrence  looked  at  his  companion 
critically. 

“  Am  I  properly  dressed  ?  ”  she  asked,  with  a  smile,  because 
she  knew  that  she  was  perfectly  dressed. 

At  all  events,  Lawrence  thought  he  would  have  no  occasion 
to  be  ashamed  of  his  companion. 

“  Let  me  look  again,  Phillis.  I  should  like  to  give  you  a 
little  better  brooch  than  the  one  you  have  put  on.” 

“  My  poor  old  brooch !  I  cannot  give  up  my  old  friend, 
Lawrence.” 

She  dropped  quite  easily  into  his  Christian  name,  and 
hesitated  no  more  over  it  than  she  did  with  Jack  Dunquerque. 

He  took  her  into  a  jeweller’s  shop  and  bought  her  a  few 
trinkets. 
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“There,  Phillis,  you  can  add  those  to  your  jewel-box.” 

“I  have  no  jewels.” 

“  No  jewels  !  Where  are  your  mother’s  ?  ” 

“  I  believe  they  are  all  in  the  Bank,  locked  up.  Perhaps 
they  are  with  my  money.” 

Phillis’s  idea  of  her  fifty  thousand  pounds  was  that  the 
money  was  all  in  sovereigns,  packed  away  in  a  box  and  put 
into  a  bank. 

“  Well,  I  think  you  ought  to  have  your  jewels  out,  at  any 
rate.  Did  Mr.  Dyson  give  you  any  money  to  spend  ?  ” 

“  No ;  and  if  he  had  I  could  not  have  spent  it,  because  I 
never  went  outside  the  house.  Lawrence,  give  me  some 
money,  and  let  me  buy  something  all  by  myself.” 

He  bought  her  a  purse,  and  filled  it  with  two  or  three 
sovereigns  and  a  handful  of  silver. 

“  Now  you  are  rich,  Phillis.  What  will  you  buy  ?  ” 

“Pictures,  I  think.” 

In  all  this  great  exhibition  of  glorious  and  beautiful  objects 
there  was  only  one  thing  which  Phillis  wished  to  buy — 
pictures. 

“Well,  let  us  buy  some  photographs.” 

They  were  walking  down  Oxford  Street,  and  presently  they 
came  to  a  photograph-shop.  Proud  of  her  newly-acquired 
wealth,  Phillis  selected  about  twenty  of  the  largest  and  most 
expensive.  Colquhoun  observed  that  her  taste  was  good, 
and  that  she  chose  the  best  subjects.  When  she  had  all 
that  she  liked,  together  with,  one  or  two  which  she  bought 
for  Jack,  with  a  secret  joy  surpassing  that  of  buying  for 
herself,  she  opened  her  purse  and  began  to  wonder  how  she 
was  to  pay. 

“  Do  you  think  your  slender  purse  will  buy  all  these 
views  ?  ”  Colquhoun  asked.  “  Put  it  up,  Phillis,  and  keep  it 
for  another  time.  Let  me  give  you  these  photographs.” 

“  But  you  said  I  should  buy  something.”  The  words  and 
action  were  so  childish  that  Lawrence  felt  a  sort  of  pity  for 
her.  Not  to  know  how  to  spend  money  seemed  to  lazy 
Lawrence,  who  had  done  nothing  else  all  his  life,  a  state  of 
mind  really  deplorable.  It  would  mean  in  his  own  case 
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absolute  deprivation  of  the  power  of  procuring 
either  for  himself  or  for  any  one  else. 

“  Poor  little  nun !  Not  to  know  even  the  value  of 
money.” 

“  But  I  do.  A  sovereign  is  twenty  shillings,  and  a  shilling 
is  twelve  pence.” 

“That  is  certainly  true.  Now  you  shall  show  that  you 
know  the  value  of  money.  There  is  a  beggar.  He  is  going 
to  tell  us  that  he  is  hungry ;  he  will  probably  add  that  he 
has  a  wife  and  twelve  children,  all  under  the  age  of  three,  in 
his  humble  home,  and  that  none  of  them  have  tasted  food  for 
a  week.  What  will  you  give  him  ?  ” 

Phillis  paused.  How  should  she  relieve  so  much  distress  ? 
By  this  time  they  were  close  to  the  beggar.  He  was  a 
picturesque  rogue  in  rags  and  tatters  and  bare  feet.  Though 
it  was  a  warm  day  he  shivered.  In  his  hand  he  held  a  single 
box  of  lights.  But  the  fellow  was  young,  well  fed,  and  lusty. 
Lawrence  Colquhoun  halted  on  the  pavement,  and  looked  at 
him  attentively. 

“  This  man,”  he  explained  to  Phillis,  “  can  get  for  a  penny 
a  small  loaf ;  twopence  will  buy  him  a  glass  of  ale  ;  sixpence 
a  dinner ;  for  ten  shillings  he  could  get  a  suit  of  working 
clothes — which  he  does  not  want  because  he  has  no  intention 
of  doing  any  work  at  all ;  a  sovereign  would  lodge  and  feed 
him  for  a  fortnight,  if  he  did  not  drink.” 

“  I  should  give  him  a  sovereign,”  said  Phillis.  “  Then  he 
would  be  happy  for  a  week.” 

“  Bless  your  ladyship,”  murmured  the  beggar.  “  I  would 
get  work,  Gawd  knows,  if  I  could.” 

“  I  remember  this  fellow,”  said  Colquhoun,  “  for  six  years. 
He  is  a  sturdy  rogue.  Best  give  nothing  to  him  at  all.  Come 
on,  Phillis.  We  must  look  for  a  more  promising  subject.” 

“  Poor  fellow  !  ”  said  Phillis,  closing  her  purse. 

They  passed  on,  and  the  beggar-man  cursed  audibly.  I 
believe  it  is  Mr.  Tupper,  in  his  Proverbial  Philosophy ,  who 
explains  that  what  a  beggar  most  wants,  to  make  him  feel 
happier,  is  sympathy.  Now  that  was  just  what  Phillis  gave, 
and  the  beggar-man  only  swore. 
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Colquhoun  laughed. 

“You  may  keep  your  pity,  Phillis,  for  some  one  who 
deserves  it  better.  Now  let  us  take  a  cab  and  go  to  the 
Park.  It  is  four  years  since  I  saw  the  Park.” 

It  was  five  o’clock.  The  Park  was  fuller  than  when  he 
saw  it  last.  It  grows  more  crowded  year  after  year,  as  the 
upward  pressure  of  an  enriched  multitude  makes  itself  felt 
more  and  more.  There  was  the  usual  throng  about  the  gates 
of  those  who  come  to  look  for  great  people,  and  like  to  tell 
whom  they  recognised,  and  who  were  pointed  out  to  them. 
There  were  the  pedestrians  on  either  side  the  road  :  civilians 
after  office  hours  ;  bankers  and  brokers  from  the  City  ;  men 
up  from  Aldershot ;  busy  men  hastening  home ;  loungers 
leaning  on  the  rails;  curious  colonials  gazing  at  the  carriages; 
Frenchmen  trying  to  think  that  Hyde  Park  cannot  compare 
with  the  Bois  de  Boulogne  ;  Germans  mindful  of  their  mighty 
army,  their  great  sprawling  Berlin,  the  gap  of  a  century 
between  English  prosperity  and  Teutonic  militarism,  and 
as  envious  as  philosophy  permits ;  Americans  owning  that 
New  York,  though  its  women  are  lovelier,  has  nothing 
to  show  beside  the  Park  at  five  on  a  spring  afternoon, — 
all  the  bright  familiar  scene  which  Colquhoun  remembered 
so  well. 

“  Four  years  since  I  saw  it  last,”  he  repeated  to  the  girl. 
“I  suppose  there  will  be  none  of  the  faces  that  I  used  to 
know.” 

He  was  wrong.  The  first  man  who  greeted  him  was  his 
old  Colonel.  Then  he  came  across  a  man  he  had  known  in 
India.  Then  one  whom  he  had  last  seen,  a  war-correspondent, 
inside  Metz.  Then  a  man  with  whom  he  once  visited  Cash- 
mere.  He  shook  hands  with  one,  nodded  to  another,  and 
made  appointments  with  all  at  his  club.  And  as  each  passed, 
he  told  something  about  him  to  his  ward. 

“  That  is  my  old  Colonel — your  father’s  brother-officer. 
The  most  gallant  fellow  who  ever  commanded  a  regiment. 
As  soon  as  you  are  settled,  I  should  like  to  bring  him  to  see 
you.  That  is  Macnamara  of  the  London  Herald — a  man  you 
can  t  get  except  in  England.  That  is  Lord  Blandish  ;  we  were 
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together  up-country  in  India.  He  wrote  a  book  about  his 
adventures  in  Cashmere.  I  did  not.” 

It  was  a  new  world  to  Phillis.  All  these  carriages  ;  these 
people :  this  crowd — who  were  they  ? 

“  They  are  not  like  the  faces  I  see  in  the  streets,”  she 
said. 

“  No.  Those  are  faces  of  men  who  work  for  bread.  These 
are  mostly  of  men  who  work  not  at  all,  or  they  work  for 
honour.  There  are  two  or  three  classes  of  mankind,  you 
know,  Phillis.” 

“  Servants  and  masters  ?  ” 

“  Not  quite.  You  belong  to  the  class  of  those  who  need 
not  work — this  class.  Your  father  knew  all  these  people, 
It  is  a  happy  world  in  its  way — in  its  way,”  he  repeated, 
thinking  of  certain  shipwrecks  he  had  known.  “  Perhaps  it 

is  better  to  have  to  work.  I  do  not  know.  Phillis,  who  ” - 

He  was  going  to  ask  who  was  bowing  to  her,  when  he  turned 
pale,  and  stopped  suddenly.  In  the  carriage  which  was  pass¬ 
ing  within  a  foot  of  where  they  stood  was  a  lady  whom  he 
knew — Mrs.  Cassilis.  He  took  off  his  hat,  and  Mrs.  Cassilis 
stopped  the  carriage  and  held  out  her  hand. 

“  How  do  you  do,  Phillis  dear  ?  Mr.  Colquhoun,  I  am  glad 
to  see  you  back  again.  Come  as  soon  as  you  can  and  see 
me.  If  you  can  spare  an  afternoon  as  soon  as  you  are  settled, 
give  it  to  me — for  auld  lang  syne.” 

The  last  words  were  whispered.  Her  lips  trembled,  and 
her  hand  shook  as  she  spoke.  And  Lawrence’s  face  was  hard. 
He  took  off  his  hat  and  drew  back ;  Phillis  did  not  hear 
what  he  said.  But  Mrs.  Cassilis  drove  on,  and  left  the  Park 
immediately. 

“  Mrs.  Cassilis  trembled  when  she  spoke  to  you,  Lawrence.” 
It  was  exactly  what  a  girl  of  six  would  have  said. 

“  Did  she,  Phillis  ?  She  was  cold  perhaps.  Or  perhaps 
she  was  pleased  to  see  old  friends  again.  So  you  know 
her  ?  ” 

“Yes.  I  have  dined  at  her  house;  and  I  have  been  shop¬ 
ping  with  her.  She  does  not  like  me,  I  know ;  but  she  is 
kind.  She  has  spoken  to  me  about  you.” 
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££  So  you  know  Mrs.  Cassilis  ?  ”  he  repeated.  ££  She  does 
not  look  as  if  she  had  any  trouble  on  her  mind,  does  she  ? 
The  smooth  brow  of  a  clear  conscience — Phillis,  if  you  have 
had  enough  of  the  Park,  I  think  it  is  almost  time  to  drive 
you  home.” 

Lawrence  Colquhoun  dined  at  Carnarvon  Square.  The 
Twins  dined  at  their  club;  so  that  they  had  the  evening  to 
themselves,  and  could  talk. 

££  I  have  made  up  my  mind,”  Lawrence  said,  ££  to  ask  my 
cousin  to  take  charge  of  you,  Phillis.  Agatha  L'Estrange  is 
the  kindest  creature  in  the  world.  Will  you  try  to  like  her 
if  she  consents  ?  ” 

££  Yes,  I  will  try.  But  suppose  she  does  not  like  me?” 

££  Everybody  likes  you,  Miss  Fleming,”  said  J oseph. 

££  She  is  sure  to  like  you,”  said  Lawrence.  ££  And  I  will 
come  over  often  and  see  you ;  we  will  ride  together  if  you 
like.  And  if  you  would  like  to  have  any  masters  or  lessons 
in  anything  ” - 

“  I  think  I  should  like  to  learn  reading,”  Phillis  remarked 
meditatively.  “Mr.  Abraham  Dyson  used  to  say  ”— she  held 
up  her  finger,  and  imitated  the  manner  and  fidgety  dogmatism 
of  an  old  man — “ £  Reading  breeds  a  restless  curiosity,  and 
engenders  an  irreverent  spirit  of  carping  criticism.  Any 
jackanapes  who  can  read  thinks  himself  qualified  to  judge 
the  affairs  of  the  nation.  Reading  indeed !  ’  But  I  think  I 
should  like,  after  all,  to  do  what  everybody  else  can  do.” 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

“  You  bear  a  gentle  mind,  and  heavenly  blessings 
Follow  such  creatures.” 

HALF  a  mile  or  so  above  Teddington  Lock — where  you  are 
quite  above  the  low  tides,  which  leave  the  mud-banks 
in  long  stretches  and  spoil  the  beauty  of  the  splendid  river ; 
where  the  stream  flows  on  evenly  between  its  banks,  only 
sometimes  swifter  and  stronger,  sometimes  slower  and  more 
sluggish ;  where  you  may  lie  and  listen  a  whole  summer’s 
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day  to  the  murmurous  wash  of  the  current  among  the  lilies 
and  the  reeds, — there  stands  a  house,  noticeable  among  other 
houses  by  reason  of  its  warm  red  brick,  its  many  gables,  and 
its  wealth  of  creepers.  Its  gardens  and  lawns  slope  gently 
down  to  the  river’s  edge ;  the  willows  hang  over  it,  letting 
their  long  leaves,  like  maidens’  fingers,  lie  lightly  on  the  cool 
surface  of  the  water ;  there  is  a  boat-house,  where  a  boat  used 
to  lie,  but  it  is  empty  now — ivy  covers  it  over,  dark  ivy  that 
contrasts  with  the  lighter  greens  of  the  sweet  May  foliage ; 
the  lilacs  and  laburnums  are  exulting  in  the  transient  glory 
of  foliage  and  flower ;  the  westeria  hangs  its  purple  clusters 
like  grapes  upon  the  wall ;  there  are  greenhouses  and 
vineries;  there  are  flower-beds  bright  with  the  glories  of 
modern  gardening ;  and  there  are  old-fashioned  round  plots 
of  ground  innocent  of  bedding-out,  where  flourish  the  good 
old-fashioned  flowers,  stocks,  pansies,  boy’s-love,  sweet-william, 
and  the  rest,  which  used  to  be  cultivated  for  their  perfume 
and  colour  long  before  bedding-out  was  thought  of ;  an  old 
brick  wall  runs  down  to  the  river’s  edge  as  a  boundary  on 
either  side,  thick  and  warm,  with  peaches,  plums,  and  apricots 
trained  in  formal  lines,  and  crowned  with  wall-flowers  and 
long  grasses,  like  the  walls  of  some  old  castle.  Behind  are 
rooms  which  open  upon  the  lawn  ;  round  the  windows  clamber 
the  roses  waiting  for  the  suns  of  June ;  and  if  you  step  into 
the  house  from  the  garden,  you  will  enter  a  dainty  drawing¬ 
room,  light  and  sunny,  adorned  with  all  manner  of  feminine 
things,  and  you  will  find,  besides,  boudoirs,  studies,  all  sorts 
of  pretty  rooms  into  which  the  occupants  of  the  house  may 
retire,  what  time  they  feel  disposed  to  taste  the  joys  of 
solitude. 

The  house  of  a  lady.  Does  any  one  ever  consider  what 
thousands  of  these  dainty  homes  exist  in  England?  All 
about  the  country  they  stand— houses  where  women  live  away 
their  innocent  and  restful  lives,  lapped  from  birth  to  death  in 
an  atmosphere  of  peace  and  warmth.  Such  luxury  as  they 
desire  is  theirs,  for  they  are  wealthy  enough  to  purchase  all 
they  wish.  Chiefly  they  love  the  luxury  of  Art,  and  fill  their 
portfolios  with  water-colours.  But  their  passions  even  for 
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Art  are  apt  to  be  languid,  and  they  mostly  desire  to  continue 
in  the  warm  air,  perfumed  like  the  wind  that  cometh  from 
the  sweet  south,  which  they  have  created  round  themselves. 
The  echoes  of  the  outer  world  fall  upon  their  ears  like  the 
breaking  of  the  rough  sea  upon  a  shore  so  far  off  that  the  wild 
dragging  of  the  shingle,  with  its  long-drawn  cry,  sounds  like 
a  distant  song.  These  ladies  know  nothing  of  the  fiercer 
joys  of  life,  and  nothing  of  its  pains.  The  miseries  of  the 
world  they  understand  not,  save  that  they  have  been  made 
picturesque  in  novels.  They  have  no  ambition,  and  take  no 
part  in  any  battles.  They  have  not  spent  their  strength  in 
action,  and  therefore  feel  no  weariness.  Society  is  understood 
to  mean  a  few  dinners,  with  an  occasional  visit  to  the  wilder 
dissipations  of  town ;  and  their  most  loved  entertainments 
are  those  gatherings  known  as  garden-parties.  Duty  means 
following  up  in  a  steady  but  purposeless  way  some  line  of  study 
which  will  never  be  mastered.  Good  works  mean  subscrip¬ 
tion  to  societies.  Many  a  kind  lady  thinks  in  her  heart  of 
hearts  that  the  annual  guinea  to  a  missionary  society  will  be 
of  far  more  avail  to  her  future  welfare  than  a  life  of  purity 
and  innocence.  The  Christian  virtues  naturally  find  their 
home  in  such  a  house.  They  grow  of  their  own  accord,  like 
the  daisies,  the  buttercups,  and  the  field  convolvulus :  Love, 
Joy,  Peace,  Gentleness,  Goodness,  Faith,  Meekness,  Temper¬ 
ance,  all  the  things  against  which  there  is  no  law — which  of 
them  is  not  to  be  seen  abundantly  blossoming  and  luxuriant 
in  the  cottages  and  homes  of  these  English  ladies  ? 

In  this  house  by  the  river  lived  Mrs.  L’Estrange.  Her  name 
was  Agatha,  and  everybody  who  knew  her  called  her  Agatha 
L’Estrange.  When  a  woman  is  always  called  by  her  Christian 
name,  it  is  a  sign  that  she  is  loved  and  lovable.  If  a  man, 
on  the  other  hand,  gets  to  be  known,  without  any  reason  for 
the  distinction,  by  his  Christian  name,  it  is  generally  a  sure 
sign  that  he  is  sympathetic,  but  blind  to  his  own  interests. 
She  was  a  widow,  and  childless.  She  had  been  a  widow  so 
long,  her  husband  had  been  so  much  older  than  herself,  her 
married  life  had  been  so  short,  and  the  current  of  her  life  so 
little  disturbed  by  it,  that  she  had  almost  forgotten  that  she 
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was  once  a  wife.  She  had  an  ample  income ;  she  lived  in  the 
way  that  she  loved ;  she  gathered  her  friends  about  her ;  she 
sometimes,  but  at  rare  intervals,  revisited  society ;  mostly 
she  preferred  her  quiet  life  in  the  country.  Girls  came  from 
London  to  stay  with  her,  and  wondered  how  Agatha  managed 
to  exist.  When  the  season  was  over,  leaving  its  regrets  and 
its  fatigues,  with  the  usual  share  of  hollowness  and  Dead-Sea 
fruit,  they  came  again,  and  envied  her  tranquil  home. 

She  was  first  cousin  to  Lawrence  Colquhoun,  whom  she 
still,  from  force  of  habit,  regarded  as  a  boy.  He  was  very 
nearly  the  same  age  as  herself,  and  they  had  been  brought 
up  together.  There  was  nothing  about  his  life  that  she  did 
not  know,  except  one  thing — the  reason  of  his  abrupt  dis¬ 
appearance  four  years  before.  She  was  his  confidante :  as  a 
boy  he  told  her  all  his  dreams  of  greatness ;  as  a  young  man 
all  his  dreams  of  love  and  pleasure.  She  knew  the  soft  and 
generous  nature,  out  of  which  great  men  cannot  be  formed, 
which  was  his.  She  saw  the  lofty  dreams  die  away  ;  and  she 
hoped  for  him  that  he  would  keep  something  of  the  young  ideal. 
He  did.  Lawrence  Colquhoun  was  a  man  about  town;  but 
he  retained  his  good-nature.  It  is  not  usual  among  the  young 
gentlemen  who  pursue  pleasure  as  a  profession ;  it  is  not  ex¬ 
pected  of  them,  after  a  few  years  of  idleness,  gambling,  and  the 
rest,  to  have  any  good-nature  surviving,  or  any  thought  left 
at  all,  except  for  themselves ;  therefore  Lawrence  Colquhoun’s 
case  was  unusual,  and  his  popularity  proportional.  He  tired  of 
garrison  life  ;  he  sold  out ;  he  remained  about  town  ;  the  years 
ran  on,  and  he  neither  married  nor  talked  of  marrying.  But 
he  used  to  go  down  to  his  cousin  once  a  week,  and  talk  to  her 
about  his  idle  life.  There  came  a  day  when  he  left  off  coming, 
or  if  he  came  at  all,  his  manner  to  his  cousin  was  altered.  He 
became  gloomy ;  and  one  day  she  heard,  in  a  brief  and  unsatis¬ 
factory  letter,  that  he  was  going  to  travel  for  a  lengthened 
period.  The  letter  came  from  Scotland,  and  was  as  brief  as 
a  dinner  invitation. 

He  went ;  he  was  away  for  four  years  ;  during  that  time  he 
never  once  wrote  to  her;  she  heard  nothing  of  him  or  from 

him. 
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One  clay,  without  any  notice,  he  appeared  again. 

He  was  very  much  the  same  as  when  he  left  England — men 
alter  little  between  thirty  and  fifty— only  a  little  graver ;  his 
beard  a  little  touched  with  the  grey  hairs  which  belong  to  the 
eighth  lustrum ;  his  eyes  a  little  crowsfooted ;  his  form  a  little 
filled  out.  The  gloom  was  gone,  however ;  he  was  again  the 
kindly  Lawrence,  the  genial  Lawrence,  Lawrence  the  sympa¬ 
thetic,  Lawrence  the  lazy. 

He  walked  in  as  if  he  had  been  away  a  week.  Agatha  heard 
a  step  upon  the  gravel-walk,  and  knew  it.  Her  heart  beat  a 
little — although  a  woman  may  be  past  forty  she  may  have  a 
heart  still — and  her  eyes  sparkled.  She  was  sitting  at  work — 
some  little  useless  prettiness.  On  the  work-table  lay  a  novel, 
which  she  read  in  the  intervals  of  stitching  ;  the  morning  was 
bright  and  sunny,  with  only  a  suspicion  of  east  wind,  and  her 
windows  were  open  ;  flowers  stood  upon  her  table ;  flowers  in 
pots  and  vases  stood  in  her  windows ;  such  flowers  as  bloom 
in  May  were  bright  in  her  garden,  and  the  glass  doors  of  her 
conservatory  showed  a  wealth  of  flowers  within.  A  house  full 
of  flowers,  and  herself  a  flower  too — call  her  a  rose  fully  blown, 
or  call  her  a  glory  of  early  autumn — a  handsome  woman  still, 
sweet  and  to  be  loved,  with  the  softness  of  her  tranquil  life  in 
every  line  of  her  face,  and  her  warmth  of  heart  in  every  pass¬ 
ing  expression. 

She  started  when  she  heard  his  step,  because  she  recognised 
it.  Then  she  sat  up  and  smiled  to  herself.  She  knew  how 
her  cousin  would  come  back. 

In  fact  he  walked  in  at  her  open  window,  and  held  out  his 
hand  without  saying  a  word.  Then  he  sat  down,  and  took  a 
single  glance  at  his  cousin  first  and  the  room  afterwards. 

“  I  have  not  seen  you  lately,  Lawrence,”  said  Agatha,  as  if 
he  had  been  away  for  a  month  or  so. 

“  No ;  I  have  been  in  America.” 

“  Really  !  You  like  America  ?  ”  She  waited  for  him  to 
tell  her  what  he  would. 

“Yes.  I  came  back  yesterday.  You  are  looking  well, 
Agatha.” 

“I  am  very  well.” 
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“  And  you  have  got  a  new  picture  on  the  wall.  Where  did 
you  buy  this  ?  ” 

“  At  Agnew’s,  three  years  ago.  It  was  in  the  Exhibi¬ 
tion.  Now  I  think  of  it,  you  have  been  away  for  four  years, 
Lawrence.” 

“  I  like  it.  Have  you  anything  to  tell  me,  Agatha  ?  ” 

“  Nothing  that  will  interest  you.  The  house  is  the  same. 
We  have  had  several  dreadful  winters,  and  I  have  been  in 
constant  fear  that  my  shrubs  would  be  killed.  Some  of  them 
were.  My  dog  Pheenie  is  dead,  and  I  never  intend  to  have 
another.  The  cat  that  you  used  to  tease  is  well.  My  aviary 
has  increased ;  my  horses  are  the  same  you  knew  four  years 
ago ;  my  servants  are  the  same ;  and  my  habits,  I  am  thank¬ 
ful  to  say,  have  not  deteriorated  to  my  knowledge,  although 
I  am  four  years  older.” 

“  And  your  young  ladies — the  traps  you  used  to  set  for  me 
when  I  was  four  years  younger,  Agatha — where  are  they  ?  ” 

“  Married,  Lawrence,  all  of  them.  What  a  pity  that 
you  could  not  fix  yourself!  But  it  is  never  too  late  to  mend. 
At  one  time  I  feared  you  would  be  attracted  by  Victoria 
Pengelley.” 

Lawrence  Colquhoun  visibly  changed  colour,  but  Agatha 
was  not  looking  at  him. 

“  That  would  have  been  a  mistake.  I  thought  so  then,  and 
I  know  it  now.  She  is  a  cold  and  bloodless  woman,  Lawrence. 
Besides,  she  is  married,  thank  goodness.  We  must  find  you 
some  one  else.” 

“  My  love-days  are  over,”  he  said,  with  a  harsh  and  grating 
voice.  “  I  buried  them  before  I  went  abroad.” 

“  You  will  tell  me  all  about  that  some  day,  when  you  feel 
communicative.  Meantime,  stay  to  dinner,  and  enliven  me 
with  all  your  adventures.  You  may  have  some  tea  if  you  like, 
but  I  do  not  invite  you,  because  you  will  want  to  go  away  again 
directly  afterwards.  Lawrence,  what  do  you  intend  to  do,  now 
you  are  home  again  ?  Are  you  going  to  take  up  the  old  aim¬ 
less  life,  or  shall  you  be  serious  ?  ” 

“  I  think  the  aimless  life  suits  me  best.  And  it  certainly  is 
the  slowest.  Don’t  you  think,  Agatha,  that  as  we  have  got  to 
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get  old  and  presently  to  die,  we  may  as  well  go  in  for  making 
the  time  go  slow  ?  That  is  the  reason  why  I  have  never  done 
anything.” 

“  I  never  do  anything  myself,  except  listen  to  what  other 
people  tell  me.  But  I  find  the  days  slip  away  all  too 
quickly.” 

“Agatha,  I  am  in  a  difficulty.  That  is  one  of  the  reasons 
why  I  have  come  to  see  you  to-day.” 

“Poor  Lawrence  !  You  always  are  in  a  difficulty.” 

“  This  time  it  is  not  my  fault ;  but  it  is  serious.  Agatha, 
I  have  got — a  ” - 

I  do  not  know  why  he  hesitated,  but  his  cousin  caught  him 
up  with  a  little  cry. 

“Not  a  wife,  Lawrence;  not  a  wife  without  telling  me  !  ” 

“No,  Agatha,”  he  flushed  crimson,  “not  a  wife.  That 
would  have  been  a  great  deal  worse.  What  I  have  got  is  a 
ward.” 

“  A  ward  ?  ” 

“  Do  you  remember  Dick  Fleming,  who  was  killed  in  the 
hunting-field  about  fifteen  years  ago  ?  ” 

“Yes,  perfectly.  He  was  one  of  my  swains  ever  so  long 
ago,  before  I  married  my  poor  dear  husband.” 

Agatha  had  used  the  formula  of  her  “  poor  dear  husband  ” 
for  more  than  twenty  years;  so  long,  in  fact,  that  it  was 
become  a  mere  collocation  of  words,  and  had  no  longer  any 
meaning,  certainly  no  sadness. 

“  He  left  a  daughter,  then  a  child  of  four  or  five.  And  he 
made  me  one  of  that  child’s  guardians.  The  other  was  a  Mr. 
Dyson,  who  took  her  and  brought  her  up.  He  is  dead,  and 
the  young  lady,  now  nineteen  years  of  age,  comes  to  me.” 

“  But,  Lawrence,  what  on  earth  are  you  going  to  do  with 
a  girl  of  nineteen  ?  ” 

“  I  don’t  know,  Agatha.  I  cannot  have  her  with  me  in 
the  Albany,  can  I  ?  ” 

“  Not  very  well,  I  think.” 

“I  cannot  take  a  small  house  in  Chester  Square,  and  give 
evening-parties  for  my  ward  and  myself,  can  I  ?  ” 

“  Not  very  well,  Lawrence.” 
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“  She  is  staying  with  my  lawyer,  Jagenal ;  a  capital  fellow, 
but  his  house  is  hardly  the  right  place  for  a  young  lady.” 

“  Lawrence,  what  will  you  do  ?  This  is  a  very  serious  re¬ 
sponsibility.” 

“  Very.” 

“  What  sort  of  a  girl  is  she  ?  ” 

“  Phillis  Fleming  is  what  you  would  call,  I  think,  a  beauti¬ 
ful  girl.  She  is  tall,  and  has  a  good  figure — a  delicious 
figure.  Her  eyes  are  brown,  and  her  hair  is  brown,  with  lots 
of  it.  Her  features  are  small,  and  not  too  regular.  She  has 
got  a  very  sweet  smile,  and  I  should  say  a  good  temper,  so 
long  as  she  has  her  own  way.” 

“No  doubt,”  said  Agatha.  “  Pray  go  on  ;  you  seem  to  have 
studied  her  appearance  with  a  really  fatherly  care.” 

“  She  has  a  very  agreeable  voice ;  a  naiveU  in  manner  that 
you  would  like;  she  is  clever  and  well  informed.” 

“  Is  she  strong-minded,  Lawrence  ?  ” 

“NO,”  said  Lawrence,  with  emphasis,  “she  is  not.  She 
has  excellent  ideas  on  the  subject  of  her  sex.” 

“  Always  in  extremes,  of  course,”  said  Agatha,  meaning 
something,  I  suppose,  though  I  am  not  certain  what. 

“  She  wants,  so  far  as  I  can  see,  nothing  but  the  society  of 
!  some  amiable  accomplished  gentlewoman  ” - 

“  Lawrence,  you  are  exactly  the  same  as  you  always  were, 
i  You  begin  by  flattery.  Now  I  know  what  you  came  here 
i  for.” 

“  An  amiable  accomplished  gentlewoman,  who  would  exer- 
;  cise  a  gradual  and  steady  influence  upon  her.” 

“  You  want  her  to  stay  with  me,  Lawrence.  And  you  are 
keeping  something  back.  Tell  me  instantly.  You  say  she 
is  beautiful.  It  must  be  something  else.  Are  her  manners 
i  in  any  way  unusual  ?  Does  she  drop  h’s,  and  eat  with  her 
:  knife  ?  ” 

“  No ;  her  manners  are,  I  should  say,  perfect.” 

“  Temper  good,  you  say ;  manner  perfect ;  appearance 
■  graceful.  What  can  be  the  reserved  objection  ?  My  dear 
i  cousin,  you  pique  my  curiosity.  She  is  sometimes,  probably, 

:  insane  ?  ” 


i78 


THE  GOLDEN  BUTTERFLY. 


“No,  Agatha,  not  that  I  know  of.  It  is  only  that  her 
guardian  brought  her  up  in  entire  seclusion  from  the  world, 
and  would  not  have  her  taught  to  read  and  write.” 

“  How  very  remarkable  !  ” 

“  On  the  other  hand,  she  can  draw.  She  draws  every¬ 
thing  and  everybody.  She  has  got  a  book  full  of  drawings 
which  she  calls  her  diary.  They  are  the  record  of  her  life. 
She  will  show  them  to  you,  and  tell  you  all  her  story.  You 
will  take  her  for  a  little  while,  Agatha,  will  you  ?  ” 

Of  course  she  said  “Yes.”  She  had  never  refused  Lawrence 
Colquhoun  anything  in  her  life.  Had  he  been  a  needy  man 
he  would  have  been  dangerous.  But  Lawrence  Colquhoun 
wanted  nothing  for  himself. 

“  My  dear  Agatha,  it  is  very  good  of  you.  You  will  find 
the  most  splendid  material  to  work  upon,  better  than  you 
ever  had.  The  girl  is  different  from  any  other  girl  you  have 
ever  known.  She  talks  and  thinks  like  a  boy.  She  is  as 
strong  and  active  as  a  young  athlete.  I  believe  she  would 
outrun  Atalanta ;  and  yet  I  think  she  is  a  thorough  woman 
at  heart.” 

“  I  should  not  at  all  wonder  at  her  being  a  thorough  woman 
at  heart.  Most  of  us  are.  But,  Lawrence,  you  must  not  fall 
in  love  with  your  own  ward.” 

He  laughed  a  little  uneasily. 

“  I  am  too  old  for  a  girl  of  nineteen,”  he  replied. 

“  At  any  rate,  you  have  excited  my  curiosity.  Let  her 
come,  Lawrence,  as  soon  as  you  please.  I  want  to  see  this 
paragon  of  girls,  who  is  more  ignorant  than  a  charity-school 
girl.” 

“  On  the  contrary,  Agatha,  she  is  better  informed  than 
most  girls  of  her  age.  If  she  is  not  well  read  she  is  well 
told.” 

“  But  really,  Lawrence,  think.  She  cannot  read,  even.” 

“  Not  if  you  gave  her  a  basketful  of  tracts.  But  that  is 
rather  a  distinction  now.  At  least,  she  will  never  want  to 
go  in  for  what  they  call  the  Higher  Education,  will  she  ?  ” 

“  She  must  learn  to  read ;  but  will  she  ever  master 
Spelling  ?  ” 
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“Very  few  people  do;  they  only  pretend.  I  am  weak 
myself  in  spelling.  Phillis  does  not  want  to  be  a  certificated 
Mistress,  Agatha.” 

“  And  Arithmetic  too.” 

“Well,  my  cousin,  of  course  the  Rule  of  Three  is  as  neces¬ 
sary  to  life  as  the  Use  of  the  Globes,  over  which  the  school¬ 
mistresses  used  to  keep  such  a  coil.  And  it  has  been  about  as 
accessible  to  poor  Phillis  as  an  easy  seat  to  a  tombstone  cherub. 
Rut  she  can  count  and  multiply  and  add,  and  tell  you  how 
much  things  ought  to  come  to ;  and  really  when  you  think  of 
it,  a  woman  does  not  want  much  more,  does  she  ?  ” 

“  It  is  the  mental  training,  Lawrence.  Think  of  the  loss 
of  mental  training.” 

“  I  feel  that  too,”  he  said,  with  a  smile  of  sympathy. 
“  Think  of  growing  up  without  the  discipline  of  Vulgar  Frac¬ 
tions  or  Genteel  Decimals.  One  is  appalled  at  imagining 
what  our  young  ladies  would  be  without  it.  But  you  shall 
teach  her  what  you  like,  Agatha.” 

“  I  am  half  afraid  of  her,  Lawrence.” 

“  Nonsense,  my  cousin ;  she  is  sweetness  itself.  Let  me 
bring  her  to-morrow  ?  ” 

“Yes  ;  she  can  have  the  room  next  to  mine.”  Agatha 
sighed  a  little.  “  Suppose  we  don’t  get  on  together  after 
all.  It  would  be  such  a  disappointment,  and  such  a  pain  to 
part.” 

“  Get  on,  Agatha  ? — and  with  you  ?  Why,  all  the  world 
gets  on  with  you.  Was  there  ever  a  girl  in  the  world  that 
you  did  not  get  on  with  ?  ” 

“  Yes,  there  was.  I  never  got  on  with  Victoria  Pengelley 
— Mrs.  Cassilis.  Shall  you  call  upon  her,  Lawrence  ?  ” 

“No — yes — I  don’t  know,  Agatha,”  he  replied  hurriedly; 
and  went  away  with  scant  leave-taking.  He  neither  took  any 
tea  nor  stayed  to  dinner. 

Then  Agatha  remembered. 

“  Of  course,”  she  said.  “  How  stupid  of  me  !  They  used  to 
talk  about  Lawrence  and  Victoria.  Can  he  think  of  her  still  ? 
Why,  the  woman  is  as  cold  as  ice  and  as  hard  as  steel,  besides 
being  married.  A  man  who  would  fall  in  love  with  Victoria 
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Pengelley  would  be  capable  of  falling  in  love  with  a  marble 
statue.” 

“My  cousin,  Lawrence  Colquhoun,’  she  told  ber  friends  in 
her  letters — Agatha  spent  as  much  time  letter-writing  as 
Madame  du  Deffand— “has  come  back  from  his  travels.  He  is 
not  at  all  changed,  except  that  he  has  a  few  grey  hairs  in  his 
beard.  He  laughs  in  the  same  pleasant  way ;  has  the  same  soft 
voice ;  thinks  as  little  seriously  about  life  ;  and  is  as  perfectly 
charming  as  he  has  always  been.  He  has  a  ward,  a  young  lady, 
daughter  of  an  old  friend  of  mine.  She  is  named  Phillis 
Fleming.  I  am  going  to  have  her  with  me  for  a  while,  and 
I  hope  you  will  come  and  make  her  acquaintance,  but  not  just 
yet,  not  until  we  are  used  to  each  other.  I  hear  nothing  but 
good  of  her.” 

Thus  did  this  artful  woman  gloss  over  the  drawbacks  of 
poor  Phillis’s  education.  Her  friends  were  to  keep  away  till 
such  time  as  Phillis  had  been  drilled,  inspected,  reviewed, 
manoeuvred,  and  taught  the  social  tone.  No  word,  you  see, 
of  the  little  deficiencies  which  time  alone  could  be  expected 
to  fill  up.  Agatha  L’Estrange,  in  her  way,  was  a  woman  of  the 
world.  She  expected,  in  spite  of  her  cousin’s  favourable 
report,  to  find  an  awkward,  rather  pretty,  wholly  unpresent¬ 
able  hoyden.  And  she  half  repented  that  she  had  so  easily 
acceded  to  Lawrence  Colquhoun’s  request. 

It  was  nearly  six  next  day  when  Phillis  arrived.  Her 
guardian  drove  her  out  in  a  dog-cart,  her  maid  following  behind 
with  the  luggage.  This  mode  of  conveyance,  being  rapid,  open, 
and  especially  adapted  for  purposes  of  observation,  pleased 
Phillis  mightily  ;  she  even  preferred  it  to  a  hansom  cab.  She 
said  little  on  the  road,  being  too  busy  in  the  contemplation  of 
men  and  manners.  Also  she  was  as  yet  hardly  at  home  with 
her  new  guardian.  He  was  pleasant ;  he  was  thoughtful  of 
her ;  but  she  had  not  yet  found  out  how  to  talk  with  him. 
Now,  with  Jack  Dunquerque — and  then  she  began  to  think 
how  Jack  would  look  driving  a  dog-cart,  and  how  she  should 
look  beside  him. 

Lawrence  Colquhoun  looked  at  his  charge  with  eyes 
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of  admiration.  Many  a  prettier  girl,  lie  thought,  might 
be  seen  in  a  London  ballroom  or  in  the  Park,  but  not  one 
brighter  or  fresher.  Where  did  it  come  from,  this  piquante 
way  ? 

Phillis  asked  no  more  questions  about  Mrs.  L’Estrange. 
Having  once  made  up  her  mind  that  she  should  rebel  and 
return  to  Mr.  Jagenal  in  case  she  did  not  approve  of  Mr. 
Colquhoun’s  cousin,  she  rested  tranquil.  To  be  sure,  she  was 
perfectly  prepared  to  like  her,  being  still  in  the  stage  of 
credulous  curiosity  in  which  every  fresh  acquaintance  seemed 
to  possess  all  possible  virtues.  Up  to  the  present  she  had 
made  one  exception ;  I  am  sorry  to  say  it  was  that  of  the  only 
woman  she  knew — Mrs.  Cassilis.  Phillis  could  not  help  feel¬ 
ing  as  if  life  with  Mrs.  Cassilis  would  after  a  time  become 
tedious.  Rather,  she  thought,  life  with  the  Twins. 

They  arrived  at  the  house  by  the  river.  Agatha  was  in 
the  garden.  She  looked  at  her  visitor  with  a  little  curiosity, 
and  welcomed  her  with  both  hands  and  a  kiss.  Mrs.  Cassilis 
did  not  kiss  Phillis.  In  fact,  nobody  ever  had  kissed  her  at 
all  since  the  day  when  she  entered  Abraham  Dyson’s  house. 
Jack,  she  remembered,  had  proposed  to  commence  their  friend¬ 
ship  with  an  imitation  of  the  early  Christians,  but  the  proposal, 
somehow,  came  to  nothing.  So  when  Agatha  drew  her  gently 
towards  herself  and  kissed  her  softly  on  the  forehead,  poor 
Phillis  changed  colour  and  was  confused.  Agatha  thought 
it  was  shyness,  but  Phillis  was  never  shy. 

“You  are  in  good  time,  Lawrence.  We  shall  have  time 
for  talk  before  dinner.  You  may  lie  about  in  the  garden, 
if  you  please,  till  we  come  to  look  for  you.  Come,  my  dear, 
and  I  will  show  you  your  room.” 

At  Highgate  Phillis’s  room  was  furnished  with  a  massive 
four  post  bedstead  and  adorned  with  dusky  hangings.  Soli¬ 
dity,  comfort,  and  that  touch  of  gloom  which  our  grandfathers 
always  lent  to  their  bedrooms,  marked  the  Highgate  apart¬ 
ment.  At  Carnarvon  Square  she  had  the  “  spare  room,” 
and  it  was  furnished  in  much  the  same  manner,  only  that  it 
was  larger,  and  the  curtains  were  of  lighter  colour. 

She  saw  now  a  small  room,  still  with  the  afternoon  sun 
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upon  it,  with  a  little  iron  bedstead  in  green  and  gold,  and 
white  curtains.  There  was  a  sofa,  an  easy-chair,  a  table  at 
one  of  the  windows,  and  one  in  the  centre  of  the  room  ;  there 
were  bookshelves ;  and  there  were  pictures. 

Phillis  turned  her  bright  face  with  a  grateful  cry  of 
surprise. 

“  Oh,  what  a  beautiful  room  !  ” 

“  I  am  glad  you  like  it,  my  dear.  I  hope  you  will  be 
comfortable  in  it.” 

Phillis  began  to  look  at  the  pictures  on  the  wall. 

She  was  critical  about  pictures,  and  these  did  not  seem 
very  good. 

“  Do  you  like  the  pictures  ?  ” 

“  This  one  is  out  of  drawing,”  she  said,  standing  before  a 
water-colour.  “  I  like  this  better,”  moving  on  to  the  next ; 
“  but  the  painting  is  not  clear.” 

Agatha  remembered  what  she  had  paid  for  these  pictures, 
and  hoped  the  fair  critic  was  wrong.  But  she  was  not ;  she 
was  right. 

And  then,  in  her  journey  round  the  room,  Phillis  came 
to  the  open  window,  and  cried  aloud  with  surprise  and 
astonishment. 

“  0  Mrs.  L’Estrange !  is  it — is  it  ” - she  asked,  in  an 

awestruck  voice,  turning  grave  eyes  upon  her  hostess,  as  if 
imploring  that  no  mistake  should  be  made  on  a  matter  of 
such  importance.  “  Is  it — really — the  Thames  ?  ” 

“  Why,  my  dear,  of  course  it  is.” 

“  I  have  never  seen  a  river.  I  have  so  longed  to  see  a 
river,  and  especially  the  Thames.  Do  you  know — 

“  ‘  Sweet  Thames,  run  softly  till  I  end  my  song  ’  1 

And  again — Oh,  there  are  swans  ! 

“  ‘  With  that  I  saw  two  swans  of  goodly  hue 
Come  softly  swimming  down  along  the  lee  ; 

Two  fairer  birds  I  never  yet  did  see.’  ” 

“  I  am  glad  you  read  poetry,  my  dear.” 

‘  But  I  do  not.  I  cannot  read ;  I  only  remember.  Mrs. 
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L’Estrange,  can  we  get  close  to  it,  quite  close  to  the  water  ? 
I  want  to  see  it  flowing.” 

They  went  back  into  the  garden,  where  Lawrence  was 
lying  in  the  shade,  doing  nothing.  Phillis  looked  not  at 
the  flowers  or  the  spring  blossoms;  she  hurried  Agatha 
across  the  lawn,  and  stood  at  the  edge,  gazing  at  the 
water. 

“  I  should  like,”  she  murmured  presently,  after  a  silence — 
“  I  should  like  to  be  in  a  boat  and  drift  slowly  down  between 
the  banks,  seeing  everything  as  we  passed,  until  we  came  to 
the  place  where  all  the  ships  come  up.  Jack  said  he  would 
take  me  to  see  the  great  ships  sailing  home  laden  with  their 
precious  things.  Perhaps  he  will.  But,  0  Mrs.  L’Estrange, 
how  sweet  it  is !  There  is  the  reflection  of  the  tree ;  see 
how  the  swans  sail  up  and  down  ;  there  are  the  water-lilies ; 
and  look,  there  are  the  light  and  shade  chasing  each  other 
up  the  river  before  the  wind.” 

Agatha  let  her  stay  a  little  longer,  and  then  led  her  away 
to  show  her  the  flowers  and  hothouses.  Phillis  knew  all 
about  these  and  discoursed  learnedly.  But  her  thoughts 
were  with  the  river. 

Lawrence  went  away  soon  after  dinner.  It  was  a  full 
moon,  and  the  night  was  warm.  Agatha  and  Phillis  went 
into  the  garden  again  when  Lawrence  left  them.  It  was 
still  and  silent,  and  as  they  stood  upon  the  walk,  the  girl 
heard  the  low  murmurous  wash  of  the  current  singing  an 
invitation  among  the  grasses  and  reeds  of  the  bank. 

“Let  us  go  and  look  at  the  river  again,”  she  said. 

If  it  was  beautiful  in  the  day,  with  the  evening  sun  upon 
it,  it  was  ten  times  as  beautiful  by  night,  when  the  shadows 
made  great  blacknesses,  and  the  bright  moon  silvered  all  the 
outlines  and  threw  a  long  way  of  light  upon  the  rippling 
water. 

Presently  they  came  in  and  went  to  bed. 

Agatha,  half  an  hour  later,  heard  Phillis’s  window  open. 
The  girl  was  looking  at  the  river  again  in  the  moonlight. 
She  saw  the  water  glimmer  in  the  moonlight ;  she  heard  the 
whisper  of  the  waves.  Her  thoughts — they  were  the  long 
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thoughts  of  a  child — went  up  the  stream,  and  wondered 
through  what  meadows  and  by  what  hills  the  stream  had 
flowed ;  then  she  followed  the  current  down,  and  had  to 
picture  it  among  the  ships  before  it  was  lost  in  the  mighty 
ocean. 

As  she  looked  there  passed  a  boat  full  of  people.  They 
were  probably  rough  and  common  people,  but  among  them 
was  a  woman,  and  she  was  singing.  Phillis  wondered  who 
they  were.  The  woman  had  a  sweet  voice.  As  they  rowed 
by  the  house  one  of  the  men  lit  a  lantern,  and  the  light  fell 
upon  their  faces,  making  them  clear  and  distinct  for  a 
moment,  and  then  was  reflected  in  the  black  water  below. 
Two  of  them  were  rowing,  and  the  boat  sped  swiftly  on  its 
way  down  the  stream.  Phillis  longed  to  be  with  them  on 
the  river. 

When  they  were  gone  there  was  silence  for  a  space,  and 
then  the  night  became  suddenly  musical. 

“  Jug,  jug,  jug  !  ”  It  was  the  nightingale;  but  Phillis’s 
brain  was  excited,  and  to  her  it  was  a  song  with  words. 
“  Come,  come,  come  !  ”  sang  the  bird.  “  Stay  with  us  here 
and  rest — and  rest.  This  is  better  than  the  town.  Here 
are  sweetness  and  peace ;  this  is  the  home  of  love  and  gentle¬ 
ness  ;  here  you  shall  find  the  Coping-stone.” 


CHAPTER  XV. 

“  But  if  ye  saw  that  which  no  eyes  can  see, 

The  inward  beauty  of  her  lively  spright 
Garnish’d  with  heavenly  gifts  of  high  degree, 

Much  more,  then,  would  you  wonder  at  the  sight." 

“  T  hd  KE  her,  my  dear  Lawrence,”  Agatha  wrote,  a  fortnight 
J-  alter  Phillis’s  arrival.  u  I  like  her  not  only  a  great 
deal  better  than  I  expected,  but  more  than  any  girl  I  have 
ever  learned  to  know.  She  is  innocent,  but  then  innocence 
is  very  easily  lost ;  she  is  fresh,  but  freshness  is  very  often 
a  kind  of  electro-plating,  which  rubs  off  and  shows  the  base 
metal  beneath.  Still  Phillis’s  nature  is  pure  gold ;  of  that 
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I  am  quite  certain  ;  and  with  sincere  people  one  always  feels 
at  ease. 

“We  were  a  little  awkward  at  first,  though  perhaps  the 
awkwardness  was  chiefly  mine,  because  I  hardly  knew  what 
to  talk  about.  It  seemed  as  if,  between  myself  and  a  girl 
who  cannot  read  or  write,  there  must  be  such  a  great  gulf 
that  there  would  be  nothing  in  common.  How  conceited 
we  are  over  our  education !  Lawrence,  she  is  quite  the  best- 
informed  girl  that  I  know;  she  has  a  perfectly  wonderful 
memory ;  repeats  pages  of  verse  which  her  guardian  taught 
her  by  reading  it  to  her ;  talks  French  very  well,  because 
she  has  always  had  a  French  maid ;  plays  and  sings  by  ear ; 
and  draws  like  a  Royal  Academician.  The  curious  thing, 
however,  is  the  effect  which  her  kDowledge  has  had  upon  her 
mind.  She  knows  what  she  has  been  told,  and  nothing  more. 
Consequently  her  mind  is  all  light  and  shade,  like  a  moon¬ 
light  landscape.  She  wants  atmosphere ;  there  is  no  haze 
about  her.  I  did  not  at  all  understand,  until  I  knew  Phillis, 
what  a  very  important  part  haze  plays  in  our  everyday  life. 
I  thought  we  were  all  governed  by  clear  and  definite  views 
of  duty,  religion,  and  politics.  My  poor  Lawrence,  we  are 
all  in  a  fog.  It  is  only  Phillis  who  lives  in  the  cloudless 
realms  of  pure  conviction.  In  politics  she  is  a  Tory,  with 
distinct  ideas  on  the  necessity  of  hanging  all  Radicals.  As 

for  her  religion - But  that  does  not  concern  you,  my 

cousin.  No  doubt  you  are  yourself  so  hopelessly  astray  with 
all  the  cross-lights  of  modern  scepticism,  that  the  simple 
creed  of  an  illiterate  girl  would  only  make  your  perplexity 
worse.  Or,  perhaps,  like  most  of  your  class,  you  never  think 
about  religion  at  all,  in  which  case  you  would  not  be  in¬ 
terested  in  Phillis’s  doctrines. 

“  I  took  her  to  church  on  Sunday.  Before  the  service  I 
read  her  the  hymns  which  we  were  to  sing,  and  after  she 
had  criticised  the  words  in  a  manner  peculiarly  her  own,  I 
read  them  again,  and  she  knew  those  hymns.  I  also  told 
her  to  do  exactly  as  I  did  in  the  matter  of  uprising  and 
downsitting. 

“  One  or  two  things  I  forgot,  and  in  other  one  or  two  she 
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made  little  mistakes.  It  is  usual,  Lawrence,  as  you  may 
remember,  for  worshippers  to  pray  in  silence  before  sitting 
down.  Phillis  was  looking  about  the  church,  and  therefore 
did  not  notice  my  performance  of  this  duty.  Also  I  had 
forgotten  to  tell  her  that  loud  speech  is  forbidden  by  custom 
within  the  walls  of  a  church.  Therefore  it  came  upon  me 
with  a  shock  when  Phillis,  after  looking  round  in  her  quick 
eager  way,  turned  to  me  and  said  quite  aloud,  ‘  This  is  a 
curious  place  !  Some  of  it  is  pretty,  but  some  is  hideous.’ 

“It  was  very  true,  because  the  church  has  half-a-dozen 
styles,  but  the  speech  caused  a  little  consternation  in  the 
place.  I  think  the  beadle  would  have  turned  us  out  had  he 
recovered  his  presence  of  mind  in  time.  This  he  did  not, 
fortunately,  and  the  service  began. 

“  No  one  could  have  behaved  better  during  the  prayers 
than  Phillis.  She  knelt,  listening  to  every  word.  I  could 
have  wished  that  her  intensity  of  attitude  had  not  betrayed 
a  perfect  absence  of  familiarity  with  church  customs.  During 
the  psalms  she  began  by  listening  with  a  little  pleasure  in 
her  face.  Then  she  looked  a  little  bored ;  and  presently  she 
whispered  to  me,  ‘  Dear  Agatha,  I  really  must  go  out  if  this 
tune  is  not  changed.’  Fortunately  the  psalms  were  not  long. 

“  She  liked  the  hymns,  and  made  no  remark  upon  them, 
except  that  one  of  the  choir-boys  was  singing  false,  and  that 
she  should  like  to  take  him  out  of  the  choir  herself  there  and 
then.  It  was  quite  true,  and  I  really  feared  that  her  sense 
of  duty  might  actually  impel  her  to  take  the  child  by  the 
ear  and  lead  him  solemnly  out  of  church. 

“  During  the  sermon,  I  regret  to  say  that  she  burst  out 
laughing.  You  know  Phillis’s  laugh — a  pretty  rippling 
laugh,  without  any  malice  in  it.  Oh,  how  rare  a  sweet  laugh 
is !  The  curate,  who  was  in  the  pulpit— a  very  nice  young’ 
man,  and  a  gentleman,  but  not,  I  must  own,  intellectual; 

and  I  hear  he  was  plucked  repeatedly  for  his  degree _ 

stopped,  puzzled  and  indignant,  and  then  went  on  with  his 
discourse.  I  looked,  I  suppose,  so  horrified  that  Phillis  saw 
she  had  done  wrong,  and  blushed.  There  were  no  more 
contretemps  in  the  church, 
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“ 1  My  dear  Agatha,’  she  explained,  when  we  came  out, 
‘  I  suppose  I  ought  not  to  have  laughed.  But  I  really  could 
not  help  it.  Did  you  notice  the  young  gentleman  in  the 
box  ?  He  was  trying  to  act,  but  he  spoke  the  words  so  badly, 
just  as  if  he  did  not  understand  them.  And  I  laughed  with¬ 
out  thinking.  I  am  afraid  it  was  very  rude  of  me.’ 

“  I  tried  to  explain  things  to  her,  but  it  is  difficult,  because 
sometimes  you  do  not  quite  know  her  point  of  view. 

“  Next  day  the  curate  called.  To  my  vexation  Phillis 
apologised.  Without  any  blushes  she  went  straight  to  the 
point. 

“  ‘  Forgive  me,’  she  said.  ‘  I  laughed  at  you  yesterday  in 
church  ;  I  am  very  sorry  for  it.’ 

“He  was  covered  with  confusion,  and  stammered  something 
about  the  sacred  building. 

“  ‘  But  I  never  was  in  a  church  before,’  she  went  on. 

“  ‘  That  is  very  dreadful !  ’  he  replied.  ‘  Mrs.  L’Estrange, 
do  you  not  think  it  is  a  very  dreadful  state  for  a  young 
lady  ?  ’ 

“  Then  she  laughed  again,  but  without  apologising. 

“  ‘  Mr.  Dyson  used  to  say,’  she  explained  to  me,  ‘  that 
everybody’s  church  is  his  own  heart.  He  never  went  to 
church,  and  he  did  not  consider  himself  in  a  dreadful  state 
at  all,  poor  dear  old  man  !  ’ 

“  If  she  can  fall  back  on  an  axiom  of  Mr.  Abraham  Dyson’s, 
there  is  no  further  argument  possible. 

“  The  curate  went  away.  He  has  been  here  several  times 
since,  and  I  am  sure  that  I  am  not  the  attraction.  We  have 
had  one  or  two  little  afternoons  on  the  lawn,  and  it  is  pretty 
to  see  Phillis  trying  to  take  an  interest  in  this  young  man 
She  listens  to  his  remarks,  but  they  fail  to  strike  her ;  she 
answers  his  questions,  but  they  seem  to  bore  her.  In  fact, 
he  is  much  too  feeble  for  her ;  she  has  no  respect  for  the  cloth 
at  all ;  and  I  very  much  fear  that  what  is  sport  to  her  is  going 
to  be  death  to  him.  Of  course,  Lawrence,  you  may  be  quite 
sure  that  I  shall  not  allow  Phillis  to  be  compromised  by  the 
attentions  of  any  young  man — yet.  Later  on  we  shall  ask 
your  views, 
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“  Her  guardian  must  have  been  a  man  of  great  culture. 
He  has  taught  her  very  well,  and  everything.  She  astonished 
the  curate  yesterday  by  giving  him  a  little  historical  essay  on 
his  favourite  Laud.  He  understood  very  little  of  it,  but  he 
went  away  sorrowful.  I  could  read  in  his  face  a  determination 
to  get  up  the  whole  subject,  come  back,  and  have  it  out  with 
Phillis.  But  she  shall  not  be  dragged  into  an  argument,  if  I 
can  prevent  it,  with  any  young  man.  Nothing  more  easily 
leads  to  entanglements,  and  we  must  be  ambitious  for  our 
Phillis. 

“  ‘  It  is  a  beautiful  thing  !  ’  she  said  the  other  day,  after 
I  had  been  talking  about  the  theory  of  public  worship — ‘  a 
beautiful  thing  for  the  people  to  come  together  every  week 
and  pray.  And  the  hymns  are  sweet,  though  I  cannot  under¬ 
stand  why  they  keep  on  singing  the  same  tune,  and  that  such 
a  simple  thing  of  a  few  notes.’ 

“  The  next  Sunday  I  had  a  headache,  and  Phillis  refused 
to  go  to  church  without  me.  She  spent  the  day  drawing  on 
the  bank  of  the  river. 

“Mrs.  Cassilis  has  been  to  call  upon  us.  Victoria  was  never 
a  great  friend  of  mine  when  she  was  young,  and  I  really  like 
her  less  now.  She  was  kind  to  Phillis,  and  proposed  all  sorts 
of  hospitalities,  which  we  escaped  for  the  present.  I  quite 
think  that  Phillis  should  be  kept  out  of  the  social  whirl  for 
a  few  months  longer. 

“Victoria  looked  pale  and  anxious.  She  asked  after  you 
in  her  iciest  manner  ;  wished  to  know  where  you  were ;  said 
that  you  were  once  one  of  her  friends  ;  and  hoped  to  see  you 
before  long.  She  is  cold  by  nature,  but  her  coldness  was 
assumed  here,  because  she  suddenly  lost  it.  I  am  quite  sure, 
Lawrence,  that  Victoria  Pengelley  was  once  touched,  and  by 
you.  There  must  have  been  something  in  the  rumours  about 
you  two  four  years  ago.  Lazy  Lawrence !  It  is  a  good  thing 
for  you  that  there  was  nothing  more  than  rumour. 

“We  were  talking  of  other  things— important  things,  such 

as  Phillis’s  wardrobe,  which  wants  a  great  many  additions _ 

when  Victoria,  d  propos  of  nothing,  asked  me  if  you  were 
changed  at  all.  I  said  no,  except  that  you  were  more  con- 
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firmed  in  laziness.  Then  Phillis  opened  her  portfolio,  where 
she  keeps  her  diary  after  her  own  fashion,  and  showed  the 
pencil  sketch  she  has  made  of  your  countenance.  It  is  a  good 
deal  better  than  any  photograph,  because  it  has  caught  your 
disgraceful  indolence,  and  you  stand  confessed  for  what  you 
are.  How  the  girl  contrives  to  put  the  real  person  into  her 
portraits,  I  cannot  tell.  Victoria  took  it,  and  her  face  suddenly 
softened.  I  have  seen  the  look  on  many  a  woman’s  face.  I 
look  for  it  when  I  suspect  that  one  of  my  young  friends  has 
dropped  head  over  ears  in  love ;  it  comes  into  her  eyes  when 
young  Orlando  enters  the  room,  and  then  I  know  and  act 
accordingly.  Poor  Victoria  !  I  ought  not  to  have  told  you, 
Lawrence,  but  you  will  forget  what  I  said.  She  glanced  at 
the  portrait  and  changed  colour.  Then  she  asked  Phillis  to 
give  it  to  her.  ‘  You  can  easily  make  another,’  she  said, 1  and 
I  will  keep  this,  as  a  specimen  of  your  skill  and  a  likeness  of 
an  old  friend.’ 

“  She  kept  it,  and  carried  it  away  with  her. 

“  I  have  heard  all  about  the  Coping-stone.  What  a  curious 
story  it  is  !  Phillis  talks  quite  gravely  of  the  irreparable 
injury  to  the  science  of  Female  Education  involved  in  the 
loss  of  that  precious  chapter.  Mr.  Jagenal  is  of  opinion  that 
without  it  the  Will  cannot  be  carried  out,  in  which  case  Mr. 
Cassilis  will  get  the  money.  I  sincerely  hope  he  will.  I  am 
one  of  those  who  dislike,  above  all  things,  notoriety  for  women, 
and  I  should  not  like  our  Phillis’s  education  and  its  results 
made  the  subject  of  lawyers’  wit  and  rhetoric  in  the  Court  of 
Chancery.  Do  you  know  Mr.  Gabriel  Cassilis  ?  He  is  said 
to  be  the  cleverest  man  in  London,  and  has  made  an  immense 
fortune.  I  hope  Victoria  is  happy  with  him.  She  has  a 
child,  but  does  not  talk  much  about  it. 

“  I  have  been  trying  to  teach  Phillis  to  read.  It  is  a  slow 
process,  but  the  poor  girl  is  very  patient.  How  we  ever 
managed  to  1  worry  through,’  as  the  Americans  say,  with 
such  a  troublesome  acquirement,  I  cannot  understand.  We 
spend  two  hours  a  day  over  the  task,  and  are  still  in  words 
of  one  syllable.  Needless  to  tell  you  that  the  lesson-book 
— ‘  First  Steps  in  Reading  ’  —  is  regarded  with  the  most 
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profound  contempt,  and  is  already  covered  with  innumerable 
drawings  in  pencil. 

“  Notes  in  music  are  easier.  Phillis  can  already  read  a 
little,  but  the  difficulty  here  is,  that  if  she  learns  the  air  from 
the  notes,  she  knows  it  once  for  all,  and  further  reading  is 
superfluous.  Now,  little  girls  have  as  much  difficulty  in 
playing  notes  as  in  spelling  them  out,  so  that  they  have  to 
be  perpetually  practising  the  art  of  reading.  I  now  under¬ 
stand  why  people  who  teach  are  so  immeasurably  conceited. 
I  am  already  so  proud  of  my  superiority  to  Phillis  in  being 
able  to  read,  that  I  feel  my  moral  nature  deteriorating.  At 
least,  I  can  sympathise  with  all  schoolmasters,  from  the 
young  man  who  holds  his  certificated  nose  high  in  the  air  to 
Dr.  Butler  of  Harrow,  who  sews  up  the  pockets  of  his  young 
gentlemen’s  trousers. 

“  Are  you  tired  of  my  long  letter  ?  Only  a  few  words  more. 

“  I  have  got  a  music  and  a  singing  master  for  Phillis.  They 
are  both  delighted  with  her  taste  and  musical  powers.  Her 
voice  is  very  sweet,  though  not  strong.  She  will  never  be 
tempted  to  rival  professional  people,  and  will  always  be  sure 
to  please  when  she  sings. 

“  I  have  also  got  an  artist  to  give  her  a  few  lessons  in  the 
management  of  her  colours.  He  is  an  elderly  artist,  with  a 
wife  and  bairns  of  his  own,  not  one  of  the  young  gentlemen 
who  wear  velvet  coats  and  want  to  smoke  all  day. 

“  You  must  yourself  get  a  horse  for  her,  and  then  you  can 
come  over  and  ride  with  her.  At  present  she  is  happy  in  the 
contemplation  of  the  river,  which  exercises  an  extraordinary 
power  over  her  imagination.  She  is  now,  while  I  write, 
sitting  in  the  shade,  singing  to  herself  in  solitude.  Beside 
her  is  the  sketch-book,  but  she  is  full  of  thought  and  happy 
to  be  alone.  Lawrence,  she  is  a  great  responsibility,  and  it  is 
sad  to  think  that  the  Lesson  she  most  requires  to  learn  is  the 
Lesson  of  distrust.  She  trusts  everybody,  and  when  any¬ 
thing  is  done  or  said  which  would  arouse  distrust  in  our¬ 
selves,  she  only  gets  puzzled  and  thinks  of  her  own  ignorance 
Why  cannot  we  leave  her  in  the  Paradise  of  the  Innocent, 
and  never  let  her  learn  that  every  stranger  is  a  possible 
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villain  ?  Alas,  that  I  must  teach  her  this  lesson ;  and  yet 
one  would  not  leave  her  to  find  it  out  by  painful  experience  ! 
My  dear  Lawrence,  I  once  read  that  it  was  the  custom  in 
savage  times  to  salute  the  stranger  with  clubs  and  stones, 
because  he  was  sure  to  be  an  enemy.  How  far  have  we 
advanced  in  all  these  years  ?  You  sent  Phillis  to  me  for 
teaching,  but  it  is  I  who  learn  from  her.  I  am  a  worldly 
woman,  cousin  Lawrence,  and  my  life  is  full  of  hollow  shams. 
Sometimes  I  think  that  the  world  would  be  more  tolerable 
were  all  the  women  as  illiterate  as  dear  Phillis. 

“  Do  not  come  to  see  her  for  a  few  days  yet,  and  you 
will  find  her  changed  in  those  few  things  which  wanted 
change.” 

Sitting  in  solitude  ?  Gazing  on  the  river  ?  Singing  to 
herself?  Phillis  was  quite  otherwise  occupied,  and  much 
more  pleasantly. 

She  had  been  doing  all  these  things,  with  much  content¬ 
ment  of  soul,  while  Agatha  was  writing  her  letters.  She  sat 
under  the  trees  upon  the  grass,  a  little  straw  hat  upon  her 
head,  letting  the  beauty  of  the  season  fill  her  soul  with  happi¬ 
ness.  The  sunlit  river  rippled  at  her  feet ;  on  its  broad 
surface  the  white  swans  lazily  floated !  the  soft  air  of  early 
summer  fanned  her  cheek ;  the  birds  darted  across  the  water 
as  if  in  an  ecstasy  of  joy  at  the  return  of  the  sun — as  a  matter 
of  fact  they  had  their  mouths  wide  open  and  were  catching 
flies ;  a  lark  was  singing  in  the  sky  ;  there  were  a  blackbird 
and  a  thrush  somewhere  in  the  wood  across  the  river ;  away 
up  the  stream  there  was  a  fat  old  gentleman  sitting  in  a  punt ; 
he  held  an  umbrella  over  his  head  because  the  sun  was 
hot,  and  he  supported  a  fishing-rod  in  his  other  hand.  Pre¬ 
sently  he  had  a  nibble,  and  in  his  anxiety  he  stood  up  the 
better  to  manoeuvre  his  float ;  it  was  only  a  nibble,  and  he 
sat  down  again.  Unfortunately  he  miscalculated  the  position 
of  the  chair,  and  sat  upon  space,  so  that  he  fell  backwards  all 
along  the  punt.  Phillis  heard  the  bump  against  the  bottom 
of  the  boat,  and  saw  a  pair  of  fat  little  legs  sticking  up  in  the 
most  comical  manner ;  she  laughed,  and  resolved  upon  draw- 
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ing  cite  fat  old  gentleman’s  accident  as  soon  as  she  could 
find  time. 

The  afternoon  was  very  still ;  the  blackbird  carolled  in  the 
trees,  and  the  u  wise  thrush  ”  repeated  his  cheerful  philosophy  ; 
the  river  ran  with  soft  whispers  along  the  bank ;  and  Phillis 
began  to  look  before  her  with  eyes  that  saw  not,  and  from 
eyelids  that,  in  a  little,  would  close  in  sleep. 

Then  something  else  happened. 

A  boat  came  slowly  up  the  river,  close  to  her  own  bank. 
She  saw  the  bows  first,  naturally  ;  and  then  she  saw  the  back 
of  the  man  in  it.  Then  the  boat  revealed  itself  in  full,  and 
Phillis  saw  that  the  crew  consisted  of  J ack  Dunquerque.  Her 
heart  gave  a  great  leap,  and  she  started  from  the  Sleepy 
Hollow  of  her  thoughts  into  life. 

Jack  Dunquerque  was  not  an  ideal  oar,  such  as  one  dreams 
of  and  reads  about.  He  did  not  “  grasp  his  sculls  with  the 
precision  of  a  machine,  and  row  with  a  grand  long  sweep 
which  made  the  boat  spring  under  his  arms  like  a  thing  of 
life  ” — I  quote  from  an  author  whose  name  I  have  forgotten. 
Quite  the  contrary  ;  Jack  was  rather  unskilful  than  other¬ 
wise;  the  ship  in  which  he  was  embarked  was  not  one  of 
those  crank  craft  consisting  of  half  a  cedar  lath  with  cross¬ 
bars  of  iron ;  it  was  a  boat  without  outriggers,  and  he  had 
hired  it  at  Richmond.  He  was  not  so  straight  in  the  back  as 
an  Oxford  stroke ;  and  he  bucketed  about  a  good  deal,  but 
he  got  along. 

Just  as  he  was  nearing  Phillis  he  fell  into  difficulties,  in 
consequence  of  one  oar  catching  tight  in  the  weeds.  The 
effect  of  this  was,  as  may  be  imagined,  to  bring  her  bows  on 
straight  into  the  bank.  In  fact,  Jack  ran  the  ship  ashore, 
and  sat  with  the  bows  high  on  the  grass  just  a  few  inches  off 
Phillis’s  feet.  Then  he  drew  himself  upright,  tried  to  dis¬ 
entangle  the  oar,  and  began  to  think  what  he  should  do 
next. 

“  I  wish  I  hadn’t  come,”  he  said  aloud. 

Phillis  laughed  silently. 

Then  she  noticed  the  painter  in  the  bows,  though  she  did 
not  know  it  by  that  name.  Painters  in  London  boats  are 
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sometimes  longish  ropes,  for  convenience  of  mooring.  Phillis 
noiselessly  lifted  the  cord  and  tied  it  fast  round  the  trunk  of 
a  small  elder-tree  beside  her.  Then  she  sat  down  again  and 
waited.  This  was  much  better  fun  than  watching  an  elderly 
gentleman  tumbling  backwards  in  a  punt. 

Jack,  having  extricated  the  scull  and  rested  a  little,  looked 
at  his  palms,  which  were  blistering  under  the  rough  exercise 
of  rowing,  and  muttered  something  inaudible.  Then  he 
seized  the  oars  again  and  began  to  back  out  vigorously. 

The  boat’s  bows  descended  a  few  inches,  and  then,  the 
painter  being  taut,  moved  no  more. 

Phillis  leaned  forward,  watching  Jack  with  a  look  of 
rapturous  delight. 

“  Damn  the  ship !  ”  said  Jack  softly,  after  three  or  four 
minutes’  strenuous  backing. 

“Don’t  swear  at  the  boat,  Jack,”  Phillis  broke  in,  with 
her  low  laugh  and  musical  voice. 

Jack  looked  round.  There  was  his  goddess  standing  on  the 
bank,  clapping  her  hands  with  delight.  He  gave  a  vigorous 
pull,  which  drove  the  boat  half-way  up  to  shore  and  sprang 
out. 

“  Jack,  you  must  not  use  words  that  sound  bad.  Oh,  how 
glad  I  am  to  see  you !  I  think  you  look  best  in  flannels, 
Jack.” 

“You  here,  Phil  ?  I  thought  it  was  a  mile  higher  up.” 

“  Did  you  know  where  I  was  gone  to  ?  ” 

“  Yes,  I  found  out.  I  asked  Oolquhoun,  and  he  told  me. 
But  he  did  not  offer  to  introduce  me  to  Mrs.  L’Estrange ;  and 
so  I  thought  I  would — I  thought  that  perhaps  if  I  rowed  up 
the  river,  you  know,  I  might  perhaps  see  you.” 

“  0  Jack,”  she  replied,  touched  by  this  act  of  friendship, 
“  did  you  really  row  up  in  the  hope  of  seeing  me  ?  I  am  so 
glad.  Will  you  come  in  and  be  introduced  to  Agatha— that 
is,  Mrs.  L’Estrange  ?  I  have  not  yet  told  her  about  you, 
because  we  had  so  many  things  to  say.” 

“  Let  us  sit  down  and  talk  a  little  first.  Phil,  you  look 
even  better  than  when  you  were  at  Carnarvon  Square.  Tell 
me  what  you  are  doing.” 
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“I  am  learning  to  read  for  one  tiling;  and.  Jack,  a  muck 
more  important  tking,  I  am  taking  lessons  in  water-colour 
drawing.  I  kave  learned  a  great  deal  already,  quite  enougk 
to  skow  me  how  ignorant  I  kave  been.  But,  Jack,  Mr. 
Stencil  cannot  draw  so  well  as  I  can,  and  I  am  glad  to 
tkink  so.” 

“  Wken  skall  we  be  able  to  go  out  again  for  another  visit 
somewhere,  Phil  ?  ” 

“  Ak,  I  do  not  know.  We  skall  stay  here  all  the  summer, 
I  am  sure ;  and  Agatha  talks  of  going  to  the  seaside  in  the 
autumn.  I  do  not  tkink  I  skall  like  the  sea  so  muck  as  I 
like  the  river,  but  I  want  to  see  it.  Jack,  kow  is  Mr.  Gilead 
Beck  ?  kave  you  seen  him  lately  ?  ” 

“Yes,  I  very  often  see  him.  We  are  great  friends.  But 
never  mind  him,  Phil ;  go  on  telling  me  about  yourself.  It 
is  a  whole  fortnight  since  I  saw  you.” 

“  Is  it  really  ?  0  J ack !  and  we  two  pi’omised  to  be 

friends.  There  is  pretty  friendship  for  you !  I  am  very 
happy,  Jack.  Agatha  L’Estrange  is  so  kind  that  I  cannot 
tell  you  kow  I  love  her.  Lawrence  Oolquhoun  is  her  first 
cousin.  I  like  my  guardian,  too,  very  muck ;  but  I  kave 
not  yet  found  out  kow  to  talk  to  him.  I  am  to  kave  a  horse 
as  soon  as  he  can  find  me  one ;  and  then  we  skall  be  able 
to  ride  together,  Jack,  if  it  is  not  too  far  for  you  to  come 
out  here.” 

“Too  far,  Phil?” 

“  Agatha  is  writing  letters.  Certainly  it  must  be  pleasant 
to  talk  to  your  friends  wken  they  are  away  from  you.  I 
skall  learn  to  write  as  fast  as  I  can,  and  then  we  will  send 
letters  to  each  other.  I  wonder  if  she  would  mind  being 
disturbed.  Perhaps  I  had  better  not  take  you  in  just 
yet.” 

“  Will  you  come  for  a  row  with  me,  Phil  ?  ” 

“  In  the  boat,  Jack  ?  on  the  river  ?  Ok,  if  you  will  only 
take  me !  ” 

Jack  untied  the  painter,  pulled  the  skip’s  head  round,  and 
laid  her  alongside  the  bank. 

“  You  will  promise  to  sit  perfectly  still,  and  not  move  ?  ” 
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“  Yes,  I  will  not  move.  Are  you  afraid  for  me,  Jack?  ” 

“  A  little,  Phil.  You  see,  if  we  were  to  upset,  perhaps  you 
would  not  trust  yourself  entirely  to  me.” 

“  Yes,  I  would,  Jack.  I  am  sure  you  would  bring  me  safe 
to  the  bank.” 

“  But  we  must  not  upset.  Now,  Phil.” 

He  rowed  her  upstream.  She  sat  in  the  stern,  and  enjoyed 
the  situation.  As  in  every  fresh  experience,  she  was  silent, 
drinking  in  the  details.  She  watched  the  transparent  water 
beneath  her,  and  saw  the  yellow-green  weeds  sloping  gently 
downwards  with  the  current ;  she  noticed  the  swans,  which 
looked  so  tranquil  from  the  bank,  and  which  now  followed 
the  boat,  gobbling  angrily.  They  passed  the  old  gentleman 
in  the  punt.  He  had  recovered  his  chair  by  this  time,  and 
was  sitting  in  it,  still  fishing.  But  Phillis  could  not  see 
that  he  had  caught  many  fish.  He  looked  from  under 
his  umbrella  and  saw  them.  “Youth  and  Beauty!”  he 
sighed. 

“  I  like  to  feel  the  river,”  said  Phillis  softly.  “  It  is 
pleasant  on  the  bank,  but  it  is  so  much  sweeter  here.  Can 
there  be  anything  in  the  world,”  she  murmured  half  to  her¬ 
self,  “  more  pleasant  than  to  be  rowed  along  the  river  on 
such  a  day  as  this  ?  ” 

There  was  no  one  on  the  river  except  themselves  and  the 
old  angler.  Jack  rowed  up  stream  for  half  a  mile  or  so,  and 
then  turned  her  head  and  let  her  drift  gently  down  with  the 
current,  occasionally  dipping  the  oars  to  keep  way  on.  But 
he  left  the  girl  to  her  own  thoughts. 

“  It  is  all  like  a  dream  to  me,  this  river,”  said  Phillis  in  a 
low  voice.  “  It  comes  from  some  unknown  place,  and  goes 
to  some  unknown  place.” 

“  It  is  like  life,  Phil.” 

“  Yes ;  we  come  like  the  river,  trailing  long  glories 
behind  us — you  know  what  Wordsworth  says — but  we  do 
not  go  to  be  swallowed  up  in  the  ocean,  and  we  are  not 
alone.  We  have  those  that  love  us  to  be  with  us,  and 
prevent  us  from  getting  sad  with  thought.  I  have  you, 
J  ack.” 
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“  Yes,  Phil.”  He  could  not  meet  her  face,  which  was  so 
full  of  unselfish  and  passionless  affection,  because  his  own 
eyes  were  brimming  over  with  passion. 

“  Take  me  in,  Jack,”  she  said,  when  they  reached  Agatha’s 
lawn.  “  It  is  enough  for  one  day.” 

She  led  him  to  the  morning-room,  cool  and  sheltered,  where 
Agatha  was  writing  the  letter  we  have  already  read.  And 
she  introduced  him  as  Jack  Dunquerque,  her  friend. 

Jack  explained  that  he  was  rowing  up  the  river,  that  he 
saw  Miss  Fleming  by  accident,  that  he  had  taken  her  for  a 
row  up  the  stream,  and  so  on — all  in  due  form. 

“  Jack  and  I  are  old  friends,”  said  Phillis. 

Agatha  did  not  ask  how  old,  which  was  fortunate.  But 
she  put  aside  her  letters  and  sent  for  tea  into  the  garden. 
Jack  became  more  amiable  and  more  sympathetic  than  any 
young  man  Mrs.  L’Estrange  had  ever  known.  So  much  did 
he  win  upon  her  that,  having  ascertained  that  he  was  a  friend 
of  Lawrence  Colquhoun,  she  asked  him  to  dinner. 

Jack’s  voyage  homeward  was  a  joyful  one.  Many  is  the 
journey  begun  in  joy  that  ends  in  sorrow  ;  few  are  those 
which  begin,  as  Jack’s  bucketing  up  the  river,  in  uncertainty, 
and  end  in  unexpected  happiness. 


CHAPTER  XVI. 

“  Souvent  femme  varie, 

Bien  fol  qui  s’y  fie.” 

LAWRENCE  COLQUHOUN  was  not,  in  point  of  fact, 
devoting  much  thought  to  his  ward  at  this  time.  She 
was  pretty ;  she  was  fresh ;  she  was  unconventional ;  but 
then  he  was  forty.  For  twenty  years  he  had  been  moving 
through  a  panorama  of  pretty  girls.  It  was  hardly  to  be  ex¬ 
pected  that  a  girl  whom  he  had  seen  but  once  or  twice  should 
move  a  tough  old  heart  of  forty.  Phillis  pleased  him,  but  lazy 
Lawrence  wanted  girls,  if  that  could  be  managed,  to  come  to 
him,  and  she  necessarily  stayed  at  Twickenham.  Anyhow, 
she  was  in  good  and  safe  hands.  It  was  enough  to  know  that 
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Agatha  had  her  in  safe  charge  and  custody,  and  when  he 
could  find  time  he  would  go  down  and  see  her  again.  As  he 
had  been  thirteen  years  trying  to  find  time  to  visit  Phillis 
at  Highgate,  it  was  possible  that  he  might  be  in  the  same 
way  prevented  by  adverse  circumstances  from  going  to 
Twickenham. 

He  was  troubled  also  by  other  and  graver  matters. 

Victoria  Cassilis  asked  him  in  the  Park  to  call  upon  her — 
for  auld  lang  syne.  What  he  replied  is  not  on  record,  because, 
if  anybody  heard,  it  could  only  have  been  the  lady.  But  he 
did  not  call  upon  her.  After  a  day  or  two  there  came  a  letter 
from  her.  Of  this  he  took  no  notice.  It  is  not  usual  for  a 
man  to  ignore  the  receipt  of  a  letter  from  a  lady,  but  Lawrence 
Colquhoun  did  do  so.  Then  there  came  another.  This  also 
he  tore  in  small  pieces.  And  then  another.  “Hang  the 
woman,”  said  Lawrence ;  “  I  believe  she  wants  to  have  a  row. 
I  begin  to  be  sorry  I  came  home  at  all.” 

His  chambers  were  on  the  second  floor  in  the  Albany,  and 
any  one  who  knows  Lawrence  Colquhoun  will  understand  that 
they  were  furnished  in  considerable  comfort,  and  even  luxury. 
He  did  not  pretend  to  a  knowledge  of  Art,  but  his  pictures 
were  good  ;  nor  was  he  a  dilettante  about  furniture,  but  his 
was  in  good  style.  China  he  abhorred,  like  many  other 
persons  of  sound  and  healthy  taste.  Let  us  leave  a  loophole 
of  escape ;  there  may  be  some  occult  reason,  unknown  to  the 
uninitiated,  for  finding  beauty,  loveliness,  and  desirability 
in  hideous  china  monsters  and  porcelain.  After  all  we  are 
but  a  flock,  and  follow  the  leader.  Why  should  we  not  go 
mad  for  china  ?  It  is  as  sensible  as  going  mad  over  rinking. 
Why  should  we  not  buy  water-colours  at  fabulous  prices? 
At  least  these  can  be  sold  again  for  something,  whereas 
books — an  extinct  form  of  madness — cannot ;  and  besides, 
present  their  backs  in  a  mute  appeal  to  be  read. 

The  rooms  of  a  man  with  whom  comfort  is  the  first  thing 
aimed  at.  The  chairs  are  low,  deep,  and  comfortable ;  there 
are  brackets,  tiny  tables,  and  all  sorts  of  appliances  for  saving 
trouble  and  exertion  ;  the  curtains  are  of  the  right  shade 
for  softening  the  light;  the  pictures  are  of  subjects  which 
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soothe  the  mind ;  the  books,  if  you  look  at  them,  are  books  of 
travel  and  novels.  The  place  is  exactly  such  a  home  as  lazy 
Lawrence  would  choose. 

And  yet  when  we  saw  his  laziness  in  the  Prologue,  he  was 
living  alone  in  a  deserted  city,  among  the  bare  wooden  walls 
of  a  half-ruined  hotel.  But  Lawrence  was  not  then  at  home. 
He  took  what  comfort  he  could  get,  even  there ;  and  while 
he  indulged  his  whim  for  solitude,  impressed  into  his  own 
service  for  his  own  comfort  the  two  Chinamen  who  consti¬ 
tuted  with  him  the  population  of  Empire  City. 

But  at  Empire  City  he  was  all  day  shooting.  That  makes 
a  difference  to  the  laziest  of  men.  And  he  would  not  have 
stayed  there  so  long  had  he  not  been  too  lazy  to  go  away. 
If  a  man  does  not  mind  lonely  evenings,  the  air  on  the  lower 
slopes  of  the  Sierra  Nevada  is  pleasant  and  the  game  is 
abundant.  Now,  however,  he  was  back  in  London,  where 
the  laziest  men  live  beside  the  busiest.  The  sun  streamed 
in  at  his  windows,  which  were  bright  with  flowers ;  and  he 
sat  in  the  shade  doing  nothing.  Restless  men  take  cigars ; 
men  who  find  their  own  thoughts  insufficient  for  the  passing 
hour  take  books;  men  who  cannot  sit  still  walk  about. 
Lawrence  Colquhoun  simply  lay  back  in  an  easy-chair, 
watching  the  sunlight  upon  the  flowers  with  lazy  eyes.  He 
had  the  gift  of  passive  and  happy  idleness. 

To  him  there  came  a  visitor — a  woman  whom  he  did  not 
know. 

She  was  a  woman  about  thirty  years  of  age,  a  hard-featured, 
sallow-faced  woman.  She  looked  in  Lawrence’s  face  with  a 
grim  curiosity  as  she  walked  across  the  room  and  handed 
him  a  letter. 

“  From  Mrs.  Cassilis,  sir.” 

“  Oh  !  ”  said  Lawrence.  “  And  you  are  ” - 

“  I  am  her  maid,  sir.” 

“  Where  is  Janet,  then  ?  ” 

“Janet  is  dead.  She  died  three  years  ago,  before  Mrs. 
Cassilis  married.” 

“  Oh,  Janet  is  dead,  is  she  ?  Ah,  that  accounts — I  mean, 
where  did  Janet  die?” 
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“In  lodgings  at  Ventnor,  sir.  Mrs.  Cassilis — Miss  Pen- 
gelley  she  was  then,  as  you  know,  sir,” — Lawrence  looked 
up  sharply,  but  there  was  no  change  in  the  woman's  impas¬ 
sive  face  as  she  spoke, — “  Miss  Pengelley  sent  me  with  her, 
and  Janet  died  in  my  arms,  sir,  of  consumption.” 

“  Ah,  I  am  sorry !  And  so  Mrs.  Cassilis  has  sent  you  to 
me  with  this  letter,  has  she  ?”  He  did  not  open  it.  “  Will 
you  tell  Mrs.  Cassilis  that  I  will  send  an  answer  by  post,  if 
there  is  any  answer  required  ?  ” 

“  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir ;  but  Mrs.  Cassilis  told  me  ex¬ 
pressly  that  if  you  were  in  town  I  was  to  wait  for  an  answer, 
if  I  had  to  wait  all  day.” 

“  In  that  case  I  suppose  I  had  better  read  the  letter.” 

He  opened  it,  and  it  seemed  as  if  the  contents  were  not 
pleasant,  because  he  rose  from  his  chair  and  began  to  walk 
about.  The  sallow-faced  woman  watched  him  all  the  time, 
as  one  who  has  fired  a  shot,  and  wishes  to  know  whether  it 
has  struck,  and  where. 

He  held  the  letter  in  his  left  hand,  and  with  his  right 
moved  and  altered  the  position  of  things  on  the  mantelshelf, 
a  sign  of  mental  agitation.  Then  he  turned  round  brusquely 
and  said — 

“Tell  your  mistress  that  I  will  call  upon  her  in  the 
afternoon.” 

“  Will  you  write  that,  sir  ?  ” 

“  No,  I  will  not,”  he  replied  fiercely.  “  Take  your  answer 
and  begone.” 

She  went  without  a  word. 

“  There  will  be  trouble,”  she  said  to  herself.  “  Janet  said 
it  would  all  come  up  again  some  day.  He’s  a  handsome 
chap,  and  missus  is  a  fool.  She’s  worse  than  a  fool ;  she’s  a 
hard-hearted  creature,  with  no  more  blood  than  a  stone  statue. 
If  there’s  to  be  trouble,  it  won’t  fall  on  his  head,  but  on 
hern.  And  if  I  was  him,  I’d  go  away  again  quiet,  and  then 
maybe  no  one  wouldn’t  find  it  out.  As  for  her,  she’ll  blow 
on  it  herself.” 

Lawrence’s  thoughts  assumed  a  form  something  like  the 
following : 
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“  Three  notes  from  her  in  rapid  succession,  each  one  more 
vehement  than  the  first.  She  must  see  me ;  she  insists  on 
my  calling  on  her ;  she  will  see  me ;  she  has  something  im¬ 
portant  to  tell  me.  It’s  a  marvellous  thing,  and  a  great  proof 
of  the  absence  of  the  inventive  faculty  in  all  of  them,  that 
when  they  want  to  see  you  they  invariably  pretend  that  they 
have  something  important  to  tell  you.  From  the  duchess  to 
the  nursemaid,  by  Jove,  they  are  all  alike !  And  now  she  is 
coming  here  unless  I  call  upon  her  to-day. 

“  It  won’t  do  to  let  her  come  here.  I  might  go  down  to 
the  seaside,  go  into  the  country,  go  anywhere,  back  to 
America ;  but  what  would  be  the  good  of  that  ?  Besides, 
why  should  I  run  away  ? 

“  I  have  not  done  anything  to  be  afraid  of  or  ashamed  of, 
unless  a  knowledge  of  a  thing  is  guilt.  I  have  nothing  to 
fear  for  myself.  Remains  the  question,  Ought  I  not  to 
screen  her  ? 

“  But  screen  her  from  whom  ?  No  one  knows  except 
Janet,  and  Janet  is  dead.  Perhaps  that  woman  with  a  face 
like  a  horse  knows ;  that  would  be  awkward  for  Victoria  if 
she  were  to  offend  her,  for  a  more  damned  unforgiving  coun¬ 
tenance  I  never  set  eyes  upon.  But  Janet  was  faithful ;  I 
am  sure  Janet  would  not  split  even  when  she  was  dying. 
And  then  there  was  very  little  to  split  about  when  she  died. 
Victoria  hadn’t  married  Mr.  Cassilis. 

“What  the  deuce  does  she  want  to  rake  up  old  things 
for  ?  Why  can’t  she  let  things  be  ?  It’s  the  way  of  women. 
They  can’t  forget ;  and  hang  me  if  I  don’t  think  she  can’t 
forgive  me  because  she  has  done  me  a  wrong  !  Why  did  I 
come  back  from  Empire  City?  There,  at  all  events,  one 
could  be  safe  from  annoyance. 

“  On  a  day  like  this,  too,  the  first  really  fine  day  of  the 
season;  and  it’s  spoiled.  I  might  have  dined  with  cousin 
Agatha  and  talked  to  Phillis — the  pretty  little  Phillis!  I 
might  have  mooned  away  the  afternoon  in  the  Park  and 
dined  at  the  Club.  I  might  have  gone  to  half-a-dozen  places 
in  the  evening.  I  might  have  gone  to  Greenwich  and  re¬ 
newed  my  youth  at  the  Ship.  I  might  have  gone  to  Rich- 
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mond  with  old  Evergreen  and  liis  party.  But  Phillis  for 
choice.  But  now  I  must  have  it  out  with  Victoria  Cassilis. 
There’s  a  fate  in  it.  We  can’t  be  allowed  to  rest  and  be 
happy.  Like  the  schoolboy’s  scrag-end  of  the  roily- polly 
pudding,  it  is  helped,  and  must  be  eaten.” 

Philosophy  brings  resignation,  but  it  does  not  bring  ease 
of  mind.  Those  unfortunate  gentlemen  who  used  to  be  laid 
upon  the  wheel  and  have  their  limbs  broken  might  have 
contemplated  the  approach  of  inevitable  suffering  with  resig¬ 
nation,  but  never  with  happiness.  In  Colquhoun’s  mind, 
Victoria  Cassilis  was  associated  with  a  disagreeable  and 
painful  chapter  in  his  life.  He  saw  her  marriage  in  the 
fragment  of  Ladd’s  paper,  and  thought  the  chapter  closed. 
He  came  home  and  found  her  waiting  for  him  ready  to  open 
it  again. 

“  I  did  think,”  he  said,  turning  over  her  letter  in  his 
fingers,  “  that,  for  her  own  sake,  she  would  have  let  things 
be  forgotten.  It’s  ruin  for  her  if  the  truth  comes  out,  and 
not  pleasant  for  me.  A  pretty  fool  I  should  look  explaining 
matters  in  a  witness-box.  But  I  must  see  her,  if  only  to 
bring  her  to  reason.  Reason !  When  was  a  woman  reason¬ 
able?” 

“  I  am  here,”  he  said,  standing  before  Mrs.  Cassilis  at  her 
own  house  a  few  hours  later.  “  I  am  here.” 

A.thos,  Porthos,  Aramis,  and  D’Artagnan  would  have  said 
exactly  the  same  thing. 

“  Me  void  !  ” 

And  they  would  have  folded  their  arms  and  thrown  back 
their  heads  with  a  preliminary  tap  at  the  sword-hilt,  to  make 
sure  that  the  trusty  blade  was  loose  in  the  scabbard  and 
easy  to  draw,  in  case  M.  le  Mari — whom  the  old  French 
allegorists  called  Danger — should  suddenly  appear. 

But  Lawrence  Coloquhoun  said  it  quite  meekly,  to  a  woman 
who  neither  held  out  her  hand  nor  rose  to  meet  him,  nor 
looked  him  in  the  face,  but  sat  in  her  chair  with  bowed  head 
and  weeping  eyes. 

A  woman  of  steel  ?  There  are  no  women  of  steel. 

It  was  in  Mrs.  Cassilis’s  morning- room,  an  apartment  sacred 
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to  herself;  she  used  it  for  letter-writing,  for  interviews  with 
dressmakers,  for  tea  with  ladies,  for  all  sort  of  things.  And 
now  she  received  her  old  friend  in  it.  But  why  was  she 
crying,  and  why  did  she  not  look  up  ? 

“  I  did  want  to  see  you,  Lawrence,”  she  murmured.  “  Can 
you  not  understand  why  ?  ” 

“  My  name  is  Colquhoun,  Mrs.  Cassilis.  And  I  cannot 
understand  why  ” - 

“My  name,  Lawrence,  is  Victoria.  Have  you  forgotten 
that  ?  ” 

“  I  have  forgotten  everything,  Airs.  Cassilis.  It  is  best  to 
forget  everything.” 

“  But  if  you  cannot !  0  Lawrence  !  ”  she  looked  up  in  his 
face — “  0  Lawrence,  if  you  cannot !” 

Her  weeping  eyes,  her  tear-clouded  face,  her  piteous 
gesture,  moved  the  man  not  one  whit.  The  power  which  she 
might  once  have  had  over  him  was  gone. 

<£  This  is  mere  foolishness,  Mrs.  Cassilis.  As  a  stranger,  a 
perfect  stranger,  may  I  ask  why  you  call  me  by  my  Christian 
name,  and  why  these  tears  ?  ” 

“  Strangers !  it  is  ridiculous  !  ”  she  cried,  starting  up  and 
standing  before  him.  “  It  is  ridiculous,  when  all  the  world 
knows  that  we  were  once  friends,  and  half  the  world  thought 
that  we  were  going  to  be  something — nearer.” 

“Nearer — and  dearer,  Mrs.  Cassilis?  What  a  foolish 
world  it  was !  Suppose  we  had  become  nearer,  and  there¬ 
fore  very  much  less  dear.” 

“  Be  kind  to  me,  Lawrence.” 

“  I  will  be  whatever  you  like,  Mrs.  Cassilis — except  what 
I  was — provided  you  do  not  call  me  Lawrence  any  more. 
Come,  let  us  be  reasonable.  The  past  is  gone ;  in  deference 
to  your  wishes  I  removed  myself  from  the  scene;  I  went 
abroad  ;  I  transported  myself  for  four  years  :  then  I  saw  the 
announcement  of  your  marriage  in  the  paper  by  accident. 
And  I  came  home  again,  because  of  your  own  free  will  and 
accord  you  had  given  me  my  release.  Is  this  true  ?  ” 

“Yes,”  she  replied. 

“Then,  in  the  name  of  Heaven,  why  seek  to  revive  the 
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past  ?  Believe  me,  I  have  forgotten  the  few  days  of  madness 
and  repentance.  They  are  gone.  Some  ghosts  of  the  past 
come  to  me,  but  they  do  not  take  the  shape  of  Victoria 
Pengelley.” 

“  Suppose  we  cannot  forget  ?  ” 

“  Then  we  must  forget.  Victoria — Mrs.  Cassilis,  rouse 
yourself.  Think  of  what  you  are — what  you  have  made 
yourself.” 

“  I  do  think.  I  think  every  day.” 

“  You  have  a  husband  and  a  child  ;  you  have  your  position 
in  the  world.  Mrs.  Cassilis,  you  have  your  honour.” 

“  My  honour  !  ”  she  echoed.  “  What  honour  ?  And  if  all 
were  known !  Lawrence,  don’t  you  even  pity  me  ?  ” 

“  What  is  the  good  of  pity  ?  ”  he  asked  rudely.  “  Pity 
cannot  alter  things.  Pity  cannot  make  things  which  are  as 
if  they  are  not.  You  seem  to  me  to  have  done  what  you 
have  done  knowing  well  what  you  were  doing,  and  knowing 
what  you  were  going  to  get  by  it.  You  have  got  one  of  the 
very  best  houses  in  London ;  you  have  got  a  rich  husband ; 
you  have  got  an  excellent  position ;  and  you  have  got' — Mrs. 
Cassilis,  you  have  got  a  child,  whose  future  happiness  depends 
upon  your  reticence.” 

“  I  will  tell  you  what  I  have  besides,”  she  burst  in,  with 
passion.  “  I  have  the  most  intolerable  husband,  the  most 
maddening  and  exasperating  man  in  all  the  world  !  ” 

“Is  he  cruel  to  you ? ” 

“  Ho  ;  he  is  kind  to  me.  If  he  were  cruel  I  should  know 
how  to  treat  him.  But  he  is  kind.” 

“Heroics,  Mrs.  Cassilis.  Most  women  could  very  well 
endure  a  kind  husband.  Are  you  not  overdoing  it  ?  You 
almost  make  me  remember  a  scene — call  it  a  dream — which 
took  place  in  a  certain  Glasgow  hotel  about  four  years  and  a 
half  ago.” 

“  In  the  City  he  is  the  greatest  financier  living,  I  am  told. 
In  the  house  he  is  the  King  of  Littleness.” 

“  I  think  there  was — or  is — a  bishop,”  said  Lawrence 
meditatively,  “who  gave  his  gigantic  intellect  to  a  Treatise 
on  the  Sinfulness  of  Little  Sins.  Perhaps  you  had  better 


204  THE  GOLDEN  BUTTERFLY. 

buy  that  work  and  study  it.  Or  present  it  to  your 
husband.” 

“Very  well.  Lawrence.  I  suppose  you  think  you  have  a 
right  to  laugh  at  me  ?  ” 

“  Eight !  Good  God,  Mrs.  Cassilis,”  he  cried,  in  the  greatest 
alarm,  “  do  you  think  I  claim  any  right — the  smallest — over 
you  ?  If  I  ever  had  a  right  it  is  gone  now — gone,  by  your 
own  act,  and  my  silence.” 

“  Yes,  Lawrence,”  she  repeated,  with  a  hard  smile  on  her 
lips,  “  your  silence.” 

He  understood  what  she  meant.  He  turned  from  her  and 
leaned  against  the  window,  looking.into  the  shrubs  and  laurels. 
She  had  dealt  him  a  blow  which  took  effect. 

“  My  silence  !  ”  he  murmured ;  “  my  silence  !  What  have 
I  to  do  with  your  life  since  that  day — that  day  which  even 
you  would  find  it  difficult  to  forget?  Do  what  you  like, 
marry  if  you  like,  be  as  happy  as  you  like,  or  as  miserable — 
what  does  it  matter  to  me  ?  My  silence  !  Am  I,  then,  going 
to  proclaim  to  the  world  my  folly  and  your  shame  ?  ” 

“  Let  us  not  quarrel,”  she  went  on,  pleased  with  the  effect 
of  her  words.  There  are  women  who  would  rather  stab  a 
man  in  the  heart,  and  so  make  some  impression  on  him,  than 
see  him  cold  and  callous  to  what  they  say  or  think.  “  It  is 
foolish  to  quarrel  after  four  years  and  more  of  absence.” 

“  Absence  makes  the  heart  grow  fonder,”  said  Lawrence. 
“  Yes,  Mrs.  Cassilis,  it  is  foolish  to  quarrel.  Still  I  suppose 
it  is  old  habit.  And  besides  ” - 

“  When  a  man  has  nothing  else  to  say,  he  sneers.” 

“When  a  woman  has  nothing  else  to  say,  she  makes  a 
general  statement.” 

“  At  all  events,  Lawrence,  you  are  unchanged  since  I  left 
you  at  that  hotel  to  which  you  refer  so  often.  Are  its  memories 
pleasing  to  you  ?  ” 

“  No  ;  they  are  not.  Are  they  to  you  ?  Come,  Mrs.  Cassilis, 
this  is  foolish.  You  told  me  you  had  something  to  say  to 
me.  What  is  it  ?  ” 

“  I  wanted  to  say  this.  When  we  parted  ” - 

“  Ok,  hang  it !  ”  cried  the  man,  “  why  go  back  to  that  ?  ” 
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“  When  we  two  parted  ” — she  set  her  thin  lips  together 
as  if  she  was  determined  to  let  him  off  no  single  word — 
“  you  used  bitter  words.  You  told  me  that  I  was  heartless, 
cold,  and  bad-tempered.  Those  were  the  words  you  used.” 

“By  Gad,  I  believe  they  were!”  said  Lawrence.  “We 
had  a  blazing  row  ;  and  Janet  stood  by  with  her  calm  Scotch 
face,  and  said,  ‘  Eh,  sir  !  Eh,  madam  !  ’  I  remember.’ 

“  I  might  retaliate  on  you.” 

“  You  did  then,  Mrs.  Cassilis.  You  let  me  have  it  in  a 
very  superior  style.  No  need  to  retaliate  any  more.” 

“  I  might  tell  you  now  that  you  are  heartless  and  cold.  I 
might  tell  you  ” - 

“  It  seems  that  you  are  telling  me  all  this  without  any  use 
of  the  potential  mood.” 

“  That  if  you  have  any  lingering  kindness  for  me,  even  if 
you  have  any  resentment  for  my  conduct,  you  would  pity  the 
lonely  and  companionless  life  I  lead.” 

“  Your  son  is  nearly  a  year  old,  I  believe  ? 

“  What  is  a  baby  ?  ” 

Lawrence  thought  the  remark  wanting  in  maternal  feeling ; 
but  he  said  nothing. 

“  Come,  Mrs.  Cassilis,  it  is  all  no  use.  I  cannot  help  you. 
I  would  not  if  I  could.  Hang  it !  it  would  be  too  ridiculous 
for  me  to  interfere.  Think  of  the  situation.  Here  we  are, 
we  three  5  I  first,  you  in  the  middle,  and  hfr.  Cassilis  third. 
You  and  I  know,  and  he  does  not  suspect.  On  the  stage, 
the  man  who  does  not  suspect  always  looks  a  fool.  No  French 
novel  comes  anywhere  near  this  position  of  things.  Make 
yourself  miserable  if  you  like,  and  make  me  uncomfortable  ; 
but,  for  Heaven’s  sake,  don’t  make  us  all  ridiculous!  As 
things  are,  so  you  made  them.  Tell  me — what  did  you  do 
it  for  ?  ” 

“  Speak  to  me  kindly,  Lawrence,  and  I  will  tell  you  all. 
After  that  dreadful  day  I  went  back  to  the  old  life.  Janet 
and  I  made  up  something — never  mind  what.  Janet  was  as 
secret  as  the  grave.  The  old  life — Oh,  how  stupid  and  dull 
it  was!  Two  years  passed  away.  You  were  gone,  never  to 
return,  as  you  said.  Janet  died.  And  Mr.  Cassilis  came.” 
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“Well?” 

:£  Well,  I  was  poor.  With  my  little  income  I  had  to  live 
with  friends,  and  be  polite  to  people  I  detested.  I  saw  a 
chance  for  freedom ;  Mr.  Cassilis  offered  me  that,  at  least. 
And  I  accepted  him.  Say  you  forgive  me,  Lawrence.” 

“  Forgive  ?  What  a  thing  to  ask  or  to  say  !  ” 

“  It  was  a  grievous  mistake.  I  wanted  a  man  who  could 
feel  with  me  and  appreciate  me.” 

“  Yes,”  he  said.  “  I  know.  Appreciation — appreciation. 
Perhaps  you  got  it,  and  at  a  truer  estimate  than  you  thought. 
I  have  sometimes  found,  Mrs.  Cassilis,  in  the  course  of  my 
travels,  people  who  make  themselves  miserable  because  others 
do  not  understand  their  own  ideals.  If  these  people  could 
only  label  themselves  with  a  few  simple  descriptive  sentences, 
— such  as  ‘  I  am  good ;  I  am  great ;  I  am  full  of  lofty 
thoughts ;  I  am  noble ;  I  am  wise ;  I  am  too  holy  for  this 
world ;  ’  and  so  on, — a  good  deal  of  unhappiness  might  be 
saved.  Perhaps  you  might  even  now  try  on  this  method 
with  Mr.  Cassilis.” 

“  Cold  and  sneering,”  she  said  to  herself,  folding  her  hands, 
and  laying  her  arms  straight  out  before  her  in  her  lap.  If 
you  think  of  it,  this  is  a  most  effective  attitude,  provided 
that  the  head  be  held  well  back  and  a  little  to  the  side. 

“  What  astonishes  me,”  he  said,  taking  no  notice  of  her 
remark,  “  is  that  you  do  not  at  all  seem  to  realise  the  Thing 
you  have  done.  Do  you  ?  ” 

“  It  is  no  use  realising  what  cannot  be  found  out.  Janet 
is  in  her  grave.  Lawrence  Colquhoun,  the  most  selfish  and 
heartless  of  men,  is  quite  certain  to  hold  his  tongue.” 

He  laughed  good-naturedly. 

“  Very  well,  Mrs.  Cassilis,  very  well.  If  you  are  satisfied, 
of  course  no  one  has  the  right  to  say  a  word.  After  all, 
no  one  has  any  cause  to  fear  except  yourself.  For  me, 
I  certainly  hold  my  tongue.  It  would  be  all  so  beauti¬ 
fully  explained  by  Serjeant  Smoothtongue :  £  Six  years  ago, 
gentlemen  of  the  jury,  a  man  no  longer  in  the  bloom  of  early 
youth  was  angled  for  and  hooked  by  a  lady  who  employed  a 
kind  of  tackle  comparatively  rare  in  English  society.  She 


THE  GOLDEN  BUTTERFLY. 


207 


was  a  femme  incomprise.  She  despised  the  little  ways  of 
women  ;  she  was  full  of  infinite  possibilities  ;  she  was  going 
to  lead  the  world  if  only  she  could  get  the  chance.  Arid 
then,  gentlemen  of  the  jury,  then  ’  ” - 

Here  the  door  opened,  and  Mr.  Gabriel  Cassilis  appeared. 
His  wife  was  sitting  in  the  window,  cold,  calm,  and  im¬ 
passive.  Some  four  or  five  feet  from  her  stood  Lawrence 
Colquhoun ;  he  was  performing  his  imaginary  speech  with 
great  rhetorical  power,  but  stopped  short  at  sight  of  M.  le 
Mari,  whom  he  knew  instinctively.  This  would  have  been 
a  little  awkward,  had  not  Mrs.  Cassilis  proved  herself  equal 
to  the  occasion. 

“  My  dear  !  ”  She  rose  and  greeted  her  husband  with  the 
tips  of  her  fingers.  “  You  are  early  to-day.  Let  me  introduce 
Mr.  Colquhoun,  a  very  old  friend  of  mine.” 

“  I  am  very  glad,  Mr.  Colquhoun,  to  know  you.  I  have 
heard  of  you.” 

“  Pray  sit  down,  Mr.  Colquhoun,  unless  you  will  go  on  with 
your  description.  Mr.  Colquhoun,  who  has  just  returned  from 
America,  my  dear,  was  giving  me  a  vivid  account  of  some 
American  trial-scene  which  he  witnessed.” 

Her  manner  was  perfectly  cold,  clear,  and  calm.  She 
was  an  admirable  actress,  and  there  was  not  a  trace  left 
of  the  weeping,  shamefaced  woman  who  received  Lawrence 
Colquhoun. 

Gabriel  Cassilis  looked  at  his  visitor  with  a  little  pang  of 
jealousy.  This,  then,  was  the  man  with  whom  his  wife’s  name 
had  been  coupled.  To  be  sure,  it  was  a  censorious  world ;  but 
then  he  was  a  handsome  fellow,  and  a  quarter  of  a  century 
younger  than  himself.  However,  he  put  away  the  thought, 
and  tapped  his  knuckles  with  his  double-glasses  while  he 
talked. 

To-day,  whether  from  fatigue  or  from  care,  he  was  not 
quite  himself;  not  the  self-possessed  man  of  clear  business 
mind  that  he  wished  to  appear.  Perhaps  something  had 
gone  wrong. 

Lawrence  and  Mrs.  Cassilis,  or  rather  the  latter,  began 
talking  about  days  of  very  long  ago,  so  that  her  husband  found 
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himself  out  of  the  conversation.  This  made  him  uneasy,  and 
less  useful  when  the  talk  came  within  his  reach.  But  his 
wife  was  considerate — made  allowances,  so  to  speak,  for  age 
and  fatigue  ;  and  Lawrence  noted  that  he  was  fond  and  proud 
of  her. 

He  came  away  in  a  melancholy  mood. 

“  I  can’t  help  it,”  he  said.  “  I  wish  I  couldn’t  feel  anything 
about  it,  one  way  or  the  other.  Victoria  has  gone  off,  and  I 

wonder  how  in  the  world - And  now  she  has  made  a  fool  of 

herself.  It  is  not  my  fault.  Some  day  it  will  all  come  out. 
And  I  am  an  accessory  after  the  fact.  If  it  were  not  for  that 
Phillis  girl — I  must  see  after  her — and  she  is  pretty  enough 
to  keep  any  man  in  town — I  would  go  back  to  America  again 
if  it  were  to  Empire  City.” 


CHAPTER  XVII. 


“  Now  you  set  your  foot  on  shore 
In  Novo  Orbe  ;  here’s  the  rich  Peru  ; 

And  there,  within,  sir,  are  the  golden  mines, 
Great  Solomon’s  Ophir.  ” 


UNLIMITED  credit!  Wealth  without  bound!  Power  to 
gratify  any  desire — all  desires !  That  was  the  luck  of 
the  Golden  Butterfly.  No  wish  within  the  reach  of  man  that 
Gilead  Beck  could  not  gratify.  No  project  or  plan  within 
limits  far,  far  beyond  what  are  generally  supposed  reasonable, 
that  he  could  not  carry  out.  Take  your  own  case,  brother  of 
mine,  struggling  to  realise  the  modest  ambitions  common  to 
cultured  humanity,  and  to  force  them  within  the  bounds  of  a 
slender  income.  Think  of  the  thousand  and  one  things  you 
want;  think  of  the  conditions  of  your  life  you  would  wish 
changed ;  think  of  the  generous  aspirations  you  would  gratify ; 
think  of  the  revenges,  malices,  envies,  hatreds,  which  you 
would  be  able  to  satiate — had  you  the  wealth  which  gives  the 
power.  Then  suppose  yourself  suddenly  possessed  of  that 
wealth,  and  think  what  you  would  do  with  it. 

Your  brain  is  feeble ;  it  falters  at  a  few  thousands  ;  a  hun¬ 
dred  thousand  a  year  is  too  much  for  it — it  was  as  much,  if 
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I  remember  rightly,  as  even  the  imagination  of  the  elder 
Dumas  attained  to.  Beyond  a  paltry  twenty  thousand  or  so, 
one  feels  oppressed  in  imagination  with  a  weight  of  income. 
Let  us  suppose  you  stick  at  twenty  thousand.  What  would 
you  do  with  it  ?  What  could  you  not  do  with  it  ?  Your 
ideal  Society — the  one  thing  wanting,  only  rich  men  cannot 
be  brought  to  see  it,  to  regenerate  the  world — that  could  in¬ 
stantly  be  put  on  a  sound  footing.  Your  works — those  works 
which  you  keep  locked  up  in  a  desk  at  home — you  could  pub¬ 
lish,  and  at  once  step  into  your  right  position  as  a  leader  of 
thought,  an  ava%  avSpwv.  Your  projects,  educational,  moral, 
theatrical,  literary,  musical,  could  all  together,  for  they  are 
modest,  be  launched  upon  the  ocean  of  public  opinion.  You 
could  gratify  your  taste  for  travel.  Like  Charles  Kingsley, 
you  could  stand  in  the  shadow  of  a  tropical  forest  (it  would 
not  be  one  quarter  so  beautiful  as  a  hundred  glades  ten  miles 
from  Southampton)  and  exclaim,  “At  last!”  You  are  an 
archaeologist,  and  have  as  yet  seen  little.  You  could  make 
that  long-desired  trip  to  Naples  and  see  Pompeii ;  you  could 
visit  the  cities  of  the  Midi,  and  explore  the  Roman  remains 
you  have  as  yet  only  read  of;  you  could  take  that  journey  to 
Asia  Minor,  your  dream  of  twenty  years,  and  sketch  the  tem¬ 
ples  still  standing,  roofed  and  perfect,  unvisited  since  the  last 
stragglers  of  the  last  crusading  army  died  of  famine  on  the 
steps,  scoffing  with  their  latest  breath  at  the  desecrated  altar. 
Their  bones  lay  mouldering  in  front  of  the  marble  columns — 
silent  monuments  of  a  wasted  enthusiasm — while  the  fleshless 
fingers  pointed  as  if  in  scorn  in  the  direction  of  Jerusalem. 
They  have  been  dust  this  many  a  year.  Dust  blown  about 
the  fields ;  manure  for  the  crops  which  the  peasant  raises  in 
luxuriance  by  scratching  the  soil.  But  the  temples  stand 
still,  sacred  yet  to  the  memory  of  Mother  Earth,  the  manv- 
breasted  goddess  of  the  Ephesians.  Why,  if  you  had  that 
£20,000  a  year,  you  would  go  there,  sketch,  photograph,  and 
dig. 

What  could  not  one  do  if  one  had  money  ?  And  then  one 
takes  to  thinking  what  is  done  by  those  who  actually  have  it. 
Well,  they  subscribe — they  give  to  hospitals  and  institutions — 
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and  they  save  the  rest.  Happy  for  this  country  that  Hon¬ 
duras,  Turkey,  and  a  few  other  places  exist  to  plunder  the 
British  capitalist,  or  we  should  indeed  perish  of  wealth- 
plethora.  Thousands  of  things  all  round  us  wait  to  be  done ; 
things  which  must  be  done  by  rich  men,  and  cannot  be  done 
by  trading  men,  because  they  would  not  pay. 

Exempli  gratid  ;  here  are  a  few  out  of  the  many. 

1.  They  are  always  talking  of  endowment  for  research;  all 
the  men  who  think  they  ought  to  be  endowed  are  clamouring 
for  it.  But  think  of  the  luxury  of  giving  a  man  a  thousand 
a  year,  and  telling  him  to  work  for  the  rest  of  his  days  with 
no  necessity  for  doing  pot-boilers.  Yet  no  rich  man  does  it. 
There  was  a  man  in  Scotland,  the  other  day,  gave  half  a 
million  to  the  Kirk.  For  all  the  luxury  to  be  got  out  of  that 
impersonal  gift,  one  might  just  as  well  drop  a  threepenny-bit 
into  the  crimson  bag. 

2.  This  is  a  country  in  which  the  dramatic  instinct  is  so 
strong  as  to  be  second  only  to  that  of  France.  We  want 
a  National  Theatre,  where  such  a  thing  as  a  300  nights’ 
run  would  be  impossible,  and  which  should  be  a  school  for 
dramatists  as  well  as  actors.  A  paltry  £  10,000  a  year  would 
pay  the  annual  deficit  in  such  a  theatre.  Perhaps,  taking 
year  with  year,  less  than  half  that  sum  would  do.  No  rich 
man  has  yet  proposed  to  found,  endow,  or  subsidise  such  a 
theatre. 

3 .  In  this  City  of  London  thousands  of  boys  run  about  the 
streets  ragged  and  hungry.  Presently  they  become  habitual 
criminals.  Then  they  cost  the  country  huge  sums  in  gaols, 
policemen,  and  the  like.  Philanthropic  people  catch  a  few 
of  these  boys  and  send  them  to  places  where  they  are  made 
excellent  sailors.  Yet  the  number  does  not  diminish.  A 
small  £1 5  a  year  pays  for  a  single  boy.  A  rich  man  might 
support  a  thousand  of  them.  Yet  no  rich  man  does. 

4.  In  this  countiy  millions  of  women  have  to  work  for 
their  living.  Everybody  who  employs  those  women  under¬ 
pays  and  cheats  them.  Women  cannot  form  trade-unions — • 
they  are  without  the  organ  of  government ;  therefore  they 
are  downtrodden  in  the  race.  They  do  men’s  work  at  a 
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quarter  of  men’s  wages.  No  trade  so  flourishing  as  that 
which  is  worked  by  women— witness  the  prosperity  of  dress¬ 
making  masters.  The  workwomen  have  longer  hours,  as  well 
as  lower  pay,  than  the  men.  At  the  best,  they  get  enough 
to  keep  body  and  soul  together ;  not  enough  for  self-respect ; 
not  enough,  if  they  are  young  and  good-looking,  to  keep 
them  out  of  mischief.  To  give  them  a  central  office  and 
a  central  protecting  power  might  cost  a  thousand  pounds 
a  year.  No  rich  man,  so  far  as  I  know,  has  yet  come 
forward  with  any  such  scheme  for  the  improvement  of 
women’s  labour. 

5.  This  is  a  country  where  people  read  a  great  deal.  More 
books  aie  printed  in  Lngland  than  in  any  other  country  in 
the  world.  Reading  forms  the  amusement  of  half  our  hours, 
the  delight  of  our  leisure  time.  For  the  whole  of  its  reading 
Society  agrees  to  pay  Mudie  &  Smith  from  three  to  ten 
guineas  a  house.  Here  is  a  sum  in  arithmetic :  house-bills, 
A1500  a  year;  wine-bill,  A300;  horses,  A500;  rent,  A400; 
travelling,  ^400;  dress — Lord  knows  what;  reading — say  A 5  ; 
also,  spent  at  Smith’s  stalls  in  two-shilling  novels,  say  thirty 
shillings.  That  is  the  patronage  of  Literature.  Successful 
authors  make  a  few  hundreds  a  year — successful  grocers  make 
a  few  thousands  and  people  say,  C£  How  well  is  Literature 
rewarded !  ” 

Mr.  Gilead  Beck  once  told  me  of  a  party  gathered  together 
in  Virginia  City  to  mourn  the  decease  of  a  dear  friend  cut  off 
prematurely.  The  gentleman  intrusted  with  the  conduct  of 
the  evening’s  entertainment  had  one-and-forty  dollars  put 
into  his  hands  to  be  laid  out  to  the  best  advantage.  He  ex¬ 
pended  it  as  follows  : — 

Whisky  .  .  .  Forty  dollars.  (40$) 

Bread  ....  One  dollar.  (If) 

Total  .  .  Forty-one  dollars.  (41$) 

“  What,  in  thunder,”  asked  the  chairman,  “  made  you 
waste  all  that  money  in  bread  ?  ” 

Note. — He  had  never  read  Henry  IV. 

The  modern  patronage  of  Literature  is  exactly  like  the 
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proportion  of  bread  observed  by  tbe  gentleman  of  Virginia 
City. 

Five  pounds  a  year  for  the  mental  food  of  all  the  house¬ 
hold. 

Enough ;  social  reform  is  a  troublesome  and  an  expensive 
thing.  Let  it  be  done  by  the  societies ;  there  are  plenty  of 
people  anxious  to  be  seen  on  platforms,  and  plenty  of  men 
who  are  rejoiced  to  take  the  salary  of  secretary. 

Think  again  of  Mr.  Gilead  Beck’s  Luck  and  what  it 
meant.  The  wildest  flights  of  your  fancy  never  reach  to 
a  fourth  part  of  his  income.  The  yearly  revenues  of  a 
Grosvenor  fall  far  short  of  this  amazing  good  fortune.  Out 
of  the  bowels  of  the  earth  was  flowing  for  him  a  continuous 
stream  of  wealth  that  seemed  inexhaustible.  Not  one  well, 
but  fifty,  were  his,  and  all  yielding.  When  he  told  Jack 
Dunquerque  that  his  income  was  a  thousand  pounds  a  day, 
he  was  far  within  the  limit.  In  these  weeks  he  was  clearing 
fifteen  hundred  pounds  in  every  twenty-four  hours.  That 
makes  forty-five  thousand  pounds  a  month ;  five  hundred 
and  forty  thousands  pounds  a  year.  Can  a  Grosvenor  or  a 
Dudley  reach  to  that  ? 

The  first  well  was  still  the  best,  and  it  showed  no  signs  of 
giving  out ;  and  as  Mr.  Beck  attributed  its  finding  to  the 
direct  personal  instigation  of  the  Golden  Butterfly,  he  firmly 
believed  that  it  never  would  give  out.  Other  shafts  had 
been  sunk  round  it,  but  with  varying  success ;  the  ground 
was  covered  with  derricks  and  machinery  erected  for  boring 
fresh  wells  and  working  the  old,  an  army  of  men  were  en¬ 
gaged  in  these  operations  ;  a  new  town  had  sprung  up  in 
the  place  of  Limerick  City ;  and  Gilead  P.  Beck,  its  King, 
was  in  London,  trying  to  learn  how  his  money  might  best 
be  spent. 

It  weighed  heavily  upon  his  mind;  the  fact  that  he  was, 
by  no  effort  of  his  own,  through  no  merit  of  his  own,  earning 
a  small  fortune  every  week  made  him  thoughtful.  In  his 
rough  way  he  took  the  wealth  as  so  much  trust-money.  He 
was  entitled,  he  thought,  to  live  upon  it  according  to  his 
inclination ;  he  was  to  have  what  his  soul  craved  for ;  he  was 
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to  use  it  first  for  his  own  purposes ;  but  be  was  to  devote 
wbat  be  could  not  spend — that  is,  tbe  great  bulk  of  it — some- 
bow  to  tbe  general  good.  Such  was  tbe  will  of  tbe  Golden 
Butterfly. 

I  do  not  know  bow  tbe  idea  came  into  Gilead  Beck’s  bead 
that  be  was  to  regard  bimself  as  a  trustee.  Tbe  man’s  ante¬ 
cedents  would  seem  against  sucb  a  conception  of  Fortune  and 
ber  responsibilities.  Born  in  a  New  England  village,  educated 
till  tbe  age  of  twelve  in  a  village  school,  be  bad  been  turned 
upon  tbe  world  to  make  bis  livelihood  in  it  as  best  be  could. 
He  was  everything  by  turns ;  there  was  hardly  a  trade  that 
be  did  not  attempt,  not  a  calling  which  be  did  not  for  a  while 
follow.  Ill  luck  attended  him  for  thirty  years;  yet  bis  courage 
did  not  flag.  Every  fresh  attempt  to  escape  from  poverty 
only  seemed  to  throw  him  back  deeper  in  tbe  slough.  Yet 
be  never  despaired.  His  time  would  surely  come.  He 
preserved  bis  independence  of  soul,  and  be  preserved  his 
hope. 

But  all  tbe  time  be  longed  for  wealth.  Tbe  desire  for 
riches  is  an  instinct  with  the  Englishman,  a  despairing  dream 
with  tbe  German,  a  stimulus  for  boarding  with  tbe  French¬ 
man,  but  it  is  a  consuming  fire  with  tbe  American.  Gilead 
P.  Beck  breathed  an  atmosphere  charged  with  tbe  contagion 
of  restless  ambition.  How  many  great  men — presidents,  vice- 
presidents,  judges,  orators,  merchants — have  sprung  from  the 
obscure  villages  of  tbe  older  States !  Gilead  Beck  started 
on  bis  career  with  a  vague  idea  that  be  was  going  to  be 
something  great.  As  the  years  went  on  be  retained  the 
belief,  but  it  ceased  to  take  a  concrete  form.  He  did  not 
see  bimself  in  tbe  chair  of  Ulysses  Grant;  be  did  not 
dream  of  becoming  a  statesman  or  an  orator.  But  be  was 
going  to  be  a  man  of  mark.  Somehow  be  was  bound  to  be 
great. 

And  then  came  the  Golden  Butterfly. 

See  Mr.  Beck  now.  It  is  ten  in  tbe  morning.  He  has  left 
tbe  pile  of  letters,  most  of  them  begging-letters,  unopened 
at  bis  elbow.  He  has  got  tbe  case  of  glass  and  gold  con¬ 
taining  tbe  Butterfly  on  tbe  table.  Tbe  sunlight  pouring  in 
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at  the  opened  window  strikes  upon  the  yellow  metal,  and 
lights  up  the  delicately  chased  wings  of  this  freak  of  Nature. 
Poised  on  the  wire,  the  Golden  Butterfly  seems  to  hover  of 
its  own  accord  upon  the  petals  of  the  rose.  It  is  alive.  As 
its  owner  sits  before  it,  the  creature  seems  to  him  endowed 
with  life  and  motion.  That  is  nonsense,  but  Mr.  Beck  thinks 
so  at  the  moment. 

On  the  table  is  a  map  of  his  Canadian  oil-fields. 

He  sits  like  this  nearly  every  morning,  the  gilded  box 
before  him.  It  is  his  way  of  consulting  the  oracle.  After 
his  interview  with  the  Butterfly  he  rises  refreshed  and  clear 
of  vision.  This  morning,  if  his  thoughts  could  be  written 
down,  they  might  take  this  form  : 

“  I  am  rich  beyond  the  dreams  of  avarice.  I  have  more 
than  I  can  spend  upon  the  indulgence  of  every  whim  that 
ever  entered  the  head  of  sane  man.  When  I  have  bought 
all  the  luxuries  that  the  world  has  to  sell,  there  still 
remains  to  be  saved  more  than  any  other  living  man  has  to 
spend. 

“  What  am  I  to  do  with  it  ? 

“  Shall  I  lay  it  up  in  the  Bank  ?  The  Bank  might  break. 
That  is  possible.  Or  the  well  might  stop.  No;  that  is 
impossible.  Other  wells  have  stopped,  but  no  well  has  run 
like  mine,  or  will  again ;  for  I  have  struck  through  the  crust 
of  the  earth  into  the  almighty  reservoir. 

“How  to  work  out  this  trust?  Who  will  help  me  to 
spend  the  money  aright  ?  How  is  such  a  mighty  pile  to  be 
spent  ? 

“  Even  if  the  Butterfly  were  to  fall  and  break,  who  can 
deprive  me  of  my  wealth  ?  ” 

His  servant  threw  open  the  door  :  “  Mr.  Cassilis,  sir.” 
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CHAPTER  XVIII. 

“  Doubtfully  it  stood, 

As  two  spent  swimmers  that  do  cling  together 
And  choke  their  art.” 

ONE  of  Gilead  Beck’s  difficulties— perhaps  his  greatest— 
was  his  want  of  an  adviser.  People  in  England  who 
have  large  incomes  pay  private  secretaries  to  advise  them. 
The  post  is  onerous,  but  carries  with  it  considerable  influence. 
To  be  a  Great  Man’s  whisperer  is  a  position  coveted  by  many. 
At  present  the  only  confidential  adviser  of  the  American 
Croesus  was  Jack  Dunquerque,  and  he  was  unsalaried  and 
therefore  careless.  Ladds  and  Colquhoun  were  less  ready  to 
listen,  and  Gabriel  Cassilis  showed  a  want  of  sympathy  with 
Mr.  Beck’s  Trusteeship  which  was  disheartening.  As  for 
Jack,  he  treated  the  sacred  Voice,  which  was  to  Gilead  Beck 
what  his  demon  was  to  Socrates,  with  profound  contempt. 
But  he  enjoyed  the  prospect  of  boundless  spending  in  which 
he  was  likely  to  have  a  disinterested  share.  Next  to  un¬ 
limited  “  chucking  ”  of  his  own  money,  the  youthful  English¬ 
man  would  like — what  he  never  gets  the  unlimited  chucking 
of  other  people’s.  So  Jack  brought  ideas,  and  communicated 
them  as  they  occurred. 

“  Here  is  one,”  he  said.  “  It  will  get  rid  of  thousands  ;  it 
will  be  a  Blessing  and  a  Boon  for  you ;  it  will  make  a  real 
hole  in  the  Pile ;  and  it’s  Philanthropy  itself.  Start  a  new 
daily.” 

Mr.  Beck  was  looking  straight  before  him  with  his  hands 
in  his  pockets.  His  face  was  clouded  with  the  anxiety  of  his 
wealth.  Who  would  wish  to  be  a  rich  man  ? 

« I  have  been  already  thinking  of  it,  Mr.  Dunquerque,”  he 
said.  “  Let  us  talk  it  over.” 

He  sat  down  in  his  largest  easy-chair,  and  chewed  the  end 
of  an  unlighted  cigar. 

“  I  have  thought  of  it,”  he  went  on.  “  I  want  a  paper  that 
shall  have  no  advertisements  and  no  leading  articles.  If  a 
man  can’t  say  what  he  wants  to  say  in  half  a  column,  that  man 
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may  go  to  some  other  paper.  I  shall  get  only  live  men  to 
write  for  me.  I  will  have  no  long  reports  of  speeches,  and 
the  bunkum  of  life  shall  be  cut  out  of  the  paper.” 

“  Then  it  will  be  a  very  little  paper.” 

“  No,  sir.  There  is  a  great  deal  to  say,  once  you  get  the 
right  man  to  say  it.  I’ve  been  an  editor  myself,  and  I 
know.” 

“  You  will  not  expect  the  paper  to  pay  you  ?  ” 

“  No,  sir  ;  I  shall  pay  for  that  paper.  And  there  shall  be 
no  cutting  up  of  bad  books  to  show  smart  writing.  I  shall 
teach  some  of  your  reviews  good  manners.” 

“  But  we  pride  ourselves  on  the  tone  of  our  reviews.” 

“  Perhaps  you  do,  sir.  I  have  remarked,  that  Englishmen 
pride  themselves  on  a  good  many  things.  I  will  back  a  first- 
class  British  subject  for  bubbling  around  against  all  humanity. 
See,  Mr.  Dunquerque,  last  week  I  read  one  of  your  high-toned 
reviews.  There  was  an  article  in  it  on  a  novel.  The  novel 
was  a  young  lady’s  novel.  When  I  was  editing  the  Clearville 
Roarer  I  couldn’t  have  laid  it  on  in  finer  style  for  the  rough 
back  of  a  Ward  Politician.  And  a  young  lady  !  ” 

“  People  like  it,  I  suppose,”  said  Jack. 

“  I  dare  say  they  do,  sir.  They  used  to  like  to  see  a  woman 
flogged  at  the  cart-tail.  I  am  not  much  of  a  company  man, 
Mr.  Dunquerque,  but  I  believe  that  when  a  young  lady  sings 
a  song  in  a  drawing-room,  if  that  young  lady  sings  out  of 
tune  it  is  not  considered  good  manners  to  get  up  and  say  so. 
And  it  isn’t  thought  polite  to  snigger  and  grin.  And  in  my 
country,  if  a  man  was  to  invite  the  company  to  make  game 
of  that  young  lady  he  would  perhaps  be  requested  to  take  a 
header  through  the  window.  Let  things  alone,  and  presently 
that  young  lady  discovers  that  she  is  not  likely  to  get  cracked 
up  as  a  vocaller.  I  shall  conduct  my  paper  on  the  same 
polite  principles.  If  a  man  thinks  he  can  sing  and  can’t  sing, 
let  him  be  for  a  bit.  Perhaps  he  will  find  out  his  mistake. 
If  he  doesn’t,  tel1  him  gently.  And  if  that  won’t  do,  get  your 
liveliest  writer  to  lay  it  on  once  for  all.  But  to  go  sneakin' 
and  pryin’  around,  pickin’  out  the  poor  trash,  and  cutting  it 
up  to  make  the  people  grin — it’s  mean,  Mr.  Dunquerque,  it’s 
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mean.  The  cart-tail  and  the  cat-o’-nine  was  no  worse  than 
this  exhibition.  I’m  told  it’s  done  regularly,  and  paid  for 
handsomely.” 

“  Shall  you  be  your  own  editor  ?  ” 

“  I  don’t  know,  sir.  Perhaps  if  I  stay  long  enough  in  this 
city  to  get  to  the  core  of  things,  I  shall  scatter  my  own 
observations  around.  But  that’s  uncertain.” 

He  rose  slowly — it  took  him  a  long  time  to  rise — and 
extended  his  long  arms,  bringing  them  together  in  a  compre¬ 
hensive  way,  as  if  he  was  embracing  the  universe. 

“  I  shall  have  central  offices  in  New  York  and  London. 
But  I  shall  drive  the  English  team  first.  I  shall  have  corre¬ 
spondents  all  over  the  world,  and  I  shall  have  information  of 
every  dodge  goin’,  from  an  emperor’s  ambition  to  a  tin-pot 
company  bubble.” 

lie  brought  his  fingers  together  with  a  clasp.  Jack  noticed 
how  strong  and  bony  those  fingers  were,  with  hands  whose 
muscles  seemed  of  steel. 

The  countenance  of  the  man  was  earnest  and  solemn. 
Suddenly  it  changed  expression,  and  that  curious  smile  of 
his,  unlike  the  smile  of  any  other  man,  crossed  his  face. 

“Did  I  ever  tell  you  my  press  experiences?”  he  asked. 
“  Let  us  have  some  champagne,  and  you  shall  hear  them.” 

The  champagne  having  been  brought  he  told  his  story, 
walking  slowly  up  and  down  with  his  hands  in  his  pockets, 
and  jerking  out  the  sentences  as  if  he  was  feeling  for  the 
most  telling  way  of  putting  them. 

Mr.  Gilead  Beck  had  two  distinct  styles  of  conversation. 
Generally,  but  for  his  American  tone,  the  length  of  his  sen¬ 
tences,  and  a  certain  florid  wealth  of  illustration,  you  might 
take  him  for  an  Englishman  of  eccentric  habits  of  thought. 
When  he  went  back  to  his  old  experiences  he  employed  the 
vernacular — rich,  metaphoric,  and  full  which  belongs  to  the 
Western  States  in  the  rougher  period  of  their  development. 
And  this  he  used  now. 

“  I  was  in  Chicago.  Fifteen  years  ago.  I  wanted  employ¬ 
ment.  Nobody  wanted  me.  I  spent  most  of  the  dollars,  and 
thought  I  had  better  dig  out  for  a  new  location,  when  I  met 
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one  clay  an  old  schoolfellow  named  Rayner.  He  told  me  he 
was  part  proprietor  of  a  morning  paper.  I  asked  him  to  take 
me  on.  He  said  he  was  only  publisher,  but  he  would  take 
me  to  see  the  Editor,  Mr.  John  B.  Van  Cott,  and  perhaps  he 
would  set  me  grinding  at  the  locals.  We  found  the  Editor. 
He  was  a  short  active  man  of  fifty,  and  he  looked  as  cute  as 
he  was.  Because,  you  see,  Mr.  Dunquerque,  unless  you  are 
pretty  sharp  on  a  Western  paper,  you  won’t  earn  your  mush. 
He  was  keeled  back,  I  remember,  in  a  strong  chair,  with  his 
feet  on  the  front  of  the  table,  and  a  clip  full  of  paper  on  his 
knee.  And  in  that  position  he  used  to  write  his  leading 
articles.  Squelchers,  some  of  them ;  made  gentlemen  of 
opposite  politics  cry,  and  drove  rival  editors  to  polishing 
shooting-irons.  The  floor  was  covered  with  exchanges.  And 
there  was  nothing  else  in  the  place  but  a  cracked  stove,  half 
a  dozen  chairs  standing  around  loose,  and  a  spittoon. 

“  I  mention  these  facts,  Mr.  Dunquerque,  to  show  that 
there  was  good  standing-room  for  a  free  fight  of  not  more 
than  two. 

“  Mr.  Van  Cott  shook  hands,  and  passed  me  the  tobacco- 
pouch,  while  Rayner  chanted  my  praises.  When  he  wound 
up  and  went  away,  the  Editor  began. 

“  ‘  Wal,  sir,’  he  said,  ‘  you  look  as  if  you  knew  enough  to 
go  indoors  when  it  rains,  and  Rayner  seems  powerful  anxious 
to  get  you  on  the  paper.  A  good  fellow  is  Rayner ;  as  white 
a  man  as  I  ever  knew ;  and  he  has  as  many  old  friends  as 
would  make  a  good-sized  city.  He  brings  them  all  here, 
Mr.  Beck,  and  wants  to  put  every  one  on  the  paper.  To 
hear  him  hold  forth  would  make  a  camp-meeting  exhorter 
feel  small.  But  he’s  disinterested,  is  Rayner.  It’s  all  pure 
goodness.’ 

“  I  tried  to  feel  as  if  I  wasn’t  down-hearted.  But  I 
was. 

“  ‘  Any  way,’  I  said,  ‘  if  I  can’t  get  on  here,  I  must  dig  out 
for  a  place  nearer  sundown.  Once  let  me  get  a  fair  chance 
on  a  paper,  and  I  can  keep  my  end  of  the  stick.’ 

“The  Editor  went  on  to  tell  me  what  I  knew  already, 
that  they  wanted  live  men  on  the  paper,  fellows  that  would 
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do  a  murder  or  a  prize-fight  right  up  to  the  handle.  Then 
he  came  to  business ;  offered  me  a  triple  execution  just  to 
show  my  style  ;  and  got  up  to  introduce  me  to  the  other 
boys. 

“  Just  then  there  was  a  knock  at  the  door. 

“  ‘  That’s  Poulter,  our  local  Editor,’  he  said.  ‘  Come  in, 
Poulter.  He  will  take  you  down  for  me.’ 

“  The  door  opened,  but  it  wasn’t  Poulter.  I  knew  that 
by  instinct.  It  was  a  rough-looking  customer  with  a  black- 
dyed  moustache,  a  diamond  pin  in  his  shirt  front,  and  a  great 
gold  chain  across  his  vest ;  and  he  carried  a  heavy  stick  in 
his  hand. 

“  ‘  Which  is  the  one  of  you  two  that  runs  this  machine  ?  ’ 
he  asked,  looking  from  one  to  the  other. 

“  ‘  I  am  the  Editor,’  said  Mr.  Van  Cott,  c  if  you  mean 

that.’ 

a  ‘  Then  you  air  the  Rooster  I’m  after,  he  went  on.  I  am 
John  Halkett  of  Tenth  Ward.  I  want  to  know  what  in 
thunder  you  mean  by  printing  infernal  lies  about  me  and 
my  party  in  your  miserable  one-hoss  paper. 

“  He  drew  a  copy  of  the  paper  from  his  pocket,  and  held 

it  before  the  Editor  s  eyes. 

ct  ‘  You  know  your  remedy,  sir,’  said  Mr.  Van  Cott, 
quietly  edging  in  the  direction  of  the  table,  where  there  was 
a  drawer. 

“‘That’s  what  I  do  know.  That’s  what  I’m  here  for. 
There’s  two  remedies.  One  is  that  you  retract  all  the  lies 

you  have  printed,  the  other  ’ - 

“  ‘  You  need  not  tell  me  what  the  other  is,  Mr. 
Halkett.’  As  he  spoke  he  drew  open  the  drawer;  but  he 
hadn’t  time  to  take  the  pistol  from  it  when  the  ward 
politician  sprang  upon  him,  and  in  a  flash  of  lightning 
they  were  rolling  over  each  other  among  the  exchanges  on 

the  floor. 

“  If  they  had  been  evenly  matched,  I  should  have  stood 
around  to  see  fair.  But  it  wasn’t  equal.  Van  Cott  you 
could  see  at  first  snap,  was  grit  all  through,  and  as  full  o 
fight  as  a  game-rooster.  But  it  was  bulldog  and  teiuer. 
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So  I  hitched  on  to  the  stranger,  and  pulled  him  off  by  main 
force. 

£££You  will  allow  me,  Mr.  Van  Cott,’  I  said,  ‘to  take 
this  contract  off  your  hands.  Choose  a  back  seat,  sir,  and 
see  fair.’ 

“  ‘  Sail  in,’  cried  Mr.  Halkett,  as  cheerful  as  a  coot,  ‘  and 
send  for  the  coroner,  because  he’ll  be  wanted.  I  don’t  care 
which  it  is.’ 

££  That  was  the  toughest  job  I  ever  had.  The  strength  of 
ward  politicians’  opinions  lies  in  their  powers  of  bruising, 
and  John  Halkett,  as  I  learned  afterwards,  could  fight  his 
weight  in  wild  cats.  Fortunately  I  was  no  slough  in 
those  days. 

“  He  met  my  advances  halfway.  In  ten  minutes  you 
couldn’t  tell  Halkett  from  me,  nor  me  from  Halkett.  The 
furniture  moved  around  cheerfully,  and  there  was  a  lovely 
racket.  The  sub-editors,  printers,  and  reporters  came  run¬ 
ning  in.  It  was  a  new  scene  for  them,  poor  fellows,  and 
they  enjoyed  it  accordingly.  The  Editor  they  had  often 
watched  in  a  fight  before,  but  here  were  two  strangers 
worrying  each  other  on  the  floor,  with  Mr.  Van  Cott  out 
of  it  himself,  dodging  around  cheering  us  on.  That  gave 
novelty. 

££  The  sharpest  of  the  reporters  had  his  flimsy  up  in  a 
minute,  and  took  notes  of  the  proceedings. 

“  We  fought  that  worry  through.  It  lasted  fifteen 
minutes.  We  fought  out  of  the  office  ;  we  fought  down  the 
stairs  ;  and  we  fought  on  the  pavement. 

“  When  it  was  over,  I  found  myself  arrayed  in  the  tattered 
remnants  of  my  grey  coat,  and  nothing  else.  John  Halkett 
hadn’t  so  much  as  that.  He  was  bruised  and  bleeding,  and 
he  was  deeply  moved.  Tears  stood  in  his  eyes  as  he  grasped 
me  by  the  hand. 

££  £  Stranger,’  he  said,  ‘  will  you  tell  me  where  you  hail 
from  ?  ’ 

££  £  Air  you  satisfied,  Mr.  Halkett,’  I  replied,  £  with  the 
editorial  management  of  this  newspaper  ?  ’ 

££  ‘  I  am,’  he  answered.  £  You  bet.  This  is  the  very  best 
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edited  paper  that  ever  ran.  Good  morning,  sir.  You  have 
took  the  starch  out  of  John  Halkett  in  a  way  that  no  starch 
ever  was  took  out  of  that  man  before.  And  if  ever  you  get 
into  a  tight  place,  you  come  to  me.’ 

“  They  put  him  in  a  cab,  and  sent  him  home  for  repairs. 

I  went  back  to  the  Editor’s  room.  He  was  going  on  again 
with  his  usual  occupation  of  manufacturing  squelchers. 
The  fragments  of  the  chairs  lay  around  him,  but  he  wrote 
on  unmoved. 

u  c  Consider  yourself  permanently  engaged,  he  said.  The 
firm  will  pay  for  a  new  suit  of  clothes.  Why  couldn’t  you 
say  at  once  that  you  were  fond  of  fighting  ?  I  never  saw 
a  visitor  tackled  in  a  more  lovable  style.  Why,  you  must 
have  been  brought  up  to  it.  And  just  to  think  that  one 
might  never  have  discovered  your  points  if  it  liadn  t  been 
for  the  fortunate  accident  of  John  Halkett  s  call ! 

11 1  said  I  was  too  modest  to  mention  my  tastes. 

“ 1  Most  fortunate  it  is.  Blevins,  who  used  to  do  our 
fighting  —  a  whole  team  he  was  at  it  —  was  killed  three 
months  ago  on  this  very  floor;  there’s  the  mark  of  his 
fluid  still  on  the  wall.  We  gave  Blevins  a  first-class 
funeral,  and  ordered  a  two  -  hundred  -  dollar  monument  to 
commemorate  his  virtues.  We  were  not  ungrateful  to 
Blevins. 

“  ‘  Birkett  came  nest,’  he  went  on,  making  corrections 
with  a  pencil  stump.  ‘  But  he  was  licked  like  a  cur  three 
tunes  in  a  fortnight.  People  used  to  step  in  on  purpose  to 
wallop  Birkett,  it  was  such  an  easy  amusement.  The  paper 
wa3  falling  into  disgrace,  so  we  shunted  him.  He  drives  a 
cab  now,  which  suits  him  better,  because  he  was  always 
gentlemanly  in  his  ways. 

“  £  Carter,  who  followed,  was  very  good  in  some  respects, 
but  he  wanted  judgment.  He’s  in  hospital  with  a  bullet  in 
the  shoulder,  which  comes  of  his  own .  carelessness.  We 
can’t  take  him  on  again  any  more,  even  if  he  was  our  style, 
which  he  never  was.’ 

“  ‘  And  who  does  the  work  now  ?  ’  I  ventured  to  ask. 

“  ‘  We  have  had  no  regular  man  since  Carter  was  carried 
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off  on  a  shutter.  Each  one  does  a  little,  just  as  it  happens 
to  turn  up.  But  I  don’t  like  the  irregular  system.  It’s  quite 
unprofessional .  ’ 

“  I  asked  if  there  was  much  of  that  sort  of  thing. 

“ 1  Depends  on  the  time  of  year.  It  is  the  dull  season 
just  now,  but  we  are  lively  enough  when  the  fall  elections 
come  on.  We  sometimes  have  a  couple  a  day  then.  You 
won’t  find  yourself  rusting.  And  if  you  want  work,  we  can 
stir  up  a  few  editors  by  judicious  writing.  I’m  powerful 
glad  we  made  your  acquaintance,  Mr.  Beck.’ 

“  That,  Mr.  Dunquerque,  is  how  I  became  connected  with 
the  press.” 

“  And  did  you  like  the  position  ?  ” 

“  It  had  its  good  points.  It  was  a  situation  of  great 
responsibility.  People  were  continually  turning  up  who  dis¬ 
liked  our  method  of  depicting  character,  and  so  the  credit  of 
the  paper  mainly  rested  on  my  shoulders.  No,  sir;  I  got 
to  like  it,  except  when  I  had  to  go  into  hospital  for  repairs. 
And  even  that  had  its  charms,  for  I  went  there  so  often 
that  it  became  a  sort  of  home,  and  the  surgeons  and  nurses 
were  like  brothers  and  sisters.” 

“  But  you  gave  up  the  post  ?  ”  said  Jack. 

“Well,  sir,  I  did.  The  occupation,  after  all,  wasn’t 
healthy,  and  was  a  little  too  lively.  The  staff  took  a  pride 
in  me  too,  and  delighted  to  promote  freedom  of  discussion. 
If  things  grew  dull  for  a  week  or  two,  they  would  scarify 
some  ward  ruffian  just  to  bring  on  a  fight.  They  would 
hang  around  there  to  see  that  ward  ruffian  approach  the 
office,  and  they  would  struggle  who  should  be  the  man  to 
point  me  out  as  the  gentleman  he  wished  to  interview. 
They  were  fond  of  me  to  such  an  extent  that  they  could  not 
bear  to  see  a  week  pass  without  a  fight.  And  I  will  say  this 
of  them,  that  they  were  as  level  a  lot  of  boys  as  ever  destroyed 
a  man’s  character. 

“  Most  of  the  business  was  easy.  They  came  to  see  Mr. 
Van  Cott,  and  they  were  shown  up  to  me.  What  there  is 
of  me,  takes  up  a  good  deal  of  the  room.  And  when  they’d 
put  their  case  I  used  to  open  the  door  and  point.  ‘  Git,’  I 
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would  say.  £  You  bet,’  was  the  general  reply  ;  and  they 
■would  go  away  quite  satisfied  with  the  Editorial  reception. 
But  once  a  week  or  so  there  would  be  a  put-up  thing,  and 
I  knew  by  the  look  of  my  men  which  would  take  their 
persuasion  fighting. 

“  It  gradually  became  clear  to  me  that  if  I  remained 
much  longer  there  would  be  a  first-class  funeral,  with  me 
taking  a  prominent  part  in  the  procesh ;  and  I  began  to 
think  of  digging  out  while  I  still  had  my  hair  on. 

11  One  morning  I  read  an  advertisement  of  a  paper  to  be 
sold.  It  was  in  the  city  of  Clearville,  Illinois,  and  it  seemed 
to  suit.  I  resolved  to  go  and  look  at  it,  and  apprised  Mi. 
Yan  Cott  of  my  intention. 

££  £  I’m  powerful  sorry,’  he  said;  ‘but  of  course  we  cant 
keep  you  if  you  will  go.  You’ve  hoed  your  row  like  a  square 
man  ever  since  you  came,  and  I  had  hoped  to  have  had  your 

valuable  services  till  the  end.’ 

££  I  attempted  to  thank  him,  but  he  held  up  his  hand,  and 

went  on  thoughtfully. 

“  ‘  There’s  room  in  our  plat  at  Rose  Hill  Cemetery  for  one 
or  two  more  ;  and  I  had  made  up  my  mind  to  let  you  have 
one  side  of  the  monument  all  to  yourself.  The  sunny  side, 
too — quite  the  nicest  nest  in  the  plat.  And  we’d  have  given 
you  eight  lines  of  poetry— Blevins  only  got  four,  and  none 
of  the  other  fellows  any.  I  assure  you,  Beck,  though  you 
may  not  think  it,  I  have  often  turned  this  over  in  my  mind 
when  you  have  been  in  hospital,  and  I  got  to  look  on  it  as 
a  settled  thing.  And  now  this  is  how  it  ends.  Life  is  made 
up  of  disappointments/ 

UI  said  it  was  very  good  of  him  to  take  such  an  intei est 
in  my  funeral,  but  that  I  had  no  yearning  at  present  for 
Rose  Hill  Cemetery,  and  I  thought  it  would  be  a  pity  to 
disturb  Blevins.  As  I  had  never  known  him  and  the  other 
boys,  they  mightn’t  be  pleased  if  a  total  stranger  were  sent 
to  join  their  little  circle. 

££  Mr.  Yan  Cott  was  good  enough  to  say  that  they  woulcln  t 
mind  it  for  the  sake  of  the  paper  ;  but  I  had  my  prejudices, 
and  I  resigned. 
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“  I  don’t  know  whether  you  visited  Illinois  when  you  were 
in  America,  Mr.  Dunquerque ;  but  if  you  did,  perhaps  you 
went  to  Clearville.  It  is  in  that  part  of  the  State  which 
goes  by  the  name  of  Egypt,  and  is  so  named  on  account  of 
the  benighted  condition  of  the  natives.  It  wasn’t  a  lively 
place  to  go  to,  but  still - 

“  The  Clearville  Roarer  was  the  property  of  a  Mrs.  Scrim- 
mager,  widow  of  the  lately  defunct  editor.  She  was  a  fresh 
buxom  widow  of  thirty-five,  with  a  flow  of  language  that 
would  drown  a  town-council  or  a  vestry.  I  inferred  from 
this  that  the  late  Mr.  Scrimmager  was  not  probably 
very  sorry  when  the  time  came  for  him  to  pass  in  his 
checks. 

“  She  occupied  the  upper  flats  of  a  large  square  building, 
in  the  lower  part  of  which  were  the  offices  of  the  paper. 
I  inspected  the  premises,  and  having  found  that  the  books 
and  plant  were  pretty  well  what  the  advertisement  pretended, 
I  closed  the  bargain  at  once,  and  entered  into  possession. 

“  The  first  evening  I  took  tea  with  Mrs.  Scrimmager. 

“  ‘  It  must  be  more  than  a  mite  lonely  for  you,’  she  said, 
as  we  sat  over  her  dough-nuts  and  flipflaps,  ‘  up  at  the 
tavern.  But  you’ll  soon  get  to  know  all  the  leading  people. 
They’re  a  two-cent  lot,  the  best  of  them.  Scrimmy  (we 
always  called  him  Scrimmy  for  short)  never  cottoned  to 
them.  He  used  to  say  they  were  too  low  and  common, 
mean  enough  to  shoot  a  man  without  giving  him  a  chance 
— a  thing  which  Scrimmy,  who  was  honourable  from  his 
boots  up,  would  have  scorned  to  do.’ 

“  I  asked  if  it  was  long  since  her  husband  had  taken  his 
departure. 

“  ‘  He  started,’  she  said,  c  for  kingdom  come  two  months 
ago,  if  that’s  what  you  mean.’ 

“  1  Long  ill  ?  ’ 

“  ‘  Ill  ?  ’  she  replied,  as  if  surprised  at  the  question. 

‘  Scrimmy  never  was  ill  in  his  life.  He  was  quite  the 
wrong  sort  of  stuff  for  that.  Scrimmy  was  killed.’ 

“  1  Was  he  ?  ’  I  asked.  ‘  Railway  accident,  I  suppose  ?  ’ 

“  Mrs.  Scrimmager  looked  at  me  resentfully,  as  if  she 
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thought  I  really  ought  to  have  known  better.  Then  she 
curved  her  upper  lip  in  disdain. 

Railway  accident !  Not  much.  Scrimmy  was  shot.’ 

“  ‘  Terrible !  ’  I  ejaculated,  with  a  nervous  sensation,  be¬ 
cause  I  guessed  what  was  coming. 

Well,  it  was  rough  on  him,’  she  said.  1  Scrimmy  and 
Huggins  of  the  Scalper — do  you  know  Huggins?  Well, 
you  11  meet  him  soon  enough  for  your  health.  They  hadn’t 
been  friends  for  a  long  while,  and  each  man  was  waiting 
to  draw  a  bead  on  the  other.  How  they  did  go  for  one 
another !  As  an  ink-slinger,  Huggins  wasn’t  a  patch  on 
my  husband ;  but  Huggins  was  a  trifle  handier  with  his 
irons.  In  fact,  Huggins  has  shot  enough  men  to  make  a 
small  graveyard  of  his  own;  and  his  special  weakness  is 
editors  of  your  paper.’ 

“I  began  to  think  that  Clearville  was  not  altogether  the 
place  for  peace  and  rest.  But  it  was  too  late  now. 

“  The  lady  went  on  : 

“  ‘  Finally,  Scrimmy  wrote  something  that  riled  Huggins 
awful.  So  he  sent  him  a  civil  note,  saying  that  he’d  bore 
a  hole  in  him  first  chance.  I’ve  got  the  note  in  my  desk 
there.  That  was  gentlemanlike,  so  far;  but  he  spoiled 
it  all  by  the  mean  sneaking  way  he  carried  it  through. 
Scrimmy,  who  was  wonderful  careless  and  never  would  take 
my  advice,  was  writing  in  his  office  when  Huggins  crept  in 
quiet,  and  dropped  a  bullet  through  his  neck  before  he  had 
time  to  turn.  Scrimmy  knew  it  was  all  up;  but  he  was 
game  to  the  last,  and  finished  his  article,  giving  the  Scalper 
thunder.  When  he’d  done  it  he  came  upstairs  and  died.’ 

“  ‘  And  Mr.  Huggins  ?  ’ 

“ 1  They  tried  him ;  but,  Lord,  the  jury  were  all  his 
friends,  and  they  brought  it  in  justifiable  homicide.  After 
the  funeral  Huggins  behaved  handsome ;  he  put  the  Scalper 
into  deep  mourning,  and  wrote  a  beautiful  send-off  notice, 
saying  what  a  loss  the  community  had  suffered  in  Scrimmy’s 
untimely  end.  I’ve  got  the  article  in  my  desk,  and  I’ll 
show  it  to  you ;  but  somehow  I  never  could  bring  myself 
to  be  friends  with  Huggins  after  it.’ 
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“ 1  Mr.  Scrimmager  was  perhaps  not  the  only  editor  who 
has  fallen  a  victim  in  Clearville.’ 

“ £  The  only  one  ?  Not  by  a  long  chalk,’  she  replied. 
‘  The  Roarer  has  had  six  editors  in  five  years ;  they’ve  all 
been  shot  except  one,  and  he  died  of  consumption.  His  was 
a  very  sad  case.  A  deputation  of  leading  citizens  called  to 
interview  him  one  evening ;  he  took  refuge  on  the  roof  of 
the  office,  and  they  kept  him  there  all  night  in  a  storm. 
He  died  in  two  months  after  it.  But  he  was  a  poor  nervous 
critter,  quite  unfit  for  his  position.’ 

“ £  And  this,’  I  thought,  ‘  this  is  the  place  I  have  chosen 
for  a  quiet  life.’ 

“  I  debated  that  night  with  myself  whether  it  would  be 
better  to  blow  the  roof  off  my  head  at  once,  instead  of 
waiting  for  Huggins  or  some  other  citizen  to  do  it  for  me. 
But  I  resolved  on  waiting  a  little. 

“Next  day  I  examined  the  files  of  the  Roarer ,  and  found 
that  it  had  been  edited  with  great  vigour  and  force ;  there 
was  gunpowder  in  every  article,  fire  and  brimstone  in  every 
paragraph.  No  wonder,  I  thought,  that  the  men  who 
wrote  those  things  were  chopped  up  into  sausage-meat. 
I  read  more,  and  it  seemed  as  if  they  might  as  well  have 
set  themselves  up  as  targets  at  once.  I  determined  on 
changing  the  tone  of  the  paper;  I  would  no  longer  call 
people  midnight  assassins  and  highway  robbers,  nor  would 
I  hint  that  political  opponents  were  all  related  to  sus¬ 
pended  criminals.  I  would  make  the  Roarer  something 
pure,  noble,  and  good ;  I  would  take  Washington  Irving 
for  my  model;  it  should  be  my  mission  to  elevate  the 
people. 

“  Wal,  sir,  I  began.  I  wrote  for  my  first  number  articles 
as  elevating  as  Kentucky  whisky.  Every  sentence  was 
richly  turned ;  every  paragraph  was  as  gentle  as  if  from  the 
pen  of  Goldsmith.  There  was  a  mutiny  among  the  com¬ 
positors;  they  were  unaccustomed  to  such  language,  and 
it  made  them  feel  small.  One  man,  after  swearing  till  the 
atmosphere  was  blue,  laid  down  his  stick  in  despair  and 
went  and  got  drunk.  And  the  two  apprentices  fought 
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over  the  meaning  of  a  sentence  in  the  backyard.  One  of 
those  boys  is  now  a  cripple  for  life. 

“  It  would  have  been  better  for  me,  a  thousand  times 
better,  if  I  had  stuck  to  the  old  lines  of  writing.  The 
people  were  accustomed  to  that.  They  looked  for  it,  and 
they  didn’t  want  any  elevating.  If  you  think  of  it,  Mr. 
Dunquerque,  people  never  do.  The  Clearville  roughs  liked 
to  be  abused,  too,  because  it  gave  them  prominence  and 
importance.  But  my  pure  style  didn’t  suit  them,  and,  as 
it  turned  out,  didn’t  suit  me  either. 

“  The  City  Marshal  was  the  earliest  visitor  after  the  issue 
of  my  first  number.  He  came  to  say  that,  as  the  chief 
executive  officer  of  the  town,  he  would  not  be  responsible 
for  the  public  peace  if  I  persevered  in  that  inflammatory 
style.  I  told  him  I  wouldn’t  change  it  for  him  or  anybody 
else.  Then  he  said  it  would  cause  a  riot,  and  he  washed 
his  hands  of  it,  and  he’d  done  his  duty. 

u  Next  came  the  Mayor  with  two  town-councillors. 

“  ‘  What,  in  thunder,  do  you  think  you  mean,  young  man,’ 
his  honour  began,  pointing  to  my  last  editorial,  ‘  by  bringing 
everlasting  disgrace  on  our  town  with  such  mush  as  that  ?  ’ 

“  He  called  it  mush. 

“  I  asked  him  what  was  wrong  in  it. 

“  ‘Wrong  ?  It  is  all  wrong.  Of  all  the  mean  and  miser¬ 
able  twaddle  ’ - 

“  He  called  it  miserable  twaddle. 

“‘Hold  on,  Mr.  Mayor,’  I  said;  ‘we  must  discuss  this 
article  in  a  different  way.  Which  member  of  your  august 
body  does  the  heavy  business  ?  ’ 

“‘We  all  take  a  hand  when  it’s  serious,’  he  replied;  ‘but 
in  ordinary  cases  it’s  generally  understood  that  I  do  the 
municipal  fighting  myself.’ 

“  ‘  We’ll  consider  this  an  ordinary  case,  Mr.  Mayor,’  I  said  ; 
and  I  went  for  that  chief  magistrate.  He  presently  passed 
through  the  window — the  fight  had  no  details  of  interest — 
and  then  the  town-councillors  shook  hands  with  me,  congra¬ 
tulated  me  on  my  editorial,  and  walked  out  quiet  through 
the  door. 


228 


THE  GOLDEN  BUTTERFLY. 


“  Nearly  a  dozen  Egyptians  dropped  in  during  the  after¬ 
noon  to  remonstrate.  I  disposed  of  them  in  as  gentlemanlike 
a  manner  as  possible.  Towards  evening  I  was  growing  a 
little  tired,  and  thinking  of  shutting  up  for  the  day,  when  my 
foreman,  whom  the  day’s  proceedings  had  made  young  again 
— such  is  the  effect  of  joy — informed  me  that  Mr.  Huggins  of 
the  Scalper  was  coming  down  the  street.  A  moment  later 
Mr.  Huggins  entered.  He  was  a  medium-sized  man,  with 
sharp,  piercing  eyes  and  a  well-bronzed  face,  active  as  a  terrier 
and  tough  as  a  hickory-knot.  I  was  sitting  in  the  wreck  of 
the  office-desk,  but  I  rose  as  he  came  in. 

“  ‘  Don’t  stir,’  he  said  pleasantly.  ‘  My  name  is  Huggins ; 
but  I  am  not  going  to  kill  you  to-day.’ 

“  I  said  I  was  much  obliged  to  him. 

“  ‘  I  see  you’ve  been  receiving  visitors,’  he  went  on,  looking 
at  the  fragments  of  the  chairs.  ‘  Ours,  Mr.  Beck,  is  an  active 
and  a  responsible  profession.’ 

“  I  said  I  thought  it  was. 

“  c  These  people  have  been  pressing  their  arguments  home 
with  unseemly  haste,’  he  said.  ‘  It  is  unkind  to  treat  a  stranger 
thus.  Now  as  for  me,  I  wouldn’t  draw  on  you  for  your  first 
article,  not  to  be  made  Governor  of  Illinois.  It  would  be 
most  unprofessional.  Give  a  man  a  fair  show,  I  say.’ 

“  ‘Very  good,  Mr.  Huggins.’ 

“  ‘  At  the  same  time,  Mr.  Beck,  I  do  think  you’ve  laid 
yourself  open.  You  are  reckless,  not  to  say  insulting.  Take 
my  case.  You  never  saw  me  before,  and  you’ve  had  the 
weakness  to  speak  of  me  as  the  gentlemanly  editor  of  the 
Scalper .’ 

“  ‘  I’m  sure,  Mr.  Huggins,  if  the  term  is  offensive  ’ - 

“  ‘  Offensive  ?  Of  course  it  is  offensive.  But  as  this  is  our 
first  interview,  I  must  not  let  my  dander  rise.’ 

“  ‘  Let  it  rise  by  all  means,  and  stay  as  high  as  it  likes. 
We  may  find  a  way  of  bringing  it  down  again.’ 

“‘No,  no,’  he  answered,  smiling;  ‘it  would  be  unprofes¬ 
sional.  Still,  I  must  say  that  your  sneaking,  snivelling  city 
way  of  speaking  will  not  go  down,  and  I  have  looked  in  to 
tell  you  that  it  must  not  be  repeated.’ 
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“  ‘  It  shall  not  be  repeated,  Mr.  Huggins.  I  shall  never 
again  make  the  mistake  of  calling  you  a  gentleman.’ 

“  He  started  up  like  a  flash,  and  moved  his  hand  to  his 
breast-pocket. 

“  £  What  do  you  mean  by  that  ?  ’ 

u  I  was  just  in  time,  as  I  sprang  upon  and  seized  him  by 
both  arms  before  he  could  draw  his  pistol. 

“  ‘  I  mean  this,’  I  said  ;  ‘  you’ve  waked  up  the  wrong 
passenger  this  time,  Mr.  Huggins.  You  needn’t  wriggle. 
I’ve  been  chucking  people  through  that  window  all  day,  and 
you  shall  end  the  lot.  But  first  I  want  that  shooting-iron ; 
it  might  go  off  by  accident  and  hurt  some  one  badly.’ 

“  It  was  a  long  and  mighty  heavy  contract,  for  he  was  as 
supple  as  an  eel  and  as  wicked  as  a  cat.  But  I  got  the  best  holt 
at  last,  relieved  him  of  his  pistol,  and  tossed  him  through  the 
window. 

“  ‘  -Jim,’  I  said  to  the  foreman,  as  I  stretched  myself  in  a 
corner,  panting  and  bleeding,  ‘you  can  shut  up.  We  shan’t 
do  any  more  business  to-day.’ 

“  I  issued  two  more  numbers  of  the  Roarer  on  the  same 
refined  and  gentlemanly  principle,  and  I  fought  half  the 
county.  But  all  to  no  purpose.  Neither  fighting  nor  writ¬ 
ing  could  reform  those  Egyptians. 

“  Huggins  shot  me  through  the  arm  one  evening  as  I  was 
going  home  from  the  office.  I  shall  carry  his  mark  to  the 
grave.  Three  nights  later  I  was  waited  on  by  about  thirty 
leading  citizens,  headed  by  the  Mayor.  They  said  they  thought 
Olearville  wasn’t  agreeing  with  me,  and  they  were  come  to 
remove  me.  I  was  removed  on  a  plank,  escorted  by  a  torch¬ 
light  procesh  of  the  local  fire-brigade.  On  the  platform  of 
the  railway-station  the  Mayor  delivered  a  short  address.  He 
said,  with  tears,  that  the  interests  of  party  were  above  those  of 
individuals,  and  that  a  change  of  residence  was  necessary  for 
me.  Then  he  put  into  my  hands  a  purse  with  two  hundred 
dollars,  and  we  parted  with  every  expression  of  mutual  esteem. 

“  That  is  how  I  came  out  of  the  land  of  Egypt,  Mr.  Dun- 
querque ;  and  that  is  the  whole  history  of  my  connection 
with  the  press,” 
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“  We  do  not  know 

How  she  may  soften  at  the  sight  o’  the  child.” 

IP  life  was  pleasant  in  Carnarvon  Square,  it  was  far  more 
pleasant  by  the  banks  of  the  river.  Phillis  expanded 
like  a  rose  in  June  under  the  sweet  and  gracious  influences 
with  which  Agatha  L’Estrange  surrounded  her.  Her  straight¬ 
forward  way  of  speaking  remained — the  way  that  reminded 
one  of  a  very  superior  schoolboy  who  had  not  been  made  a 
prig  at  Rugby — but  it  was  rounded  off  by  something  more 
of  what  we  call  maidenly  reserve.  It  should  not  be  called 
reserve  at  all ;  it  is  an  atmosphere  with  which  women  have 
learned  to  surround  themselves,  so  that  they  show  to  the 
outward  world  like  unto  the  haloed  moon.  Its  presence  was 
manifested  in  a  hundred  little  ways — she  did  not  answer 
quite  so  readily ;  she  did  not  look  into  the  face  of  a  stranger 
quite  so  frankly ;  she  seemed  to  be  putting  herself  more 
upon  her  guard — strange  that  the  chief  charm  of  women 
should  be  a  relic  of  barbarous  times,  when  the  stronger  sex 
were  to  be  feared  for  their  strength  and  the  way  in 
which  they  often  used  it.  Only  with  Jack  Dunquerque 
there  was  no  change.  With  him  she  was  still  the  frank, 
free-hearted  girl,  the  friend  who  opened  all  her  heart,  the 
maiden  who,  alone  of  womankind,  knew  not  the  meaning 
of  love. 

Phillis  was  perfectly  at  home  with  Agatha  L’Estrange. 
She  carolled  about  the  house  like  a  bird ;  she  played  and 
sang  at  her  sweet  will;  she  made  sketches  by  thousands; 
and  she  worked  hard  at  the  elements  of  all  knowledge. 
Heavens,  by  what  arid  and  thirsty  slopes  do  we  climb  the 
hills  of  Learning !  Other  young  ladies  had  made  the 
house  by  the  river  their  temporary  home,  but  none  so 
clever,  none  so  bright,  none  so  entirely  lovable  as  this 
emancipated  cloister-child.  She  was  not  subdued,  as  most 
young  women  somehow  contrive  to  become;  she  dared  to 
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Lave  an  opinion  and  to  assert  it ;  she  did  not  tremble  and 
hesitate  about  acting  before  it  had  been  ascertained  that 
action  was  correct ;  she  had  not  the  least  fear  of  compromis¬ 
ing  herself ;  she  hardly  knew  the  meaning  of  proper  and 
improper ;  and  she  who  had  been  a  close  prisoner  all  her 
life  was  suddenly  transformed  into  a  girl  as  free  as  any  of 
Diana’s  nymphs.  Her  freedom  was  the  result  of  her  ignor¬ 
ance  ;  her  courage  was  the  result  of  her  special  training, 
which  had  not  taught  her  the  subjection  of  the  sex ;  her 
liberty  was  not  license,  because  she  did  not,  and  could  not, 
use  it  for  those  purposes  which  schoolgirls  learn  in  religious 
boarding-houses.  She  could  walk  with  a  curate,  and  often 
did,  without  flirting  with  the  holy  young  man;  she  could 
make  Jack  Dunquerque  take  her  for  a  row  upon  the  river, 
and  think  of  nothing  but  the  beauty  of  the  scene,  her  own 
exceeding  pleasure,  and  the  amiable  qualities  of  her  com¬ 
panion. 

Of  course,  Agatha’s  friends  called  upon  her.  Among 
them  were  several  specimens  of  the  British  young  lady. 
Phillis  watched  them  with  much  curiosity,  but  she  could 
not  get  on  with  them.  They  seemed  mostly  to  be  suffering 
from  feeble  circulation  of  the  pulse ;  they  3poke  as  if  they 
enjoyed  nothing;  those  who  were  very  young  kindled  into 
enthusiasm  in  talking  over  things  which  Phillis  .  knew 
nothing  about,  such  as  dancing — Phillis  was  learning  to 
dance,  but  did  not  yet  comprehend  its  fiercer  joys — and 
sports  in  which  the  other  sex  took  an  equal  part.  Their 
interest  was  small  in  painting ;  they  cared  for  nothing  very 
strongly ;  their  minds  seemed  for  the  most  part  as  languid 
as  their ’bodies.  This  life  at  low  ebb  seemed  to  the  girl 
whose  blood  coursed  freely,  and  tingled  in  her  veins  as  it 
ran,  a  poor  thing ;  and  she  mentally  rejoiced  that  her  own 
education  was  not  such  as  theirs.  On  the  other  hand,  there 
were  points  in  which  these  ladies  were  clearly  in  advance 
of  herself.  Phillis  felt  the  cold  ease  of  their  manner ;  that 
was  beyond  her  efforts ;  a  formal  and  mannered  calm  was 
all  she  could  assume  to  veil  the  intensity  of  her  interest  in 
things  and  persons. 
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“  But  what  do  they  like,  Agatha  ?  ”  she  asked  one 
day,  after  the  departure  of  two  young  ladies  of  the  highest 
type. 

“Well,  dear,  I  hardly  know.  I  should  say  that  they 
have  no  strong  likings  in  any  direction.  After  all,  Phillis 
dear,  those  who  have  the  fewest  desires  enjoy  the  greatest 
happiness.” 

“  No,  Agatha,  I  cannot  think  that.  Those  who  want 
most  things  can  enjoy  the  most.  Oh,  that  level  line  !  what 
can  shake  them  off  it  ?  ” 

“They  are  happier  as  they  are,  dear.  You  have  been 
brought  up  so  differently  that  you  cannot  understand.  Some 
day  they  will  marry.  Then  the  equable  temperament  in 
which  they  have  been  educated  will  stand  them  in  good 
stead  with  their  husbands  and  their  sons.” 

Phillis  was  silent,  but  she  was  not  defeated. 

Of  course  the  young  ladies  did  not  like  her  at  all. 

They  were  unequal  to  the  exertion  of  talking  to  a  girl 
who  thought  differently  from  all  other  girls.  Phillis  to 
them,  as  to  all  people  who  are  weak  in  the  imaginative 
faculty,  was  impossible. 

But  bit  by  bit  the  social  education  was  being  filled  in, 
and  Phillis  was  rapidly  becoming  ready  for  the  ddbut  to 
which  Agatha  looked  forward  with  so  much  interest  and 
pride. 

There  remained  another  kind  of  education. 

Brought  up  alone,  with  only  her  maid  of  her  own  age,  and 
only  an  old  man  on  whom  to  pour  out  her  wealth  of  affec¬ 
tion,  this  girl  would,  but  for  her  generous  nature,  have 
grown  up  cold  and  unsympathetic.  She  did  not.  The  first 
touch  of  womanly  love  which  met  her  in  her  escape  from 
prison  was  the  kiss  which  Agatha  L’Estrange  dropped 
unthinkingly  upon  her  cheek.  It  was  the  first  of  many 
kisses,  not  formal  and  unmeaning,  which  were  interchanged 
between  these  two.  It  is  difficult  to  explain  the  great  and 
rapid  change  the  simple  caresses  of  another  woman  worked 
in  Phillis’s  mind.  She  became  softer,  more  careful  of  what 
she  said,  more  thoughtful  of  others.  She  tried  harder  to 
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understand  people ;  she  wanted  to  be  to  them  all  what 
Agatha  L’Estrange  was  to  her. 

One  day,  Agatha,  returning  from  early  church,  whither 
Phillis  would  not  accompany  her,  heard  her  voice  in  the 
kitchen.  She  was  singing  and  laughing.  Agatha  opened 
the  door  and  looked  in. 

Phillis  was  standing  in  the  middle  of  a  group.  Her  eyes 
were  bright  with  a  sort  of  rapture;  her  lips  were  parted; 
her  long  hair  was  tossing  behind  her;  she  was  singing, 
talking,  and  laughing,  all  in  a  breath. 

In  her  arms  she  held  the  most  wonderful  thing  to  a  woman 
which  can  be  seen  on  this  earth. 

A  Baby. 

The  child  of  the  butter- woman.  The  mother  stood  before 
Phillis,  her  pleased  red  face  beaming  with  an  honest  pride. 
Phillis’s  maid,  Antoinette,  and  Agatha’s  three  servants,  sur¬ 
rounded  these  two,  the  principal  figures.  In  the  corner, 
grinning,  stood  the  coachman.  And  the  baby  crowed  and 
laughed. 

“Oh,  the  pretty  thing!  Oh,  the  pretty  thing!”  cried 
Phillis,  tossing  the  little  one-year-old,  who  kicked  and 
laughed  and  pulled  at  her  hair.  “  Was  there  ever  such  a 
lovely  child  ?  Agatha,  come  and  see,  come  and  see !  He 

talks,  he  laughs,  he  dances !  ” 

“  Ah,  madame !  ”  said  Antoinette,  wiping  away  a  sympa¬ 
thetic  tear.  “Dire  que  ma’amselle  n’en  a  jamais  vu  !  Mais 
non,  mais  non — pas  meme  des  poup^es !  ” 
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CHAPTER  XX. 


“  Go  seek  your  fortunes  farther  than  at  home.” 


LAWRENCE  COLQUHOUN  returned  home  to  find  him¬ 
self  famous.  Do  you  remember  a  certain  book  of  travels 
written  four  or  five  years  ago  by  Lord  Milton  and  Dr. 
Cheadle,  in  which  frequent  mention  was  made  of  un  novimd 
Harris,  an  inquiring  and  doubting  Christian,  who  wore  a 
pair  of  one-eyed  spectacles  and  carried  a  volume  of  Paley  ? 
If  that  Harris,  thus  made  illustrious,  had  suddenly  presented 
himself  in  a  London  drawing-room  while  the  book  was 
enjoying  his  first  run,  he  would  have  met  with  much  the 
same  success  which  awaited  Lawrence  Colquhoun.  Harris 
let  his  opportunity  go,  and  never  showed  up;  perhaps  he  is 
still  wandering  in  the  Rocky  Mountains  and  pondering  over 
Paley.  But  Colquhoun  appeared  while  the  work  of  the 
Dragoon  and  the  Younger  Son  was  still  in  the  mouths  of 
men  and  women.  The  liveliest  thing  in  that  book  is  the 
account  of  Empire  City  and  its  Solitary.  Everybody  whose 
memory  can  carry  him  back  to  last  year’s  reading  will  re¬ 
member  so  much.  And  everybody  who  knew  Colquhoun 
knew  also  that  he  was  the  Solitary. 

The  Hermit ;  the  man  with  the  Golden  Butterfly,  now  a 
millionaire;  the  Golden  Butterfly,  now  in  a  golden  cage — 
all  these  actually  present,  so  to  speak,  in  the  flesh,  and  ready 
to  witness  if  the  authors  lied.  Why,  each  was  an  advertise¬ 
ment  of  the  book,  and  if  the  two  Chinamen  had  been  added, 
probably  people  might  be  reading  the  work  still.  But  they, 
poor  fellows,  were  defunct. 

It  annoyed  Lawrence  at  first  to  find  himself,  like  Cambus- 
can,  with  his  tale  half  told ;  and  it  was  monotonous  to  be 
always  asked  whether  it  was  really  true,  and  if  he  was  the 
original  Hermit.  But  everything  wears  off;  people  in  a 
week  or  two  began  to  talk  of  something  else,  and  when 
Colquhoun  met  a  man  for  the  first  time  after  his  return 
he  would  startle  and  confuse  that  man  by  anticipating  his 
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question.  He  knew  the  outward  signs  of  its  approach. 
He  would  watch  for  the  smile,  the  look  of  curiosity,  and 
the  parting  of  the  lips  before  they  framed  the  usual 
words : 

“  By  the  way,  Colquhoun,  is  it  actually  true  that  you  are 
the  Hermit  in  Jack  Dunquerque’s  book?” 

And  while  the  questioner  was  forming  the  sentence,  think¬ 
ing  it  a  perfectly  original  one,  never  asked  before,  Lawrence 
would  answer  it  for  him. 

“  It  is  perfectly  true  that  I  was  the  Hermit.  Now  talk  of 
something  else.” 

For  the  rest  he  dropped  into  his  old  place.  Time,  matri¬ 
mony,  good  and  evil  hap,  had  made  havoc  among  his  set; 
but  there  were  still  some  left.  Club-men  come  and  club¬ 
men  go ;  but  the  club  goes  on  for  ever. 

Colquhoun  had  the  character  of  being  at  once  the  laziest 
and  the  most  good-natured  of  men.  A  dangerous  reputation, 
because  gratitude  is  a  heavy  burden  to  bear.  If  you  do 
a  man  a  good  turn  he  generally  finds  it  too  irksome  to  be 
grateful,  and  so  becomes  your  enemy.  But  Colquhoun  cared 
little  about  his  reputation. 

When  he  disappeared,  his  friends  for  a  day  or  two  wondered 
where  he  was.  Then  they  ceased  to  talk  of  him.  Now  he 
was  come  back  they  were  glad  to  have  him  among  them 
again.  He  was  a  pleasant  addition.  He  was  not  altered  in 
the  least — his  eyes  as  clear  from  crows-feet,  his  beard  as 
silky,  and  his  face  as  cheerful  as  ever.  Some  men’s  faces 
have  got  no  sun  in  them ;  they  only  light  up  with  secret  joy 
at  a  friend’s  misfortunes :  but  that  is  an  artificial  fire,  so  to 
speak;  it  burns  with  a  baleful  and  lurid  light.  There  are 
others  whose  faces  are  like  the  weather  in  May,  being  un¬ 
certain  and  generally  disagreeable.  But  Lawrence  Colqu- 
houn’s  face  always  had  a  cheerful  brightness.  It  came  from 
an  easy  temper,  a  good  digestion,  a  comfortable  income,  and 
a  kindly  heart. 

Of  course  he  made  haste  to  find  out  Gilead  P.  Beck.  Jack 
Dunquerque,  who  forgot  at  the  time  to  make  any  mention 
of  Phillis  Fleming,  informed  him  of  the  Golden  Butterfly  8 
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wonderful  Luck.  And  they  all  four  dined  together — the 
Hermit,  the  Miner,  the  Dragoon,  and  the  Younger  Son. 

They  ran  the  Bear  Hunt  over  again ;  they  talked  of  Empire 
City,  and  speculated  on  the  two  Chinamen ;  had  they  known 
the  fate  of  the  two,  their  speculations  might  have  taken  a 
wider  range. 

“It  was  rough  on  me  that  time,”  said  Gilead.  “It 
had  never  been  so  rough  before,  since  I  began  bumming 
around.” 

They  waited  for  more,  and  presently  he  began  to  tell  them 
more.  It  was  the  way  of  the  man.  He  never  intruded  his 
personal  experiences,  being  for  the  most  part  a  humble  and 
even  a  retiring  man ;  but  when  he  was  among  men  he  knew, 
he  delighted  in  his  recollections. 

“  Thirty-three  years  ago  since  I  began.  Twelve  years  old ; 
the  youngest  of  the  lot.  And  I  wonder  where  the  rest  are. 
Hiram,  I  know,  sat  down  beside  a  rattle  one  morning.  He 
remembered  he  had  an  appointment  somewhere  else,  and  got 
up  in  a  hurry.  But  too  late,  and  his  constitution  broke  up 
suddenly.  But  for  the  rest  I  never  did  know  what  became 
of  them.  When  I  go  back  with  that  almighty  Pile  of  mine, 
they  will  find  me  out,  I  dare  say.  Then  they  will  bring 
along  all  their  friends  and  the  rest  of  the  poor  relations. 
The  poorer  the  relations  in  our  country,  the  more  affectionate 
and  self-denying  they  are.” 

“  What  did  you  do  first  ?  ”  asked  Ladds. 

“  Ban  messages ;  swept  out  stores ;  picked  up  trades ; 
went  handy  boy  to  a  railway  engineer ;  read  what  I  could 
and  when  I  could.  When  I  was  twenty  I  kept  a  village 
school  at  a  dollar  a  day.  That  was  in  Ohio.  I’ve  been  many 
things  in  my  pilgrimage  and  tried  to  like  them  all,  but  that 
was  most  too  much  for  me.  Boys  and  gells,  Captain  Ladds. 
Boys  themselves  are  bad ;  but  boys  and  gells  mixed,  they  air 
— wal,  it’s  a  curious  and  interestin’  thing  that,  ever  since 
that  time,  when  I  see  the  gells  snoopin’  around  with  their 
eyes  as  soft  as  velvet  and  their  sweet  cheeks  the  colour  of 
peach,  I  say  to  myself,  ‘  Shoddy.  It  is  shoddy.  I’ve  seen 
you  at  school,  and  I  know  you  better  than  you  think.’  As 
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the  poet  says,  1  Let  gells  delight  to  bark  and  bite,  for  ’tis 
their  nature  to.’  You  believe,  Mr.  Dunquerque,  because  you 
are  young  and  inexperienced,  that  gells  air  soft.  Air  they  ? 
Soft  as  the  shell  of  a  clam.  And  tender?  Tender  as  a 
hickory-nut.  Air  they  gentle,  unselfish,  and  yieldin  ?  As 
rattlesnakes.  The  child  is  mother  to  the  woman,  as  the  poet 
says ;  and  school-gells  grow  up  mostly  into  women.  They’re 
sweet  to  look  at;  but  when  you’ve  tended  school,  you  feel 
to  know  them.  And  then  you  don’t  yearn  after  them  so 
much. 

11  There  was  one  boy  I  liked.  He  was  eighteen,  stood  six 
foot  high  in  his  stocking-boots,  and  his  name  was  Pete 
Conkling.  The  lessons  that  boy  taught  me  were  useful  in 
my  after-life.  We  began  it  every  morning  at  five  minutes 
past  nine.  Any  little  thing  set  us  off.  He  might  heave  a 
desk,  or  a  row  of  books,  or  the  slates  of  the  whole  class  at 
my  head.  I  might  go  for  him  first.  It  was  uncertain  how 
it  began,  but  the  fight  was  bound  to  be  fought.  The  boys 
expected  it,  and  it  pleased  the  gells.  Sometimes  it  took  me 
half  an  hour,  and  sometimes  the  whole  morning,  to  wallop 
that  boy.  When  it  was  done,  Pete  would  take  his  place 
among  the  little  gells,  for  he  never  could  learn  anything, 
and  school  would  begin.  To  see  him  after  it  was  over 
sitting  alongside  of  little  Hepzibah  and  Keziah,  as  meek 
as  if  he’d  never  heard  of  a  black  eye,  and  never  seen  the 
human  fist,  was  one  of  my  few  joys.  I  was  fond  of  Pete, 
and  he  was  fond  of  me.  Ways  like  his,  gentlemen,  kinder 
creep  round  the  heart  of  the  lonely  teacher.  Very  fond 
of  him  I  grew.  But  I  got  restless  and  dug  out  for 
another  place;  it  was  when  I  went  on  the  boards  and 
became  an  actor,  I  think ;  and  it  was  close  on  fifteen  years 
afterwards  that  I  met  him.  Then  he  was  lying  on  the 
slopes  of  Gettysburg— it  was  after  the  last  battle— and 
his  eyes  were  turned  up  to  the  sky ;  one  of  them,  I  noticed, 
was  black;  so  that  he  had  kept  up  his  fighting  to  the 
end.  For  he  was  stark  dead,  with  a  Confed.  bullet  in  his 
heart.  Poor  Pete!” 

“  You  fought  for  the  North  ?  ”  asked  one  of  his  audience. 
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“I  was  a  Northerner,”  he  replied  simply.  How  could 
he  help  taking  his  part  in  maintaining  undivided  that  fair 
realm  of  America,  which  every  one  of  his  countrymen  love 
as  Queen  Elizabeth’s  yeoman  loved  the  realm  of  England  ? 
We  have  no  yeomen  now,  which  is  perhaps  one  of  the 
reasons  why  we  could  not  understand  the  cause  of  the 
North. 

“I  worried  through  that  war  without  a  scratch.  We  got 
wary  towards  the  end,  and  let  the  bullets  drop  into  trunks 
of  trees  for  choice.  And  when  it  was  over,  I  was  five-and- 
tliirty,  and  had  to  begin  the  world  again.  But  I  was  used 
to  it.” 

“  And  you  enjoyed  a  wandering  life  ?  ” 

“  Yes,  I  believe  I  did  enjoy  barking  up  a  new  tree.  There’s 
a  breed  of  Americans  who  can’t  keep  still.  I  belong  to  that 
breed.  We  do  not  like  to  sit  by  a  river  and  watch  the  water 
flow;  we  get  tired  of  livin’  in  the  village  lookin’  in  each 
other’s  faces  while  the  seasons  come  round  like  the  hands  of 
a  clock.  There’s  a  mixture  among  us  of  Dutch  and  German 
and  English  to  sit  quiet  and  till  the  ground.  They  get 
their  heels  well  grounded  in  the  clay,  and  there  they 
stick.” 

“  Where  do  you  get  it  from,  the  wandering  blood  ?  ”  asked 
Colqukoun. 

Gilead  P.  Beck  became  solemn. 

“  There  air  folk  among  us,”  he  whispered,  u  who  hold  that 
we  are  descended  from  the  Ten  Tribes.  I  don’t  say  those 
folk  are  right,  but  I  do  say  that  it  sometimes  looks  powerful 
like  as  if  they  were.  Descended  from  the  Ten  Tribes,  they 
say,  and  miraculously  kept  separate  from  the  English  among 
whom  they  lived.  Lost  their  own  language — which,  if  it 
was  Hebrew,  I  take  it  was  rather  a  good  thing  to  be  quit  of 
— and  speakin’  English,  like  the  rest.  What  were  the  tribes  ? 
Wanderers,  mostly.  Father  Abraham  went  drivin’  his  cows 
and  his  camels  up  and  down  the  country.  Isaac  went  around 
on  the  rove,  and  Jacob  couldn’t  sit  still.  Very  well,  then. 
Didn’t  their  children  walk  about,  tryin’  one  location  after 
another,  for  forty  years,  and  always  feelin’  after  a  bit  as  if 
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there  must  be  a  softer  plank  farther  on  ?  And  when  they’d 
been  settled  down  for  a  few  hundred  years,  didn’t  they  get 
up  and  disappear  altogether  ?  Mark  you,  they  didn’t  want 
to  settle.  And  where  are  the  Ten  Tribes  now  ?  For  they 
never  went  back;  you  may  look  Palesteen  through  and 
through,  and  nary  a  Tribe.” 

He  looked  round  asking  the  question  generally,  but  no 
one  ventured  to  answer  it. 

“  Our  folk,  who  have  mostly  gut  religion,  point  to  them¬ 
selves.  They  say,  ‘  Look  at  us ;  we  air  the  real  original 
Wanderers.’  Look  at  us  all  over  the  world.  What  are  the 
hotels  full  of?  Full  of  Americans.  We  are  everywhere. 
We  eat  up  the  milk  and  the  honey,  and  we  tramp  off  on  the 
ramble  again.  But  there’s  more  points  of  gen’ral  resem¬ 
blance.  We  like  bounce  and  bunkum;  so  did  those  people 
down  in  Syria :  we  like  to  pile  up  the  dollars ;  so  did  the 
Jews:  they  liked  to  set  up  their  kings  and  pull  them  down 
again ;  we  pursue  the  same  generous  and  confiding  policy 
with  our  presidents :  and  if  they  were  stiff-necked  and 
backsliding,  we  are  as  stiff-necked  and  backsliding  as  any 
generation  among  all  the  lot.” 

“  A  very  good  case  indeed,”  said  Colquhoun. 

“  I  did  not  think  so,  sir,  till  lately.  But  it’s  been  borne  in 
upon  me  with  a  weight  and  force  that  can’t  be  resisted,  and 
I  believe  it  now.  The  lost  Ten  Tribes,  gentlemen,  air  now 
located  in  the  States.  I  am  certain  of  it  from  my  own  case. 
Do  any  of  you  think — I  put  it  to  you  seriously — that  such 
an  inseck  as  the  Golden  Butterfly  would  have  been  thrown 
away  upon  an  outsider  ?  Is  it  likely  that  such  all-fired  Luck 
as  mine  would  have  been  wasted  on  a  man  who  didn’t  belong 
to  the  Chosen  People?  No,  sir;  I  am  of  the  children  of 
Israel ;  and  I  freeze  to  that.” 
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CHAPTER  XXI. 


“  Aniuram  pictura.  pascit  inani.” 


WHEN  Panurge  was  in  that  dreadful  difficulty  of  his 
about  marrying  he  took  counsel  of  all  his  friends. 
Pantagruel,  as  we  know,  advised  him  alternately  for  and 
against,  according  to  the  view  taken  at  the  moment  by  his 
versatile  dependent.  Gilead  Beck  was  so  far  in  Panurge’s 
position  that  he  asked  advice  of  all  his  friends.  Mr.  Cassilis 
recommended  him  to  wait  and  look  about  him ;  meantime, 
he  took  his  money  for  investment ;  and,  as  practice  makes 
perfect,  and  twice  or  thrice  makes  a  habit,  he  found  now  no 
difficulty  in  making  Mr.  Beck  give  him  cheques  without 
asking  their  amount  or  their  object,  while  the  American 
Fortunatus  easily  fell  into  the  habit  of  signing  them  with¬ 
out  question.  He  was  a  Fool  ?  No  doubt.  The  race  is  a 
common  one ;  especially  common  is  that  kind  of  Fool  which 
is  suspicious  from  long  experience,  but  which,  having  found, 
as  he  thinks,  a  fellow-creature  worthy  of  trust,  places  entire 
and  perfect  trust  in  him,  and  so,  like  a  ship  riding  at  anchor 
with  a  single  stout  cable,  laughs  at  danger  even  while  the 
wind  is  blowing,  beam  on,  to  a  lee  shore.  Perfect  faith  is 
so  beautiful  a  thing  that  neither  religionists  who  love  to 
contemplate  it,  nor  sharpers  who  profit  by  it,  would  will¬ 
ingly  let  it  die  out. 

Lawrence  Colquhoun  recommended  pictures. 

“You  may  as  well  spend  your  money  on  Artists  as  on  any 
other  people.  They  are  on  the  whole  a  pampered  folk,  and 
get  much  too  well  paid.  But  a  good  picture  is  generally  a 
good  investment.  And  then  you  will  become  a  patron  and 
form  a  gallery  of  your  own,  the  Beck  collection,  to  hand  down 
to  posterity.” 

“  I  can’t  say,  Colonel — not  with  truth — that  I  know  a  good 
picture  from  a  bad  one.  I  once  tried  sign-painting.  But 
the  figures  didn’t  come  out  right,  somehow.  Looked  easy  to 
do,  too.  Seems  I  didn’t  know  about  Perspective,  and  besides, 
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the  colours  got  mixed.  Sign-painting  is  not  a  walk  in  life 
that  I  should  recommend  from  personal  experience.” 

But  the  idea  took  root  in  his  brain. 

Jack  Dunquerque  encouraged  it. 

“  You  see,  Beck,”  he  said,  “  you  may  as  well  form  a  gallery 
of  paintings  as  anything  else.  Buy  modern  pictures ;  don’t 
buy  Old  Masters,  because  you  will  be  cheated.  The  modern 
pictures  will  be  old  in  a  hundred  years,  and  then  your  col¬ 
lection  will  be  famous.” 

“I  want  to  do  my  work  in  my  own  lifetime,”  said  the 
millionaire.  He  was  a  man  of  many  ideas  but  few  convic¬ 
tions,  the  strongest  being  that  man  ought  to  do  what  he  has 
to  do  in  his  own  lifetime,  and  not  to  devise  and  bequeath 
for  posthumous  reputation. 

“  Why,  and  so  you  would.  You  buy  the  pictures  while 
you  are  living ;  when  you  go  off,  the  pictures  remain.” 

A  patron  of  Art.  The  very  name  flattered  his  vanity, 
being  a  thing  he  had  read  of,  and  his  imagination  leaped  up 
to  the  possibilities  of  the  thing.  Why  should  he  not  collect 
for  his  own  country  ?  He  saw  himself,  like  Stewart,  return¬ 
ing  to  New  York  with  a  shipload  of  precious  Art  treasures 
bought  in  London  ;  he  saw  his  agent  ransacking  the  studios 
and  shops  of  Florence,  Naples,  Rome,  Dresden — wherever 
painters  congregate  and  pictures  are  sold ;  he  imagined  rich 
argosies  coming  to  him  across  the  ocean — the  American 
looks  across  the  ocean  for  the  luxuries  and  graces  of  life,  his 
wines,  his  Art,  and  his  literature.  Then  he  saw  a  great 
building,  grander  than  the  Capitol  at  Washington,  erected 
by  a  grateful  nation  for  the  reception  of  the  Gilead  P.  Beck 
Collection  of  Ancient  and  Modern  Paintings. 

Now  one  of  the  earliest  callers  upon  Mr.  Beck  was  a  certain 
picture-dealer  named  Burls.  Mr.  Burls  and  his  fraternity 
regard  rich  Americans  with  peculiar  favour.  It  is  said  to 
have  been  Bartholomew  Burls  who  invented  especially  for 
American  use  the  now  well-known  “  multiplication  ”  dodge. 
The  method  is  this.  You  buy  a  work  by  a  rising  artist,  one 
whose  pictures  may  be  at  some  future  time,  but  are  not  yet, 
sufficiently  known  to  make  their  early  wanderings  matter  of 
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notoriety.  One  of  your  young  men — lie  must  be  a  safe  band 
and  a  secret — makes  two,  three,  or  four  copies,  the  number 
depending  on  the  area,  rather  than  the  number,  of  your 
clientele.  You  keep  the  Artist’s  receipt,  a  proof  of  the 
genuineness  of  the  picture.  The  copies,  name  and  all,  are 
so  well  done  that  even  the  painter  himself  would  be  puzzled 
to  know  his  own.  You  then  proceed  to  place  your  pictures 
at  good  distances  from  each  other,  representing  each  as 
genuine.  It  is  a  simple,  beautiful,  and  lucrative  method. 
Not  so  profitable,  perhaps,  as  cleaning  old  oil-paintings,  which 
takes  half  an  hour  apiece  and  is  charged  from  ten  shillings  to 
ten  pounds,  according  to  the  dealer’s  belief  in  your  power  to 
pay.  Nor  is  it  more  profitable  than  the  manufacture  of  a 
Correggio  or  a  Cuyp  for  a  guileless  cotton  manufacturer,  and 
there  is  certainly  a  glow  of  pride  to  be  obtained  by  the  suc¬ 
cessful  conversion  of  a  new  into  an  old  picture  by  the  aid  of 
mastic  varnish,  mixed  with  red  and  yellow  lake  to  tone  it 
down,  and  the  simple  shaking  of  a  door-mat  over  it.  But 
then  people  have  grown  wary,  and  it  is  difficult  to  catch 
a  purchaser  of  a  Correggio,  for  which  a  large  sum  has  to  be 
asked.  The  multiplication  dodge  is  the  simpler  and  the 
safer. 

Mr.  Beck,  as  has  been  already  shown,  was  by  no  means 
deficient  in  a  certain  kind  of  culture.  He  had  read  such 
books  as  fell  in  his  way  during  his  wandering  and  adven¬ 
turous  life.  His  reading  was  thus  miscellaneous.  He  had 
been  for  a  short  time  an  actor,  and  thus  acquired  a  little 
information  concerning  dramatic  literature.  He  had  been 
on  a  newspaper,  one  of  the  rank  and  file  as  well  as  an  editor. 
He  knew  a  good  deal  about  many  things,  arts,  customs,  and 
trades.  But  of  one  thing  he  was  profoundly  ignorant,  and 
that  was  of  painting. 

He  looked  up  Burls’  card,  however — “  Bartholomew  Burls 
and  Co.,  Church  Street,  City,  Inventors  of  the  only  safe  and 
perfect  Method  of  Cleaning  Oil  Paintings  ” — and,  accom¬ 
panied  by  Jack  Dunquerque,  who  knew  about  as  much  of 
pictures  as  himself,  hunted  up  the  shop,  and  entered  it  with 
the  meekness  of  a  pigeon  about  to  be  plucked. 
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They  stood  amid  a  mass  of  pictures,  the  like  of  which 
Gilead  Beck  had  never  before  conceived.  They  were  hang¬ 
ing  on  the  walls ;  they  were  piled  on  the  floor ;  they  were 
stretched  across  the  ceiling  ;  they  climbed  the  stairs ;  they 
were  hiding  away  in  dark  corners  ;  a  gaping  doorway  lit 
with  gas  showed  a  cellar  below  where  they  were  stacked  in 
hundreds.  Pictures  of  all  kinds.  The  shop  was  rather 
dark,  though  the  sun  of  May  was  pouring  a  flood  of  light 
even  upon  the  narrow  City  streets.  But  you  could  make 
out  something.  There  were  portraits  in  hundreds.  The 
effigies  of  dead  men  and  women  stared  at  you  from  every 
second  frame.  Your  ancestor — Mr.  Burls  was  very  par¬ 
ticular  in  ascertaining  beyond  a  doubt  that  it  was  your  own 
ancestor,  and  nobody  else’s — frowned  at  you  in  bright  steel 
armour  with  a  Vandyke  beard ;  or  he  presented  a  shaven 
face  with  full  cheeks  and  a  Ramillies  wig ;  or  he  smirked 
upon  you  from  a  voluminous  white  scarf  and  a  coat-collar 
which  rose  to  the  top  of  his  head.  The  ladies  of  your 
family — Mr.  Burls  was  very  particular,  before  selling  you 
one,  in  ascei’taining  beyond  a  doubt  that  she  belonged 
to  your  own  branch  of  the  house,  and  none  other — smiled 
upon  you  with  half-closed  lids,  like  the  consort  of  Poti- 
phar,  the  Egyptian ;  or  they  frisked  as  shepherdesses  in 
airy  robes,  conscious  of  their  charms ;  or  they  brandished 
full-blown  petticoats,  compared  with  which  crinolines  were 
graceful ;  or  they  blushed  in  robes  which  fell  tightly  about  the 
figure,  and  left  the  waist  beneath  the  arms.  Name  any  knight, 
or  mayor,  or  court  beauty,  or  famous  toast  among  your  ancestry 
whose  portrait  is  wanting  to  your  gallery,  and  Burls,  the  great 
genealogical  collector,  will  find  you  before  many  weeks  that 
missing  link  in  the  family  history.  Besides  the  portraits,  there 
were  landscapes,  nymphs  bathing,  Venuses  asleep,  Venuses 
with  a  looking-glass,  Venuses  of  all  sorts ;  scenes  from  Bon 
Quixote  ;  Actseons  surprising  Dianas ;  battle-pieces,  sea-pieces, 
river-pieces  ;  “  bits  ”  of  Hampstead  Heath,  and  boats  on  the 
Thames. 

Mr.  Beck  looked  round  him,  stroked  his  chin,  and  addressed 
the  guardian  of  this  treasure-house  : 
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“  I  am  going'  to  buy  pictures,”  he  began  comprehensively. 
“You  air  the  Boss?” 

“  This  gentleman  means,”  Jack  explained,  “  that  he  wants 
to  look  at  your  pictures  with  a  view  to  buying  some  if  he 
approves  of  them.” 

The  man  in  the  shop  was  used  to  people  who  would  buy 
one  picture  after  a  whole  morning’s  haggling,  but  he  was 
not  accustomed  to  people  who  wanted  to  buy  pictures  gener¬ 
ally.  He  looked  astonished,  and  then,  with  a  circular 
sweep  of  his  right  hand,  indicated  that  here  were  pictures, 
and  all  Mr.  Beck  had  to  do  was  to  go  in  and  buy 
them. 

“  Look  round  you,  gentlemen,”  he  said ;  “  pray  look 
round  you ;  and  the  more  you  buy,  the  better  we  shall 
like  it.” 

Then  he  became  aware  that  the  elder  speaker  was  an 
American,  and  he  suddenly  changed  his  front. 

“  Our  chicer  pictures,”  he  explained,  “  are  up  stairs. 
I  should  like  you  to  look  at  them  first.  Will  you  step 
up,  gentlemen  ?  ” 

On  the  stairs,  more  pictures.  On  the  landing,  more 
pictures.  On  the  stairs  mounting  higher,  more  pictures. 
But  they  stopped  on  the  first  floor.  Mr.  Burls  and  his 
assi.  tants  never  invited  any  visitors  to  the  second  and 
third  floors,  because  these  rooms  were  sacred  to  the  manu¬ 
facture  of  old  pictures,  the  multiplication  of  new,  and 
the  sacred  processes  of  cleaning,  lining,  and  restoring. 
In  the  first-floor  rooms  were  fewer  pictures  but  more 
light. 

One  large  composition  immediately  caught  Mr.  Beck’s 
eye.  A  noble  picture ;  a  grand  picture ;  a  picture  whose 
greatness  of  conception  was  equalled  by  its  boldness  of 
treatment.  It  occupied  the  whole  of  one  side  of  the  wall, 
and  might  have  measured  twenty  feet  in  length  by  fourteen 
in  height.  The  subject  was  scriptural — the  slaying  of 
Sisera  by  Jael,  Heber  the  Kenite’s  wife.  The  defeated 
general  lay  stretched  on  the  couch,  occupying  a  good  ten 
feet  of  the  available  space.  Beside  him  stood  the  woman, 
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a  majestic  figure,  with  a  tent-peg  and  a  mallet,  about  to 
commit  that  famous  breach  of  hospitality.  The  handle 
of  the  mallet  was  rendered  most  conscientiously,  and  had 
evidently  been  copied  from  a  model.  Through  the  open 
hangings  of  the  tent  were  visible  portions  of  the  army 
chasing  the  fugitives  and  lopping  off  their  heads. 

“  That  seems  a  striking  picture,”  said  Mr.  Beck.  “  I 
take  that  picture,  sir,  to  represent  George  Washington  after 
the  news  of  the  surrender  at  Saratoga,  or  General  Jackson 
after  the  battle  of  New  Orleans.” 

“  Grant  after  Gettysburg,”  suggested  Jack. 

“  No,  sir.  I  was  at  Gettysburg  myself ;  and  the  hero 
asleep  on  the  bed,  making  every  allowance  for  his  fancy 
dress,  which  I  take  to  be  allegorical,  is  not  at  all  like 
General  Ulysses  Grant,  nor  is  he  like  General  Sherman. 
The  young  female,  I  s’pose,  is  Liberty,  with  a  hammer  in 
one  hand,  and  a  dagger  in  the  other.  Too  much  limb  for 
an  American  gell,  and  the  flesh  is  redder  than  one  could 
wish.  But  on  the  hull  a  striking  picture.  What  may  be 
the  value  of  this  composition,  mister  ?  ” 

“  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir.  Not  Washington,  sir,  nor 
General  Jackson,  though  we  can  procure  you  in  a  very 
short  time  fine  portraits  of  both  these  ’eroes.  This,  gentle¬ 
men,  is  a  biblical  subject.  Cicero,  overtaken  by  sleep  while 
in  jail,  about  to  be  slain  by  ’Eber  the  wife  of  the  Kenite. 
That  is  ’Eber,  with  the  ’eavy  ’ammer  in  ’er  ’and.  The  Kenite 
belonged,  as  I  have  always  understood — for  I  don’t  remem¬ 
ber  the  incident  myself — to  the  opposite  faction.  That 
splendid  masterpiece,  gentlemen,  has  been  valued  at  five 
’undred.  For  a  town’all,  or  for  an  altar-piece,  it  would  be 
priceless.  To  let  it  go  at  anything  under  five  ’undred 
would  be  a  sin  and  a  shame,  besides  a-throwing  away  of 
money.  Look  at  the  light  and  shade.  Look  at  ’Eber’s  arm 
and  Cicero’s  leg.  That  leg  alone  has  been  judged  by  connis- 
seers  worth  all  the  money.” 

Mr.  Beck  was  greatly  disappointed  in  the  subject  and  in 
the  price;  even  had  it  been  the  allegorical  picture  which  he 
thought,  he  was  not  yet  sufficiently  educated  in  the  prices 
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of  pictures  to  offer  five  hundred  for  it ;  and  when  Mr.  Burls’s 
assistant  spoke  of  pounds,  Mr.  Beck  thought  of  dollars.  So 
he  replied : 

“  Five  hundred  dollars?  I  will  give  you  five-and-twenty.” 

“  That,”  interposed  Jack  Dunquerque,  “  is  a  five-pound 
note.” 

“  Then,  by  gad,  sir,”  said  the  man,  with  alacrity,  “  it’s 
yours !  It’s  been  hangin’  there  for  ten  years,  and  never  an 
offer  yet.  It’s  yours  !  ” 

This  splendid  painting,  thus  purchased  at  the  rate  of  rather 
more  than  threepence  a  square  foot,  was  the  first  acquisition 
made  by  Mr.  Beck  towards  his  great  Gallery  of  Ancient  and 
Modern  Masters. 

He  paid  for  it  on  the  spot,  calling  Jack  to  witness  the 
transaction. 

“We  will  send  it  up  to  the  hotel  to-morrow,”  said  the 
man. 

“  I  shall  have  it  fixed  right  away  along  the  side  of  my 
room,”  said  Mr.  Beck.  “  Should  it  be  framed  ?  ” 

“  I  should  certainly  have  it  framed,”  said  Jack. 

“  Yes,  sir ;  we  shall  we  happy  to  frame  it  for  you.” 

“I  dare  say  you  would,”  Jack  went  on.  “This  is  a  job 
for  a  house-carpenter,  Mr.  Beck.  You  will  have  to  build 
the  frame  for  this  gigantic  picture.  Have  it  sent  over,  and 
consider  the  frame  afterwards.” 

This  course  was  approved  ;  but,  for  reasons  which  will  sub¬ 
sequently  appear,  the  picture  never  was  framed. 

The  dealer  proceeded  to  show  other  pictures. 

“  A  beautiful  Nicolas  Pushing — c  Nymphs  and  Satyrs  in  a 
Bacchanalian  Dance  ’ — a  genuine  thing.” 

“  I  don’t  think  much  of  that,  Mr.  Dunquerque ;  do  you  ? 
The  Nymphs  haven’t  finished  dressing;  and  the  gentlemen 
with  the  goats’  legs  may  be  satires  on  human  natur’,  but  they 
are  not  pretty.  Let  us  go  on  to  the  next  show  in  the  caravan, 
mister.” 

“  This  is  Hetty.  In  the  master’s  best  style.  ‘  Graces  sur¬ 
prised  while  Bathing  in  the  River.’  Much  admired  by 
connisseers.” 
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“  No,  sir ;  not  at  all,”  said  Mr.  Beck  severely.  “  My 
gallery  is  going  to  elevate  tlie  morals  of  our  gells  and 
boys.  It’s  a  pretty  tiling  too,  Mr.  Dunquerque,  and  I  some¬ 
times  think  it’s  a  pity  morality  was  ever  invented.  Now, 
Boss.” 

“  Quite  so,  sir.  Hetty  is,  as  you  say,  rayther — What  do 
you  think  of  this,  now — a  lovely  Grooze  ?  ” 

“  Grooze,”  said  Mr.  Beck,  “  is  French,  I  suppose,  for  gell. 
Yes,  now  that’s  a  real  pretty  picture ;  I  call  that  a  picture 
you  ain’t  ashamed  to  admire ;  there’s  lips  you  can  kiss ; 
there’s  a  chin  you  can  chuck  ” - - 

“  How  about  the  morals  ?  ”  asked  Jack. 

“Wal,  Mr.  Dunquerque,  we’ll  buy  the  picture  first,  and 
we’ll  see  how  it  rhymes  with  morals  afterwards.  There’s 
eyes  to  look  into  a  man’s.  Any  more  heads  of  pretty  Groozes, 
mister  ?  I’ll  buy  the  lot.” 

“  This  is  a  Courage-oh !  ”  the  exhibitor  went  on,  after 
expressing  his  sorrow  that  he  had  no  more  Groozes,  and 
bringing  out  a  Madonna.  “  Thought  to  be  genuine  by  the 
best  judges.  History  of  the  picture  unknown  redooces  the 
value.” 

“  I  can’t  go  fooling  around  with  copies  in  my  gallery,”  said 
Mr.  Beck.  “  I  must  have  genuine  pictures,  or  none.” 

“  Then  we  will  not  offer  you  that  Madonna,  sir.  I  think 
I  have  something  here  to  suit  you.  Come  this  way.  A 
Teniers,  gentlemen — a  real  undoubted  gem  of  a  Teniers. 
This  is  a  picture  now  for  any  gentleman’s  collection.  It  came 
from  the  gallery  of  a  nobleman  lately  deceased,  and  was 
bought  at  the  sale  by  Mr.  Burls  himself,  who  knows  a  picture 
when  he  sees  one.  Mr.  Bartholomew  Burls,  our  senior 
partner,  gentlemen.  ‘  The  Bagpipe-player.’  ” 

It  was  an  excellent  imitation,  but  of  a  well-known  picture, 
and  it  required  consummate  impudence  to  pretend  that  it 
was  original. 

« Oh,”  said  Jack,  “  but  I  have  seen  this  somewhere  else. 
In  the  Louvre,  I  believe.” 

“  Very  likely,  sir,”  replied  the  unabashed  vendor.  “  Teniers 
painted  six  hundred  pictures.  There  was  a  good  many  f  Bag- 
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pipe-players  ’  among  them.  One  is  in  the  Louvre.  This  is 
another.” 

On  the  advice  of  Jack  Dunquerque  Mr.  Beck  refrained  from 
buying,  and  contented  himself  with  selecting,  with  the  option 
of  purchase.  When  they  left  the  shop,  some  twenty  pictures 
were  thus  selected. 

The  seller,  who  had  a  small  interest  or  commission  on 
sales,  as  soon  as  their  steps  were  fairly  out  of  the  shop, 
executed  a  short  dance  indicative  of  joy.  Then  he  called  up 
the  stairs,  and  a  man  came  slowly  down. 

A  red-nosed  bibulous  person,  by  name  Critchett.  He  was 
manufacturer  of  old  masters  in  ordinary  to  Bartholomew 
Burls  and  Co. ;  cleaned  and  restored  pictures  when  other 
orders  were  slack,  and  was  excellent  at  “  multiplication.” 
He  had  worked  for  Burls  for  a  quarter  of  a  century,  save 
for  a  few  weeks,  when  one  Frank  Melliship,  a  young  gentle¬ 
man  then  down  on  his  luck,  worked  in  his  stead.  A  trust¬ 
worthy  and  faithful  creature,  though  given  to  drink;  he 
could  lie  like  an  echo ;  was  as  incapable  of  blushing  as  the 
rock  on  which  the  echo  plays ;  and  bore  cross-examination 
like  a  Claimant. 

“  Come  down,  Critchett — come  down.  We’ve  sold  ‘  Cicero 
and  ’Eber.’  ” 

“  £  Sisera  and  Jael.’  ” 

“  Well,  it  don’t  matter — and  I  said  ‘  Cicero  in  Jail.’ 
They’re  gone  for  five  pounds.  The  governor  he  always  said 
I  could  take  whatever  was  offered,  and  keep  it  for  myself. 
Five  pounds  in  my  pocket !  Your  last  Teniers — that  old 
bagpipe-party  —  I  tried  him,  but  it  was  no  go.  But  I’ve 
sold  the  only  one  left  of  your  Groozes,  and  you  had  better 
make  a  few  more,  out  of  hand.  Look  here,  Critchett:  it 
isn’t  right  to  drink  in  hours,  and  the  guv’nor  out  and  all ; 
but  this  is  an  occasion.  This  ain’t  a  common  day,  because 
I’ve  sold  the  Cicero.  I  won’t  ask  you  to  torse,  nor  yet  to 
pay ;  but  I  says,  ‘  Critchett,  come  across  the  way,  my  boy, 
and  put  your  lips  to  what  you  like  best.’  Lord,  Lord  !  on’y 
give  me  an  American,  and  give  him  to  me  green !  Never 
mind  your  hat,  Critchett.  ‘It’s  limp  in  the  brim  and  it’s 
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gone  in  the  rim,’  as  the  poet  says  ;  and  you  look  more  respect¬ 
able  without  it,  Critchett.” 

“  That’s  a  good  beginning,”  Beck  observed,  after  luncheon. 
They  were  in  Jack  Dunquerque’ s  club,  in  the  smoking-room. 
“  That’s  a  first-rate  beginning.  How  many  pictures  go  to  a 
gallery  ?  ” 

“  It  depends  on  the  size  of  it.  About  five  hundred  for  a 
moderate-sized  one.” 

Mr.  Beck  whistled. 

“  Never  mind.  The  lie  pays  for  all.  A  Patron  of  Art. 
Yes,  sir,  that  seems  the  right  end  of  the  stick  for  a  rich 
man  to  keep  up.  But  I’ve  been  thinking  it  over.  It  isn’t 
enough  to  go  to  shops  and  buy  pictures.  We  must  go  in 
for  sculpting  too,  and  a  Patron  ought  to  get  hold  of  a 
struggling  artist,  and  lend  him  a  helping  hand ;  he  should 
advance  unknown  talent.  That’s  my  idea.” 

“  I  think  I  can  help  you  there,”  said  Jack,  his  eyes  twink¬ 
ling.  “  I  know  just  such  a  man  ;  an  artist  unknown,  with¬ 
out  friends,  with  slender  means,  of  great  genius,  who  has 
long  languished  in  obscurity.” 

“  Bring  him  to  me,  Mr.  Dunquerque.  Bring  that  young 
man  to  me.  Let  me  be  the  means  of  pushing  the  young 
gentleman.  Holy  thunder !  what  is  money  if  it  isn’t  used  ? 
Tell  me  his  name.” 

“I  think  I  ought  to  have  spoken  to  him  first,”  said  Jack, 
in  some  confusion,  and  a  little  taken  aback  by  Mr.  Beck’s 
determination.  “But,  however,  you  can  only  try.  His 
name  is  Humphrey  Jagenal.  I  will,  if  you  please,  go  and 
see  him  to-day.  And  I  will  ask  him  to  call  upon  you  to¬ 
morrow  morning.” 

“  I  would  rather  call  upon  him”  said  Mr.  Beck.  “  It 
might  look  like  the  pride  of  patronage  asking  him  to  call  at 
the  Langham.  I  don’t  want  him  to  start  with  a  feeling  of 
shame.” 

“  Not  at  all ;  at  least,  of  course  it  will  be  patronage,  and 
I  believe  he  will  prefer  it.  There  is  no  shame  in  taking  a 
commission  to  execute  a  picture. 

“Mr.  Dunquerque,  every  day  you  confer  fresh  obliga- 
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tions  upon  me.  And  I  can  do  nothing  for  you — nothing 
at  all.” 

At  this  time  it  was  Gilead  Beck’s  worst  misfortune  that 
he  was  not  taken  seriously  by  any  one  except  Gabriel 
Cassilis,  who  literally  and  liberally  interpreted  his  permis¬ 
sion  to  receive  all  his  money  for  safe  investment.  But  as 
for  his  schemes,  vague  and  shadowy  as  they  were,  for  using 
his  vast  income  for  some  practically  philanthropic  and 
benevolent  objects,  none  of  his  friends  sympathised  with 
him,  because  none  of  them  understood  him.  Yet  the  man 
was  deeply  in  earnest.  He  meant  what  he  said,  and  more, 
when  he  told  Gabriel  Cassilis  that  a  voice  urged  him  by  day 
and  by  night  not  to  save  his  money,  but  to  use  for  others 
what  he  could  not  use  himself.  He  had  been  two  months 
in  England  on  purpose  to  learn  a  way,  but  saw  no  way 
yet.  And  every  way  seemed  barred.  He  would  not  give 
money  to  societies,  because  they  were  societies ;  he  wanted 
to  strike  out  something  new  for  himself.  Nor  would  he 
elaborate  a  scheme  to  be  carried  out  after  his  death.  Let 
every  man,  he  repeated  every  day,  do  what  he  has  to  do  in 
his  lifetime.  How  was  he  to  spend  his  great  revenues  ?  A 
Patron  of  Art?  It  was  the  first  tangible  method  that  he 
had  struck  upon.  He  would  be  that  to  begin  with.  Art 
has  the  great  advantage,  too,  of  swallowing  up  any  conceiv¬ 
able  quantity  of  money. 

And  on  the  way  from  the  Burls’s  Depot  of  Real  and 
Genuine  Art,  he  hit  upon  the  idea  of  advancing  artists 
as  well  as  Art.  He  was  in  thorough  earnest  when  he 
raised  his  grave  and  now  solemn  eyes  to  Jack  Dunquerque, 
and  thanked  him  for  his  kindness.  And  Jack’s  conscience 
smote  him. 

“I  must  tell  you,”  Jack  explained,  “that  I  have  never 
seen  any  of  Mr.  Humphrey  Jagenal’s  pictures.  Miss  Fleming, 
the  young  lady  whom  you  met  at  Mrs.  Cassilis’s,  told  me 
once  that  he  was  a  great  artist.” 

“  Bring  him  to  me,  bring  him  to  me,  and  we  will  talk. 
I  hope  that  I  may  be  able  to  speak  clearly  to  him  with¬ 
out  hurting  his  feelin’s.  If  I  brag  about  my  Pile,  Air. 
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Dunquerque,  you  just  wliisper  ‘  Shoddy,’  and  I’ll  sing 
small.” 

“  There  will  be  no  hurting  of  feelings.  When  you  come 
to  a  question  of  buying  and  selling,  an  artist  is  about  the 
same  as  everybody  else.  Give  him  a  big  commission ;  let 
him  have  time  to  work  it  out ;  and  send  him  a  cheque  in 
advance.  I  believe  that  would  be  the  method  employed  by 
patrons  whom  artists  love.  At  least,  I  should  love  such  a 
patron. 

“  Beck,”  he  went  on  after  a  pause :  both  were  seated  in 
the  long  deep  easy-chairs  of  the  club  smoking-room,  with 
the  chairs  pretty  close  together,  so  that  they  could  talk  in 
low  tones, — “  Beck,  if  you  talk  about  artists,  there’s  Phil — 
I  mean  Miss  Fleming.  By  Jove !  she  only  wants  a  little 
training  to  knock  the  heads  off  half  the  R.A.s.  Come 
out  with  me  and  call  upon  her.  She  will  show  us  her 
sketches.” 

“  I  remember  her,”  said  Gilead  Beck  slowly ;  “  a  tall 
young  lady ;  a  lovely  Grooze,  as  the  man  who  grinds  that 
picture-mill  would  say ;  she  had  large  brown  eyes  that 
looked  as  if  they  could  be  nothing  but  tender  and  true,  and 
a  rosebud  mouth  all  sweetness  and  smiles,  and  lips  that 
trembled  when  she  thought.  I  remember  her — a  head  like 
a  queen’s,  piled  up  with  her  own  brown  hair  and  flowery 
an’  a  figure  like — like  a  Mexican  half-caste  at  fourteen.” 

“  You  talk  of  her  as  if  you  were  in  love  with  her,”  said 
J  ack  jealously. 

“  No,  Mr.  Dunquerque ;  no,  sir.  That  is,  I  may  be.  But 
it  won’t  come  between  you  and  her,  what  I  feel.  You  air 
a  most  fortunate  man.  Go  down  on  your  knees  when  you 
get  home,  and  say  so.  For  or’nary  blessin’s  you  may  use 
the  plan  of  Joshua  Mixer,  the  man  who  had  the  biggest 
claim  in  Empire  City  before  it  busted  up.  He  got  his 
Petitions  and  his  Thanksgivin’s  printed  out  neat  on  a  card 
together,  and  then  he  hung  that  card  over  his  bed.  ‘  My 
sentiments,’  he  used  to  say,  jerkin’  his  thumb  to  the  card 
when  he  got  in  at  night.  Never  omitted  his  prayers  ;  never 
forgot  that  jerk,  drunk  or  sober.  Joshua  Mixer  was  the 
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most  religious  man  in  all  that  camp.  But  for  special 
Providences ;  for  lie ;  for  a  lucky  shot ;  for  a  sweet,  pure, 
heavenly,  gracious  creature  like  Miss  Fleming, — I  say,  go 
on  your  knees  and  own  to  it,  as  a  man  should.  Well,  Mr. 
Dunquerque,”  he  continued,  “  I  wish  you  success ;  and  if 
there’s  anything  I  can  do  to  promote  your  success,  let  me 
know.  Now  there’s  another  thing.  What  I  want  to  do  is 
to  unlock  the  door  which  keeps  me  from  the  society  of  men 
of  genius.  I  can  get  into  good  houses;  they  all  seem  open 
to  me  because  I’ve  got  money.  London  is  the  most  hospitable 
city  in  this  wide  world  for  those  that  have  the  stamps. 
Republican  ?  Republican  ain’t  the  word  for  it.  Do  they 
ask  who  a  man  is  ?  Not  they.  They  ask  about  his  dollars, 
and  they  welcome  him  with  smiles.  It’s  a  beautiful  thing 
to  look  at,  and  it  makes  an  Amer’can  sigh  when  he  thinks 
of  his  own  country,  where  they  inquire  into  a  stranger’s 
antecedents.  But  there’s  exceptions,  and  artists  and  authors 
I  cannot  get  to.  And  I  want  to  meet  your  great  men.  Not 
to  interview  them,  sir.  Not  at  all.  They  may  talk  a 
donkey’s  hind  leg  off,  and  I  wouldn’t  send  a  single  line  to 
the  New  York  papers  to  tell  them  what  was  said  nor  what 
they  wore.  But  I  should  like,  just  for  one  evening,  to  meet 
and  talk  with  the  great  writers  whom  we  respect  across  the 
water.” 

Again  Jack  Dunquerque’s  eyes  began  to  twinkle.  He 
could  not  enter  into  the  earnestness  of  this  man.  And  an 
idea  occurred  to  him  at  which  his  face  lit  up  with  smiles. 

“  It  requires  thinking  over.  Suppose  I  was  to  be  able  to 
get  together  half-a-dozen  or  so  of  our  greatest  writers,  how 
should  we  manage  to  entertain  them  ?  ” 

“I  should  like,  if  they  would  only  come — I  should  like 
to  give  them  a  dinner  at  the  Langham.  A  square  meal; 
the  very  best  dinner  that  the  hotel  can  serve.  I  should 
like  to  make  them  feel  like  being  at  the  Guildhall.” 

“I  will  think  about  it,”  said  Jack,  “and  let  you  know 
in  a  day  or  two  what  I  can  do  for  you.” 
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CHAPTER  XXII. 


“  Ambition  should  be  made  of  sterner  stuff.” 

“  A  PATRON  at  last,  Cornelius,”  said  Humphrey  Jagenal, 
XL  partly  recovering  from  the  shock  of  Jack  Dunquerque’s 
communication.  “  A  Patron.  Patronage  is,  after  all,  the 
breath  of  life  to  Art.  Let  others  pander  to  the  vitiated 
public  taste  and  cater  for  a  gaping  crowd  round  the  walls 
of  the  Royal  Academy.  I  would  paint  for  a  Lorenzo  only, 
and  so  work  for  the  highest  interests  of  Art.  We  will  call, 
brother,  upon  this  Mr.  Beck  to-morrow.” 

“We  will !  ”  said  Cornelius,  with  enthusiasm. 

It  was  in  the  Studio.  Both  brothers,  simultaneously  fired 
with  ardour,  started  to  their  feet  and  threw  back  their  heads 
with  a  gesture  of  confidence  and  determination.  The  light 
of  high  resolve  flashed  from  their  eyes,  which  were  exactly 
alike.  The  half-opened  lips  expressed  their  delight  in  the 
contemplation  of  immortal  fame.  Their  chance  had  arrived  ; 
their  youth  was  come  back  to  them. 

True,  that  Gilead  Beck  at  present  only  proposed  to  become 
a  Patron  to  the  Artist;  but  while  it  did  not  enter  into 
Humphrey’s  head  for  one  moment  that  he  could  make  that 
visit  unsupported  by  his  brother,  so  the  thought  lay  in 
either’s  brain  that  a  Poet  wanted  patronage  as  much  as 
an  Artist. 

They  were  both  excited.  To  Humphrey  it  was  clear  that 
the  contemplation  of  his  great  work,  in  which  he  had  basked 
so  many  years,  was  to  be  changed  for  days  of  active  labour. 
No  longer  could  he  resolve  to  carry  it  into  execution  the 
“  day  after  to-morrow,”  as  the  Arabs  say.  This  was  difficult 
to  realise,  but  as  yet  the  thought  was  like  the  first  shock  of 
ice-cold  water,  for  it  set  his  veins  tingling  and  braced  his 
nerves.  He  felt  within  him  once  more  the  strength  felt  by 
every  young  man  at  first,  which  is  the  strength  of  Michael 
Angelo.  He  saw  in  imagination  his  great  work,  the  first 
of  many  great  works,  finished,  a  glorious  canvas  glowing 
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with  the  realisation  of  a  painter’s  dream  of  colour,  crowded 
with  graceful  figures,  warm  with  the  thought  of  genius,  and 
rich  with  the  fancy  of  an  Artist-scholar — a  work  for  all  time. 
And  he  gasped.  But  for  his  beard  he  might  have  been  a 
boy  waiting  for  the  morrow,  when  he  should  receive  the 
highest  prize  in  the  school;  or  an  undergraduate,  the  favourite 
of  his  year,  after  the  examination,  looking  confidently  to  the 
Senior  Wranglership. 

In  the  morning  they  took  no  walk,  but  retired  silently  each 
to  his  own  room.  In  the  Studio  the  Artist  opened  his  port¬ 
folios,  and  spread  out  the  drawings  made  years  ago  when  he 
was  studying  in  Rome.  They  were  good  drawings ;  there 
was  feeling  in  every  line ;  but  they  were  copies.  There  was 
not  one  scrap  of  original  work,  and  his  Conscience  began  to 
whisper — only  he  refused  at  first  to  listen — that  the  skill  of 
hand  and  touch  was  gone.  Then  Conscience,  which  gets 
angry  if  disregarded,  took  to  whispering  more  loudly,  and 
presently  he  heard.  He  took  crayon  and  paper,  and  began, 
feverishly  and  in  haste,  to  copy  one  of  his  own  old  drawings. 
He  worked  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  and  then,  looking  at  the 
thing  he  had  once  done  beside  the  thing  he  was  then  doing, 
he  dashed  the  pencil  from  him,  and  tore  up  the  miserable 
replica  in  disgust.  His  spirit,  which  had  flown  so  high,  sank 
dull  and  heavy  as  lead ;  he  threw  himself  back  in  his  chair 
and  began  to  think,  gazing  hopelessly  into  space. 

It  was  the  opportunity  of  Conscience,  who  presently  began 
to  sing  as  loudly  as  any  skylark,  but  not  so  cheerfully.  “  You 
are  fifty,”  said  that  voice  which  seldom  lies ;  “  you  have 
wasted  the  last  twenty  years  of  life ;  you  have  become  a 
wind-bag  and  a  shallow  humbug ;  you  cannot  now  paint  or 
draw  at  all ;  what  little  power  was  in  you  has  departed.  Your 
brother,  the  Poet,  has  been  steadily  working  while  you  have 
slept  ” — it  will  be  perceived  that  Conscience  spoke  from  im¬ 
perfect  information.  “  He  will  produce  a  great  book,  and 
live.  You  will  die.  The  grave  will  close  over  you,  and  you 
will  be  forgotten.” 

It  was  a  hard  saying,  and  the  Artist  groaned  as  he  listened 
to  it. 
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In  the  Workshop,  Cornelius  also,  startled  into  action,  spread 
out  upon  the  table  a  bundle  of  papers  which  had  been  lying 
undisturbed  in  his  desk  for  a  dozen  years  or  more.  They 
were  poems  he  had  written  in  his  youth,  unpublished  verses, 
thoughts  in  rhyme  such  as  an  imaginative  young  man  easily 
pours  forth,  reproducing  the  fashion  of  the  time  and  the 
thoughts  of  others.  He  began  to  read  these  over  again  with 
mingled  pleasure  and  pain.  For  the  thoughts  seemed  strange 
to  him.  He  felt  that  they  were  good  and  lofty  thoughts,  but 
the  conviction  forced  itself  upon  him  that  the  brain  which 
had  produced  them  was  changed.  No  more  of  such  good 
matter  was  left  within  it.  The  lines  of  thought  were  changed. 
The  poetic  faculty,  a  delicate  plant,  which  droops  unless  it  is 
watered  and  carefully  tended,  was  dead  within  him. 

And  the  whole  of  the  Epic  to  be  written. 

Not  a  line  done,  not  a  single  episode  on  paper,  though  to 
Phillis  he  claimed  to  have  done  so  much. 

He  seized  a  pen,  and  with  trembling  fingers  and  agitated 
brain  forced  himself  to  write. 

In  half  an  hour  he  tore  the  paper  into  shreds,  and,  with  a 
groan,  threw  down  the  pen.  The  result  was  too  feeble. 

Then  he  too  began  to  meditate,  like  his  brother  in  the 
Studio.  Presently  his  guardian  angel,  who  very  seldom  got 
such  a  chance,  began  to  admonish  him,  even  as  the  dean 
admonishes  an  erring  undergraduate. 

“  You  are  fifty,”  said  the  invisible  Censor.  “  What  have 
you  done  with  yourself  for  twenty  years  and  more..  Your 
best  thoughts  have  passed  away  ;  the  poetical  eye  is  dim; 
you  will  write  no  more.  Your  brother,  the  Artist,  is  busy 
with  pencil  and  brain.  He  will  produce  a  g'reat  work,  and 
live  for  ever.  You  will  do  nothing ;  you  will  go  down  into 
the  pit  and  be  forgotten.” 

It  was  too  much  for  the  Poet.  His  lips  trembled,  his  hand 
shook.  He  could  no  more  rest  in  his  chair. 

He  walked  backwards  and  forwards,  the  voice  pursuing 

him. 

“  Wasted  years;  wasted  energies;  wasted  gifts;  your 
chance  is  gone.  You  cannot  write  now,” 
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Poets  are  more  susceptible  than  artists.  That  is  the 
reason  why  Cornelius  rushed  out  of  the  Workshop  to  escape 
this  torture  and  sought  his  brother  Humphrey. 

Humphrey  started  like  a  guilty  person.  His  face  was  pale, 
his  eye  was  restless. 

“  Cornelius  ?  ” 

“  Do  not  let  me  disturb  you,  my  dear  brother.  You  are 
happy  ;  you  are  at  work  :  your  soul  is  at  peace.” 

“  And  you,  Cornelius  ?  ” 

“  I  am  not  at  peace.  I  am  restless  this  morning.  I  am 
nervous  and  agitated.” 

“  So  am  I,  Cornelius.  I  cannot  work.  My  pencil  refuses 
to  obey  my  brain.” 

“  My  own  case.  My  pen  will  not  write  what  I  wish.  The 
link  between  the  brain  and  the  nerves  is  for  the  moment 
severed.” 

“Let  us  go  out,  brother.  It  is  now  three.  We  will  walk 
slowly  in  the  direction  of  the  Langham  Hotel.” 

As  they  put  on  their  hats  Cornelius  stopped,  and  said  re¬ 
flectively — 

“  The  nervous  system  is  a  little  shaken  with  both  of  us. 
Can  you  suggest  anything,  brother  Humphrey?” 

“  The  best  thing  for  a  shaken  nervous  system,”  replied 
Humphrey  promptly,  “  is  a  glass  of  champagne.  I  will  get 
some  champagne  for  you,  brother  Cornelius.” 

He  returned  presently  with  a  modest  pint  bottle,  which 
they  drank  together,  Humphrey  remarking  (in  italics)  that 
in  such  a  case  it  is  not  a  question  of  what  a  man  wants ,  so 
much  as  of  what  he  needs. 

A  pint  of  champagne  is  not  much  between  two  men, 
but  it  produced  an  excellent  effect  upon  the  Twins. 
Before  it  they  were  downcast ;  they  looked  around  with  the 
furtive  eyes  of  conscious  imposture ;  their  hands  trembled. 
After  it  they  raised  their  heads,  laughed,  and  looked  boldly 
in  each  other’s  eyes,  assumed  a  gay  and  confident  air, 
and  presently  marched  off  arm-in-arm  to  call  upon  the 
Patron. 

Gilead  Beck,  unprepared  to  see  both  brethren,  welcomed 
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them  with  a  respect  almost  overwhelming.  It  was  his  first 
interview  with  Genius. 

They  introduced  each  other. 

“  Mr.  Beck,”  said  Cornelius,  “  allow  me  to  introduce  my 
brother,  Humphrey  Jagenal.  In  his  case  the  world  is 
satisfied  with  the  Christian  name  alone,  without  the  cere¬ 
monial  prefix.  He  is,  as  you  know,  the  Artist.” 

If  his  brother  had  been  Titian  or  Correggio  he  could  not 
have  said  more. 

“  Sir,”  said  Mr.  Beck,  shaking  Humphrey’s  hand  warmly, 
“  I  am  proud  indeed  to  make  your  acquaintance.  I  am  but 
a  rough  man  myself,  sir,  but  I  respect  genius.” 

“Then,”  said  Humphrey,  with  admirable  presence  of  mind, 
“allow  me  to  introduce  my  brother.  Cornelius  Jagnal,  as 
you  doubtless  know,  Mr.  Beck,  is  the  Poet.” 

Mr.  Beck  did  not  know  it,  and  said  so.  But  he  shook 
hands  with  Cornelius  none  the  less  cordially. 

“  Sir,  I  have  been  knocking  about  the  world,  and  have  not 
read  any  poetry  since  I  was  a  boy.  Then  I  read  Alexander 
Pope.  You  know  Pope,  Mr.  Jagenal  ?” 

Cornelius  smiled,  as  if  he  might  allow  some  merit  to  Pope, 
though  small  in  comparison  with  his  own. 

“  I  have  never  met  with  your  poems,  Mr.  Cornelius 
Jagenal,  or  your  pictures,  Mr.  Humphrey,  but  I  hope  you 
will  now  enable  me  to  do  so.” 

“  My  brother  is  engaged  ” - said  Cornelius. 

“My  brother  is  engaged” - began  Humphrey.  “  Pardon, 

brother.” 

“Sit  down,  gentlemen.  Will  you  take  anything?  In 
California,  up  country,  we  always  begin  with  a  drink.  Call 
for  what  you  please,  gentlemen.  Sail  in,  as  we  say.” 

They  took  champagne,  for  the  second  time  that  day,  and 
then  their  eyes  began  to  glisten. 

Mr.  Beck  observed  that  they  were  both  alike — small  and 
fragile-looking  men,  with  bright  eyes  and  delicate  features  ; 
he  made  a  mental  note  to  the  effect  that  they  would  never 
advance  their  own  fortunes.  He  also  concluded  from  their 
red  noses,  and  from  the  way  in  which  they  straightened 
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their  backs  after  placing  themselves  outside  the  champagne, 
that  they  loved  the  goblet,  and  habitually  handled  it  too  often. 

“  Now,  gentlemen,”  he  began,  after  making  these  observa¬ 
tions,  “  may  1  be  allowed  to  talk  business  ?  ” 

They  both  bowed. 

“  Genius,  gentlemen,  is  apt  to  be  careless  of  the  main 
chance.  It  don’t  care  for  the  almighty  dollar ;  it  lets 
fellows  like  me  heap  up  the  stamps.  What  can  we  do  but 
ask  Genius  to  dig  into  our  Pile  ?  ” 

Humphrey  poured  out  another  glass  of  champagne  for  his 
brother,  and  one  for  himself.  Then  he  turned  to  Cornelius 
and  nodded  gravely. 

“  Cornelius,  so  far  as  I  understand  him,  Mr.  Beck  speaks 
the  strongest  common  sense.” 

“We  agree  with  you  so  far,  Mr.  Beck,”  said  Cornelius 
critically,  because  he  was  there  to  give  moral  support  to  his 
brother. 

“  Why  should  I  have  any  delicacy  in  saying  to  a  young 
man,  or  a  man  of  any  age,”  he  added  doubtfully,  for  the 
years  of  the  Twins  seemed  uncertain,  “ c  You,  sir,  are  an 
Artist  and  a  Genius.  Take  a  cheque,  and  carry  out  your 
ideas’?” 

“  What  reason  indeed  ?  ”  asked  Cornelius.  “  The  offer 
does  honour  to  both.” 

“  Or  to  another  man,  ‘  You,  sir,  are  a  Poet.  Why  should 
the  cares  of  the  world  interfere  with  your  thoughts  ?  Take 
a  cheque,  and  make  the  world  rejoice  ’ !  ” 

Humphrey  clapped  his  hands. 

“  The  world  lies  in  travail  for  such  a  patron  of  poetry,” 
he  said. 

“  Why,  then,  we  are  agreed,”  said  Mr.  Beck.  “  Gentle¬ 
men,  I  say  to  you  both,  collectively,  let  me  usher  into  the 
world  those  works  of  genius  which  you  are  bound  to  produce. 
You,  sir,  are  painting  a  picture.  When  can  you  finish  me 
that  picture  ?  ” 

“  In  six  months,”  said  Humphrey,  his  brain  suffused  with 
a  rosy  warmth  of  colour  which  made  him  see  things  in  an 
impossibly  favourable  light. 
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I  buy  that  picture,  sir,  at  your  own  price,’'  said  the 
patron.  “  I  shall  exhibit  it  in  London,  and  it  shall  then  go 
to  New  York  with  me.  And  you,  Mr.  Cornelius  Jagenal, 
are  engaged  upon  poems.  When  would  you  wish  to  publish 
your  verses  ?  ” 

My  Lpic,  the  Upheaving  of  Alfred,  will  be  ready  for 
publication  about  the  end  of  November,”  said  Cornelius. 

Humphrey  felt  a  passing  pang  of  jealousy  as  he  perceived 
that  his  brother  would  be  before  the  world  a  month  in 
advance  of  himself.  But  what  is  a  month  compared  with 
immortality  ? 

“  I .  charge  myself,  sir,  if  you  will  allow  me,”  said  the 
American,  “  with  the  production  of  that  work.  It  shall  be 
printed  in  the  best  style  possible,  on  the  thickest  paper 
made,  and  illustrated  by  the  best  artist  that  can  be 
found  you,  perhaps,  Mr.  Humphrey  Jagenal.  It  shall 
be  bound  in  Russian  leather ;  its  exterior  shall  be  worthy 
of  its  contents.  And  as  for  business  arrangements,  gentle- 
men,  you  will  perhaps  consider  them  at  your  leisure, 
and  let  me  know  what  you  think.  We  shall  be  sure  to 
agree,  because,  if  you  will  not  think  it  shoddy  in  me  to  say 
so,  I  have  my  Pile  to  dig  into.  And  I  shall  send  you, 
if  you  will  allow  me,  gentlemen,  a  small  cheque  each  in 
advance.” 

They  murmured  assent  and  rose  to  go. 

“  If  y°u  would  favour  me  further,  gentlemen,  by  dining 
with  me— say  this  day  week — I  should  take  it  as  a  great 
distinction.  I  hope,  with  the  assistance  of  Mr.  Dunquerque, 
to  have  a  few  prominent  men  of  letters  to  meet  you.  I  want 
to  have  my  table  full  of  genius.” 

“  Can  we,  brother  Humphrey,  accept  Mr.  Beck’s  invita¬ 
tion  ?  ” 

Cornelius  asked  as  if  they  were  weeks  deep  in  engage¬ 
ments.  As  it  was,  nobody  ever  asked  them  anywhere,  and 
they  had  no  engagements  at  all. 

Humphrey  consulted  a  pocket-book  with  grave  face. 

“  We  can,  Mr.  Beck.” 

“  And  if  you  know  any  one  else,  gentlemen,  any  men  of 
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Literature  and  Art  who  will  come  too,  bring  them  along 
with  you,  and  I  shall  feel  it  an  honour.” 

They  knew  no  one  connected  with  Literature  and  Art,  not 
even  a  printer’s  devil,  but  they  did  not  say  so. 

At  twelve  o’clock,  towards  the  close  of  this  fatiguing  day, 
Cornelius  asked  Humphrey,  with  a  little  hesitation,  if  he 
really  thought  he  should  have  finished  his  great  work  in  six 
months. 

“  Art  cannot  be  forced,  Cornelius,”  said  the  Painter  airily. 
“  If  I  am  not  ready,  I  shall  not  hesitate  to  consider  the 
pledge  conditional.  My  work  must  be  perfect  ere  it  leaves 
my  hands.” 

“  And  mine  too,”  said  the  Poet.  “  I  will  never  consent 
to  let  a  poem  of  mine  go  forth  unfinished  to  the  world.  The 
work  must  be  polished  ad  unguem.” 

“  This  is  a  memorable  day,  brother.  The  tumblers  ai’e 
empty.  Allow  me.  And,  Cornelius,  I  really  do  think  that, 
considering  the  way  in  which  we  have  been  treated  by 
Phillis  Fleming,  and  her  remarks  about  afternoon  work,  we 
ought  to  call  and  let  her  understand  the  reality  of  our  re¬ 
putation.” 

“We  will,  Humphrey.  But  it  is  not  enough  to  recover 
lost  ground;  we  must  advance  farther.  The  fortress  shall 
be  made  to  surrender.” 

“  Let  us  drink  to  your  success,  brother,  and  couple  with 
the  toast  the  name  of  Phillis — Phillis  —  Phillis  Jagenal, 
brother  ?  ” 

They  drank  that  toast,  smiling  unutterable  things. 
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CHAPTER  XXIII. 

“  Call  me  not  fool  till  Heaven  hath  sent  me  fortune.” 

WHEN  Jack  Dunquerque  communicated  to  Lawrence 
Colqukoun  the  fact  of  having  made  the  acquaintance 
of  Miss  Fleming,  and  subsequently  that  of  Mrs.  L’Estrange, 
Lawrence  expressed  no  surprise  and  felt  no  suspicions.  Pro¬ 
bably,  had  he  felt  any,  they  would  have  been  at  once  set 
aside,  because  Colquhoun  was  not  a  man  given  to  calculate 
the  future  chances,  and  to  disquiet  himself  about  possible 
events.  Also  at  this  time  he  was  taking  little  interest  in 
Phillis.  A  pretty  piquante  girl ;  he  devoted  a  whole  day  to 
her;  drove  her  to  Twickenham,  and  placed  her  in  perfect 
safety  under  the  charge  of  his  cousin.  What  more  was 
wanted  ?  Agatha  wrote  to  him  twice  a  week  or  so,  and 
when  he  had  time  he  read  the  letters.  They  were  all  about 
Phillis,  and  most  of  them  contained  the  assurance  that  he 
had  no  entanglements  to  fear. 

“  Entanglements  !  ”  he  murmured  impatiently.  “  As  if  a 
man  cannot  dine  with  a  girl  without  falling  in  love  with 
her.  Women  are  always  thinking  that  men  want  to  be 
married.” 

He  was  forgetting,  after  the  fashion  of  men  who  have 
gone  through  the  battle,  how  hot  is  the  fight  for  those 
who  are  just  beginning  it.  Jack  Dunquerque  was  four- 
and-twenty;  he  was  therefore,  so  to  speak,  in  the  thick 
of  it.  Phillis’s  eyes  were  like  two  quivers  filled  with 
darts,  and  when  she  turned  them  innocently  upon  her 
friend  the  enemy,  the  darts  flew  straight  at  him,  and  trans¬ 
fixed  him  as  if  he  were  another  Sebastian.  Colquhoun’s 
time  was  past ;  he  was  clothed  in  the  armour  of  indiffer¬ 
ence  which  comes  with  the  years,  and  he  was  forgetting  the 
past. 

Still,  had  he  known  of  the  visit  to  the  Tower  of  London,  the 
rowing  on  the  river,  the  luncheons  in  Carnarvon  Square,  it 
is  possible  that  even  he  might  have  seen  the  propriety  of 
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requesting  Jack  Dunquerque  to  keep  out  of  danger  for  the 
future. 

He  had  no  plans  for  Phillis,  except  of  the  simplest  kind. 
She  was  to  remain  in  charge  of  Agatha  for  a  year,  and  then 
she  would  come  out.  He  hoped  that  she  would  marry  well, 
because  her  father,  had  he  lived,  would  have  wished  it.  And 
that  was  all  he  hoped  about  her. 

He  had  his  private  worries  at  this  time — those  already 
indicated — connected  with  Victoria  Cassilis.  The  ice  once 
brokeu,  that  lady  allowed  him  no  rest.  She  wrote  to  him 
on  some  pretence  nearly  every  day ;  she  sent  her  maid,  the 
unlovely  one,  with  three-cornered  notes  all  about  nothing ; 
she  made  him  meet  her  in  society;  she  made  him  dine  with 
her ;  it  seemed  as  if  she  was  spreading  a  sort  of  net 
about  him,  through  the  meshes  of  which  he  could  not 
escape. 

With  the  knowledge  of  what  had  been,  it  was  an  un¬ 
righteous  thing  for  Colquhoun  to  go  to  the  house  of  Gabriel 
Cassilis ;  he  ought  not  to  be  there,  he  felt ;  it  was  the  one 
house  in  all  London  in  which  he  had  no  business.  And  yet 
— how  to  avoid  it  ? 

And  Gabriel  Cassilis  seemed  to  like  him ;  evidently  liked 
to  talk  to  him ;  singled  him  out,  this  great  financier,  and 
talked  with  him  as  if  Colquhoun  too  was  interested  in  stock  ; 
called  upon  him  at  his  chambers,  and  told  him,  in  a  dry 
but  convincing  way,  something  of  his  successes  and  his 
projects. 

It  was  after  many  talks  of  this  kind  that  Lawrence 
Colquhoun,  forgetful  of  the  past,  and  not  remembering  that 
of  all  men  in  the  world  Gabriel  Cassilis  was  the  last  who 
should  have  charge  of  his  money,  put  it  all  in  his  hands, 
with  power-of-attorney  to  sell  out  and  reinvest  for  him.  But 
that  was  nothing.  Colquhoun  was  not  the  man  to  trouble 
about  money.  He  was  safe  in  the  hands  of  this  great  and 
successful  capitalist ;  he  gave  no  thought  to  any  risk  ;  he 
congratulated  himself  on  his  cleverness  in  persuading  the 
financier  to  take  the  money  for  him  ;  and  he  continued  to  see 
Victoria  Cassilis  nearly  every  day 
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They  quarrelled  when  they  did  meet ;  there  was  not  a  con¬ 
versation  between  them  in  which  she  did  not  say  something 
bitter,  and  he  something  savage.  And  yet  he  did  not  have 
the  courage  to  refuse  the  invitations  which  were  almost 
commands.  Nor  could  she  resign  the  sweet  joy  of  making 
him  feel  her  power. 

A  secret,  you  see,  has  a  fatal  fascination  about  it.  School¬ 
girls,  I  am  told,  are  given  to  invent  little  secrets  which  mean 
nothing,  and  to  whisper  them  in  the  ears  of  their  dearest 
friends  to  the  exclusion  of  the  rest.  The  possession  of  this 
unknown  and  invaluable  fact  brings  them  together,  whisper¬ 
ing  and  conspiring,  at  every  possible  moment.  Freemasons 
again — how  are  they  kept  together,  except  by  the  possession 
of  secrets  which  are  said  to  have  been  published  over  and  over 
again  ?  And  when  two  people  have  a  secret  which  means — all 
that  the  secret  between  Colquhoun  and  Mrs.  Cassilis  meant, 
they  can  no  more  help  being  drawn  together  than  the  waters 
can  cease  to  find  their  own  level.  To  be  together,  to  feel 
that  the  only  other  person  in  the  world  who  knows  that 
secret  is  with  you,  is  a  kind  of  safety.  Yet  what  did  it  matter 
to  Colquhoun  ?  Simply  nothing.  The  secret  was  his  as  well 
as  hers,  but  the  reasons  for  keeping  it  a  secret  were  not  his 
at  all,  but  hers  entirely. 

So  Phillis  was  neglected  by  her  guardian  and  left  to 
Agatha  and  Jack  Dunquarque,  with  such  results  as  we 
shall  see. 

So  Lawrence  Colquhoun  fell  into  the  power  of  this  man 
of  stocks,  about  the  mouth  of  whose  City  den  the  footsteps 
pointed  all  one  way.  He  congratulated  himself ;  he  found 
out  Gilead  Beck,  and  they  congratulated  each  other. 

“  I  don’t  see,”  said  Colquhoun,  who  had  already  enough 
for  four  bachelors,  “  why  one’s  income  should  not  be 
doubled.” 

“  With  Mr.  Cassilis,”  said  Gilead  Beck,  “you  sign  cheques, 
and  he  gives  you  dividends.  It’s  like  He,  because  you  can 
go  on  pumping.” 

“  He  understands  more  than  any  other  living  man,”  said 
Lawrence. 
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“  He  is  in  the  inner  track,  sir,”  said  Mr.  Beck. 

“  And  a  man,”  said  Lawrence,  “  ready  to  take  in  his  friends 
with  himself.” 

“  A  high-toned  and  a  whole-souled  man,”  said  Gilead  Beck, 
with  enthusiasm.  “  That  man,  sir,  I  do  believe,  would  take 
in  the  hull  world.” 


CHAPTER  XXIV. 

I  had  rather  hear  a  brazen  candlestick  turn’d, 

Or  a  dry  wheel  grate  on  an  axle-tree  ; 

And  that  would  set  my  teeth  nothing  on  edge, 

Nothing  so  much  as  mincing  poetry.” 

TACK  DUNQUERQUE  repaired  to  the  Langham,  the 
*1  day  after  the  call  of  the  Twins,  with  a  face  in  which 
cheerful  anticipation  and  anxiety  were  curiously  blended. 
He  was  serious  with  his  lips,  but  he  laughed  with  his  eyes. 
And  he  spoke  with  a  little  hesitation  not  often  observed  in 
him. 

“I  think  your  dinner  will  come  off  next  Wednesday,”  he 
said.  “  And  I  have  been  getting  together  your  party  for 
you.” 

“  That  is  so,  Mr.  Dunquerque  ?  ”  asked  Gilead  Beck,  with 
a  solemnity  which  hardly  disguised  his  pride  and  joy.  “  That 
is  so  ?  And  those  great  men,  your  friends,  are  actually 
coming  ?  ” 

“  I  have  seen  them  all,  personally.  And  I  put  the  case 
before  each  of  them.  I  said,  ‘  Here  is  an  American  gentleman 
most  anxious  to  make  your  acquaintance  ;  he  has  no  letters 
of  introduction  to  you,  but  he  is  a  sincere  admirer  of  your 
genius ;  he  appreciates  you  perhaps  better  than  any  other 
living  man.’” 

“  Heap  it  up,  Mr.  Dunquerque,”  said  the  Man  of  Oil. 
“  Heap  it  up.  Tell  them  I  am  Death  on  appreciation.” 

“  That  is  in  substance  what  I  did  tell  them.  Then  I 
explained  that  you  deputed  me,  or  gave  me  permission  to  ask 
them  to  dinner.  ‘  The  honour,’  I  said,  ‘  is  mutual.  On  the 
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one  hand,  my  friend,  Mr.  Gilead  P.  Beck  ’ — I  ventured  to 
say,  4  my  friend,  Mr.  Gilead  P.  Beck  ’ - 

44  If  you  hadn’t  said  that  you  should  have  been  scalped 
and  gouged.  Go  on,  Mr.  Dunquerque  ;  go  on,  sir.” 

44  4  On  the  one  hand,  my  friend,  Mr.  Gilead  P.  Beck  ’  ” - 

44  That  is  so — that  is  so.” 

44  4  Will  feel  himself  honoured  by  your  company ;  on  the 
other  hand,  it  will  be  a  genuine  source  of  pleasure  for  you  to 
know  that  you  are  as  well  known  and  as  thoroughly  appre¬ 
ciated  on  the  other  side  of  the  water  as  you  are  here.’  I  am 
not  much  of  a  speechmaker,  and  I  assure  you  that  little  effort 
cost  me  a  good  deal  of  thought.  However,  the  end  of  it  is 
all  you  care  about.  Most  of  the  writing  swells  will  come, 
either  on  Wednesday  next  or  on  any  other  day  you 
please.” 

44  Mr.  Dunquerque,  not  a  day  passes  but  you  load  me  with 
obligations.  Tell  me,  if  you  please,  who  they  are." 

“Well,  you  will  say  I  have  done  pretty  well,  I  think.” 
Jack  pulled  out  a  paper.  44  And  you  will  know  most  of  the 
names.  First  of  all,  you  would  like  to  see  the  old  Philosopher 
of  Cheyne  Walk,  Thomas  Carlyle,  as  your  guest?” 

44  Carlyle,  sir,  is  a  name  to  conjure  with  i.i  the  States. 
When  I  was  Editor  of  the  Clearville  Roarer  I  had  an  odd 
volume  of  Carlyle,  and  I  used  to  quote  him  as  long  as  the 
book  lasted.  It  perished  in  a  fight.  And  to  think  that  I 
shall  meet  the  man  who  wrote  that  work !  An  account  of 
the  dinner  must  be  written  for  the  Rockoleaville  Gazette. 
We’ll  have  a  special  reporter,  Mr.  Dunquerque.  We’ll  get 
a  man  who’ll  do  it  up  to  the  handle.” 

Jack  looked  at  his  list  again. 

“What  do  you  say  of  Professor  Huxley  and  Mr.  Darwin?  ” 

Mr.  Beck  shook  his  head.  These  two  writers  began  to 
flourish — that  is,  to  be  read — in  the  States  after  his  editorial 
days,  and  he  knew  them  not. 

44 1  should  say  they  were  prominent  citizens,  likely,  if  I 
knew  what  they’d  written.  Is  Professor  Huxley  a  professing 
Christian  ?  There  was  a  Professor  Habukkuk  Huckster  once 
down  Empire  City  way  in  the  Moody  and  Sankey  business. 
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with  an  interest  in  the  organs  and  a  percentage  on  the  hymn- 
books  ;  but  they’re  not  relations,  I  suppose  ?  Not  probable. 
And  the  other  genius — what  is  his  name — Darwin  ?  Grinds 
novels  perhaps  ?  ” 

“  Historical  works  of  fiction.  Great  in  genealogy  is 
Darwin.” 

“  Never  mind  my  ignorance,  Mr.  Dunquerque.  And  go 
on,  sir.  I’m  powerful  interested.” 

“Ruskin  is  coming;  and  I  had  thought  of  Robert  Browning, 
the  poet,  but  I  am  afraid  he  may  not  be  able  to  be  present. 
You  see,  Browning  is  so  much  sought  after  by  the  younger 
men  of  the  day.  They  used  to  play  polo  and  billiards  and 
other  frivolous  things  till  he  came  into  fashion  with  his  light 
and  graceful  verse,  so  simple  that  all  may  understand  it. 
His  last  poem,  I  believe,  is  now  sung  about  the  streets. 
However,  there  are  Tennyson  and  Swinburne — they  are  both 
coming.  Buchanan  I  would  ask,  if  I  knew  him,  but  I  don’t. 
George  Eliot,  of  course,  I  could  not  invite  to  a  stag  party. 
Trollope  we  might  get,  perhaps  ” - 

“  Give  me  Charles  Reade,  sir,”  said  Gilead  Beck.  “  He  is 
the  novelist  they  like  on  our  side.” 

“  I  am  afraid  I  could  not  persuade  him  to  come ;  though 
he  might  be  pleased  to  see  you  if  you  would  call  at  his  house, 
perhaps.  However,  Beck,  the  great  thing  is  ” — he  folded  up 
his  list  and  placed  it  in  his  pocket-book — “  that  you  shall 
have  a  dinner  of  authors  as  good  as  any  that  sat  down  to  the 
Lord  Mayor’s  spread  last  year.  Authors  of  all  sorts,  and  the 
very  best.  None  of  your  unknown  little  hungry  anonymous 
beggars  who  write  novels  in  instalments  for  weekly  papers. 
Big  men,  sir,  with  big  names.  Men  you’ll  be  proud  to  know. 
And  they  shall  be  asked  for  next  Wednesday.” 

“  That  gives  only  four  days.  It’s  terrible  sudden,”  said 
Gilead  Beck.  He  shook  his  head  with  as  much  gravity  as  if 
he  was  going  to  be  hanged  in  four  days.  Then  he  sat  down 
and  began  to  write  the  names  of  his  guests. 

c£  Professor  Huxley,”  he  said,  looking  up.  “  I  suppose  I 
can  buy  that  clergyman’s  sermons?  And  the  Universal 
Genius  who  reels  out  the  historical  romances,  Mr.  Darwin  ? 
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I  shall  get  his  works,  too.  And  there’s  Mr.  Ruskin,  Mr. 
Robert  Browning” - 

“  What  are  you  going  to  do  ?  ” 

“  Well,  Mr.  Dunquerque,  I  am  going  to  devote  the  next 
four  days,  from  morning  till  night,  to  solid  preparation  for 
that  evening.  I  shall  go  out  right  away,  and  I  shall  buy 
every  darned  book  those  great  men  have  written ;  and  if  I 
sit  up  every  night  over  the  job,  I’m  bound  to  read  every 
word.” 

“Oh!”  said  Jack.  “Then  I  advise  you  to  begin  with 
Robert  Browning.” 

“  The  light  and  graceful  verse  that  everybody  can  under¬ 
stand  ?  I  will,”  said  Gilead  Beck.  “  They  shall  not  find  me 
unacquainted  with  their  poems.  Mr.  Dunquerque,  for  the 
Lord’s  sake  don’t  tell  them  it  was  all  crammed  up  in  four 
days.” 

“  Not  I.  But — I  say — you  know,  authors  don’t  like  to 

talk  about  their  own  books.” 

“  That’s  the  modesty  of  real  genius,”  said  the  American, 
with  admiration. 

It  will  be  perceived  that  Jack  spoke  with  a  certain  rash¬ 
ness.  Most  authors  I  have  myself  known  do  love  very  much 
to  talk  about  their  own  books. 

“  That  is  their  modesty.  But  they  will  talk  about  each 
other’s  books.  And  it  is  as  well  to  be  prepared.  What  I’m 
bound  to  make  them  feel,  somehow,  is  that  they  have  a  man 
before  them  who  has  gone  in  for  the  hull  lot  and  survived. 
A  tough  contract,  Mr.  Dunquerque,  but  you  trust  me.” 

“Very  well,”  said  Jack,  putting  on  his  hat,  “only  don’t 
ask  them  questions.  Authors  don’t  like  being  questioned. 
Why,  I  shouldn’t  wonder  if  next  Wednesday  some  of  them 
pretended  not  to  know  the  names  of  their  own  books.  Don’t 
you  know  that  Shakespeare,  when  he  went  down  to  Stratford, 
to  live  like  a  retired  grocer  at  Leytonstone,  used  to  pretend 
not  to  know  what  a  play  meant  ?  And  when  a  strolling 
company  came  round,  and  the  manager  asked  permission  to 
play  Hamlet,  he  was  the  first  to  sign  a  petition  to  the  mayor 
not  to  allow  immoral  exhibitions  in  the  borough.” 
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“Is  that  so,  sir?” 

“It  may  be  s<?/’  said  Jack,  “because  I  never  heard  it  con¬ 
tradicted.” 

As  soon  as  he  was  gone,  Gilead  Beck  sought  the  nearest 
bookseller’s  shop  and  gave  an  extensive  order.  He  requested 
to  be  furnished  with  all  the  works  of  Carlyle,  Buskin,  Tenny¬ 
son,  Swinburne,  Browning,  Buchanan,  Huxley,  Darwin,  and 
a  few  more.  Then  he  returned  to  the  Langham,  gave  orders 
that  he  was  at  home  to  no  one  except  Mr.  Dunquerque,  took 
off  his  coat,  lit  a  cigar,  ordered  more  champagne,  and  began 
the  first  of  the  three  most  awful  days  he  ever  spent  in  all 
his  life. 

The  books  presently  came  in  a  great  box,  and  he  spread 
them  on  the  table  with  a  heart  that  sank  at  the  mere  con¬ 
templation  of  their  numbers.  About  three  hundred  volumes 
in  all.  And  only  four  days  to  get  through  them.  Seventy- 
five  volumes  a  day,  say,  at  the  rate  of  fifteen  hours’  daily 
work ;  five  an  hour,  one  every  twelve  minutes.  He  laid  his 
watch  upon  the  table,  took  the  first  volume  of  Bobert  Brown¬ 
ing  that  was  uppermost,  sat  down  in  his  long  chair  with  his 
feet  up,  and  began. 

The  book  was  Fifine  at  the  Fair.  Gilead  Beck  read  cheer¬ 
fully  and  with  great  ease  the  first  eight  or  ten  pages.  Then 
he  discovered  with  a  little  annoyance  that  he  understood 
nothing  whatever  of  the  author’s  meaning.  “  That  comes  of 
too  rapid  reading,”  he  said.  So  he  turned  back  to  the  be¬ 
ginning  and  began  again  with  more  deliberation.  Ten  minutes 
clean  wasted,  and  not  even  half  a  volume  got  through.  When 
he  had  got  to  the  tenth  page  for  the  second  time,  he  ques¬ 
tioned  himself  once  more,  and  found  that  he  understood  less 
than  ever.  Were  things  right?  Could  it  be  Browning,  or 
some  impostor?  Yes  ;  the  name  of  Bobert  Browning  was  on 
the  title-page  ;  also,  it  was  English.  And  the  words  held 
together,  and  were  not  sprinkled  out  of  a  pepper-pot.  He 
began  a  third  time.  Same  result.  He  threw  away  his  cigar 
and  wiped  his  brow,  on  which  the  cold  dews  of  trouble  were 
gathering  thickly. 

“  This  is  the  beginning  of  the  end,  Gilead  P.  Beck,”  he 
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murmured.  “  The  Lord,  to  try  you,  sent  His  blessed  lie,  and 
you’ve  received  it  with  a  proud  stomach.  Now  you  air  going 
off  your  head.  Plain  English,  and  you  cant  take  in  a  single 
sentence.” 

It  was  in  grievous  distress  of  mind  that  he  sprang  to  his 
feet  and  began  to  walk  about  the  room. 

“  There  was  no  softenin’  yesterday,”  he  murmured,  trying 
to  reassure  himself.  <£  Why  should  there  be  to-day  ?  Soften¬ 
in’  comes  by  degrees.  Let  us  try  again.  Great  J ehoshaphat !  ’ 

He  stood  up  to  his  work,  leaning  against  a  window-post, 
and  took  two  pages  first,  which  he  read  very  slowly.  And 
then  he  dropped  the  volume  in  dismay,  because  he  understood 
less  than  nothing. 

It  was  the  most  disheartening  thing  he  had  ever  attempted. 

11  I’d  rather  fight  John  Halkett  over  again,  he  said.  Id 
rather  sit  with  my  finger  on  a  trigger  for  a  week,  expecting 
Mr.  Huggins  to  call  upon  me.” 

Then  he  began  to  construe  it  line  by  line,  thinking  every 

now  and  then  that  he  saw  daylight. 

It  is  considered  rather  a  mark  of  distinction,  a  separating 
seal  upon  the  brow,  by  that  poet’s  admirers,  to  reverence  his 
later  works.  Their  creed  is  that  because  a  poem  is  rough, 
harsh,  ungrammatical,  and  dark,  it  must  have  a  meaning  as 

deep  as  its  black  obscurity.  _  _ 

“  It’s  like  the  texts  of  a  copybook,”  said  Gilead.  “  Pretty 
things,  all  of  them,  separate.  Put  them  together,  and 
where ’ are  they?  I  guess  this  book  would  read  better  upsy 

down.” 

He  poured  cold  water  on  his  head  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour 
or  so,  and  then  tried  reading  it  aloud. 

This  was  worse  than  any  previous  method,  because  he  com¬ 
prehended  no  more  of  the  poet’s  meaning,  and  the  rough  hard 
words  made  his  front  teeth  crack  and  fly  about  the  room  m 
splinters. 

«  Cfesar’s  ghost !  ”  he  exclaimed,  thinking  what  he  should 
do  if  Robert  Browning  talked  as  he  wrote.  “  The  human 

jaw  isn’t  built  that  could  stand  it.” 

Two  hours  were  gone.  There  ought  to  have  been  ten 
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volumes  got  through,  and  not  ten  pages  finished  of  a  single 
one. 

He  hurled  Fifine  to  the  other  end  of  the  room,  and 
took  up  another  work  by  the  same  poet.  It  was  lied  Cotton 
Nightcap  Country ,  and  the  title  looked  promising.  No 
doubt  a  light  and  pretty  fairy  story.  Also  the  beginning 
reeled  itself  off  with  a  fatal  facility  which  allured  the  reader 
onwards. 

When  the  clock  struck  six  he  was  sitting  among  the 
volumes  on  the  table,  with  Red  Cotton  Nightcap  Country 
still  in  his  hand.  His  eyes  were  bloodshot,  his  hair  was 
pushed  in  disorder  about  his  head,  his  cheeks  were  flushed, 
his  hands  were  trembling,  the  nerves  in  his  face  were 
twitching. 

He  looked  about  him  wildly,  and  tried  to  collect  his  facul¬ 
ties.  Then  he  arose  and  solemnly  cursed  Robert  Browning. 
He  cursed  him  eating,  drinking,  and  sleeping.  And  then  he 
took  all  his  volumes,  and  disposing  them  carefully  in  the 
fire-place,  he  set  light  to  them. 

“  I  wish,”  he  said,  “  that  I  could  put  the  Poet  there  too.” 
I  think  he  would  have  done  it,  this  mild  and  gentle-hearted 
stranger,  so  strongly  was  his  spirit  moved  to  wrath. 

He  could  not  stay  any  longer  in  the  room.  It  seemed 
to  be  haunted  with  ghosts  of  unintelligible  sentences ; 
things  in  familiar  garb,  which  floated  before  his  eyes  and 
presented  faces  of  inscrutable  mystery.  He  seized  his  hat 
and  fled. 

He  went  straight  to  Jack  Dunquerque’s  club,  and  found 
that  hero  in  the  reading-room. 

“I  have  a  favour  to  ask  you,”  he  began  in  a  hurried  and 
nervous  manner.  “If  you  have  not  yet  asked  Mr.  Robert 
Browning  to  the  little  spread  next  week,  don’t.” 

“  Certainly  not,  if  you  wish  it.  Why  ?  ” 

“  Because,  sir,  I  have  spent  eight  hours  over  his  works.” 

Jack  laughed. 

“  And  you  think  you  have  gone  off  your  head  ?  I’ll  tell 
you  a  secret.  Everybody  does  at  first ;  and  then  we  all  fall 


THE  GOLDEN  BUTTERFLY. 


271 


into  tlie  dodge,  and  go  about  pretending  to  understand 
him.” 

“  But  the  meaning,  Mr.  Dunquerque,  the  meaning?” 

“  Hush !  he  hasn't  got  any.  Only  no  one  dares  to  say  so, 
and  it’s  intellectual  to  admire  him.” 

“  Well,  Mr.  Dunquerque,  I  guess  I  don’t  want  to  see  that 
writer  at  my  dinner,  anyhow.” 

“  Very  well  then.  He  shall  not  be  asked.” 

“  Another  day  like  this,  and  you  may  bury  me  with  my 
boots  on.  Come  with  me  somewhere,  and  have  dinner  as  far 
away  from  those  volumes  of  Mr.  Browning  as  we  can  get  in 
the  time.” 

They  dined  at  Greenwich.  In  the  course  of  the  next  three 
days  Gilead  Beck  read  diligently.  He  did  not  master  the 
three  hundred  volumes,  but  he  got  through  some  of  the  works 
of  every  writer,  taking  them  in  turn. 

The  result  was  a  glorious  and  inextricable  mess.  Carlyle, 
Swinburne,  Huxley,  Darwin,  Tennyson,  and  all  of  them, 
were  hopelessly  jumbled  in  his  brains.  He  mixed  up  the 
Sartor  Hesartus  with  the  Missing  Link ,  confounded  the 
history  of  Frederick  the  Great  with  that  of  Queen  Elizabeth , 
and  thought  that  Maud  and  Atalanta  in  Galydon  were 
written  by  the  same  poet.  But  time  went  on,  and  the 
Wednesday  evening,  to  which  he  looked  forward  with  so 
much  anxiety  and  pride,  rapidly  drew  near. 


CHAPTER  XXV. 

“  Why,  she  is  cold  to  all  the  world.” 

AND  while  Gilead  Beck  was  setting  himself  to  repair  in  a 
iSl.  week  the  defects  of  his  early  education,  J ack  Dunquerque 
was  spending  his  days  hovering  round  the  light  of  Phillis’s 
eyes.  The  infatuated  youth  frequented  the  house  as  if  it 
was  his  own.  He  liked  it,  Mrs.  L’Estrange  liked  it,  and 
Phillis  liked  it.  Agatha  looked  with  matronly  suspicion 
for  indications  and  proofs  of  love  in  her  ward’s  face.  She 
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saw  none,  because  Phillis  was  not  in  love  at  all.  Jack  to 
her  was  the  first  friend  she  made  on  coming  out  of  her 
shell.  Very  far,  indeed,  from  being  in  love.  Jack  looked 
too  for  any  of  those  signs  of  mental  agitation  which  accom¬ 
pany,  or  are  supposed  to  accompany,  the  birth  of  love. 
There  were  none.  Her  face  lit  up  when  she  saw  him  ; 
she  treated  him  with  the  frankness  of  a  girl  who  tells  her 
brother  everything  ;  but  she  did  not  blush  when  she  saw 
him,  nor  was  she  ever  otherwise  than  the  sweetest  and 
lightest-hearted  of  sisters.  He  knew  it,  and  he  groaned  to 
think  of  it.  The  slightest  sign  would  have  encouraged  him 
to  speak ;  the  smallest  indication  that  Phillis  felt  some¬ 
thing  for  him  of  what  he  felt  for  her  would  have  been  to 
him  a  command  to  tell  what  was  in  his  heart.  But  she 
made  no  sign.  It  was  Jack’s  experience,  perhaps,  which 
taught  him  that  he  is  a  fool  who  gives  his  happiness  to  a 
woman  before  he  has  learned  to  divine  her  heart.  Those 
ever  make  the  most  foolish  marriages  who  are  most  ignorant 
of  the  sex.  Hooker  the  Judicious  is  a  case  in  point,  and 
many  a  ghostly  man  could,  from  his  country  parsonage,  tell 
the  same  tale. 

Jack  was  not  like  the  Judicious  Divine  ;  he  was  wary, 
though  susceptible ;  he  had  his  share  of  craft  and  subtlety ; 
and  yet  he  was  in  love,  in  spite  of  all  that  craft,  with  a  girl 
who  only  liked  him  in  return. 

Had  he  possessed  greater  power  of  imagination  he  would 
have  understood  that  he  was  expecting  what  was  impossible. 
You  cannot  get  wine  out  of  an  empty  bottle,  nor  reap 
corn  without  first  sowing  the  seed;  and  he  forgot  that 
Phillis,  who  was  unable  to  read  novels,  knew  nothing, 
positively  nothing,  of  that  great  passion  of  Love  which 
makes  its  victims  half  divine.  It  was  always  necessary, 
in  thinking  of  this  girl,  to  remember  her  thirteen  years  of 
captivity.  Jack,  more  than  any  other  person,  not  excepting 
Agatha  L’ Estrange,  knew  what  she  would  say  and  think 
on  most  things.  Only  in  this  matter  of  love  he  was  at 
fault.  Here  he  did  not  know,  because  here  he  was  selfish. 
To  all  the  world  except  Jack  and  Agatha  she  was  an 
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impossible  girl ;  she  said  things  that  no  other  girl  would 
have  said  ;  she  thought  as  no  one  else  thought.  To  all  those 
who  live  in  a  tight  little  island  of  their  own,  fortified  by 
triple  batteries  of  dogma,  she  was  impossible.  But  to  those 
who  accepted  and  comprehended  the  conditions  of  Phillis’s 
education  she  was  possible,  real,  charming,  and  full  of 
interest. 

Jack  continually  thought  what  Phillis  would  say  and 
what  she  would  think.  For  her  sake  he  noticed  the  little 
things  around  him,  the  things  among  which  we  grow  up 
unobservant.  We  see  so  little  for  the  most  part.  Things 
to  eat  and  drink  interest  us ;  things  that  please  the  eye ; 
fair  women  and  rare  wine.  We  are  like  cattle  grazing  on 
the  slopes  of  the  Alps.  Around  us  rise  the  mountains,  with 
their  ever-changing  marvels  of  light  and  colour ;  the  sun¬ 
light  flashes  from  their  peaks ;  the  snow  -  slopes  stretch 
away  and  upwards  to  the  deep  blues  beyond  in  curves  as 
graceful  as  the  line  of  woman’s  beauty ;  at  our  feet  is  the 
belt  of  pines  perfumed  and  warmed  by  the  summer  air ;  the 
mountain  stream  leaps,  bubbles,  and  laughs,  rushing  from 
the  prison  of  its  glacier  cave ;  high  overhead  soars  the 
Alpine  eagle  ;  the  shepherds  jodel  in  the  valleys ;  the  rapid 
echoes  roll  the  song  up  into  the  immeasurable  silence  of  the 
hills, — and  amid  all  this  we  browse  and  feed,  eyes  downward 
turned. 

So  this  young  man,  awakened  by  the  quick  sympathies  of 
the  girl  he  loved,  lifted  his  head,  taught  by  her,  and  tried 
to  catch,  he  too,  something  of  the  childlike  wonder,  the 
appreciative  admiration,  the  curious  enthusiasm,  with  which 
she  saw  everything.  Most  men’s  thoughts  are  bound  by 
the  limits  of  their  club  at  night,  and  their  chambers  or 
their  offices  by  day  ;  the  suns  rise  and  set,  and  the  out¬ 
ward  world  is  unregarded.  Jack  learned  from  Phillis  to 
look  at  these  unregarded  things.  Such  simple  pleasures 
as  a  sunset,  the  light  upon  the  river,  the  wild  flowers  on 
the  bank,  he  actually  tasted  with  delight,  provided  that  she 
was  beside  him.  And  after  a  day  of  such  Arcadian  joys 
he  would  return  to  town,  and  find  the  club  a  thirsty  desert. 

s 
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If  Phillis  had  known  anything  about  love,  she  would  have 
fallen  in  love  with  Jack  long  before ;  but  she  did  not. 
Yet  he  made  headway  with  her,  because  he  became  almost 
necessary  to  her  life.  She  looked  for  his  coming;  he  brought 
her  things  he  had  collected  in  his  “globe  trotting ;  ”  he  told 
her  stories  of  adventure  ;  he  ruined  himself  in  pictures  ;  and 
then  he  looked  for  the  love  softening  of  her  eyes,  and  it  came 
not  at  all. 

Yet  Jack  was  a  lovable  sort  of  young  man  in  maidens’ 
eyes.  Everybody  liked  him  to  begin  with.  He  was,  like 
David,  a  youth  of  a  cheerful,  if  not  of  a  ruddy,  countenance. 
Agatha  L’Estrange  remarked  of  him  that  it  did  her  good  to 
meet  cheerful  young  men — they  were  so  scarce.  “  I  know 
quantities  of  young  men,  Phillis  my  dear  ;  and  I  assure  you 
that  most  of  them  are  enough  to  break  a  woman’s  heart  even 
to  think  of.  There  is  the  athletic  young  man — he  is  dreadful 
indeed,  only  his  time  soon  goes  by ;  and  there  is  the  young 
man  who  talks  about  getting  more  brain  power.  To  be  sure, 
he  generally  looks  as  if  he  wants  it.  There  is  the  young  man 
who  ought  to  turn  red  and  hot  when  the  word  Prig  is  used. 
There  is  the  bad  young  man  who  keeps  betting-books  ;  and 
the  miserable  young  man  who  grovels  and  flops  in  a  Ritualist 
church.  I  know  young  men  who  are  envious  and  backbite 
their  friends;  and  young  men  who  aspire  to  be  somebody 
else ;  and  young  men  who  pose  as  infidels,  and  would  rather 
be  held  up  to  execration  in  a  paper  than  not  be  mentioned 
at  all.  But,  my  dear,  I  don’t  know  anybody  who  is  so  cheer¬ 
ful  and  contented  as  Jack.  He  isn’t  clever  and  learned,  but 
he  doesn’t  want  to  be ;  he  isn’t  sharp,  and  will  never  make 
money,  but  he  is  better  without  it;  and  he  is  true,  1  am 
sure.” 

Agatha  unconsciously  used  the  word  in  the  sense  which 
most  women  mean  when  they  speak  of  a  man’s  truth.  Phillis 
understood  it  to  mean  that  Jack  Dunquerque  did  not  habi¬ 
tually  tell  fibs,  and  thought  the  remark  superfluous.  But  it 
will  be  observed  that  Agatha  was  fighting  Jack’s  battle  for 
him. 

After  all,  Jack  might  have  taken  heart  had  he  thought  that 
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all  these  visits  and  all  this  interest  in  himself  were  but  the 
laying  of  the  seed,  which  might  grow  into  a  goodly  tree. 

u  If  only  she  would  look  as  if  she  cared  for  me,  Tommy,” 
he  bemoaned  to  Ladds. 

“  Hang  it !  can’t  expect  a  girl  to  begin  making  eyes  at  you.” 

“Eyes!  Phillis  make  eyes!  Tommy,  as  you  grow  older 
you  grow  coarser.  It’s  a  great  pity.  That  comes  of  this  club 
life.  Always  smoking  and  playing  cards.” 

Tommy  grinned.  Virtue  was  as  yet  a  flower  new  to  Jack 
Dunquerque’s  buttonhole,  and  he  wore  it  with  a  pride  difficult 
to  dissemble. 

“Better  go  and  have  it  out  with  Colquhoun,”  Tommy 
advised.  “  He  won’t  care.  He’s  taken  up  with  his  old  flame, 
Mrs.  Cassilis,  again.  Always  dangling  at  her  heels,  I’m  told. 
Got  no  time  to  think  of  Miss  Fleming.  Great  fool,  Colquhoun. 
Always  was  a  fool,  I  believe.  Might  have  gone  after  flesh 
and  blood  instead  of  a  marble  statue.  Wonder  how  Cassilis 
likes  it.” 

“  There  you  go,”  cried  Jack  impatiently.  “  Men  are  worse 
than  women.  At  Twickenham  one  never  hears  this  foolish 
sort  of  gossip.” 

“  Suppose  not.  Flowers  and  music,  muffins,  tea,  and 
spoons.  Well,  the  girl’s  worth  it,  Jack;  the  more  flowers 
and  music  you  get  the  better  it  will  be  for  you.  But  go  and 
square  it  with  Colquhoun.” 


CHAPTEB  XXVI. 

“  A  right  royal  banquet.” 

AT  seven  o’clock  on  the  great  Wednesday  Gilead  Beck  was 
pacing  restlessly  his  inner  room,  the  small  apartment 
which  formed  his  sanctum,  waiting  to  receive  his  guests. 
All  the  preparations  were  complete :  a  quartette  of  singers 
was  in  readiness,  with  a  piano,  to  discourse  sweet  music  after 
the  dinner  ;  the  noblest  banquet  ever  ordered  at  the  Langham 
was  timed  for  a  quarter  to  eight  punctually ;  the  wine  was  in 
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ice ;  the  waiters  were  adding  the  last  touches  to  the  artistic 
decorations  of  a  table  which,  laid  for  thirteen  only,  might 
have  been  prepared  for  the  Prince  of  Wales.  In  fact,  when 
the  bill  came  up  a  few  days  later,  even  Gilead  Beck,  man  of 
millions,  quailed  for  a  moment  before  its  total.  Think  of  the 
biggest  bill  you  ever  had  at  Vefour’s — for  francs  read  pounds, 
and  then  multiply  by  ten  ;  think  of  the  famous  Lord  Warden 
bill  for  the  Emperor  Napoleon  when  he  landed  in  all  his 
glory,  and  then  consider  that  the  management  of  the  Lang- 
ham  is  in  no  way  behind  that  of  the  Dover  hostelry.  But 
this  was  to  come,  and  when  it  did  come,  was  received 
lightly. 

Gilead  Beck  took  a  last  look  at  the  dinner-table.  The  few 
special  injunctions  he  had  given  were  carried  out;  they  were 
not  many,  only  that  the  shutters  should  be  partly  closed  and 
the  curtains  drawn,  so  that  they  might  dine  by  artificial 
light ;  that  the  table  and  the  room  should  be  entirely  illu¬ 
minated  by  wax-candles,  save  for  one  central  lamp,  in  which 
should  be  burning,  like  the  sacred  flame  of  Vesta,  his  own 
rock-oil.  He  also  stipulated  that  the  flowers  on  the  table 
should  be  disposed  in  shallow  vessels,  so  as  to  lie  low,  and 
not  interfere  with  the  freedom  of  the  eyes  across  the  table. 
Thus  there  was  no  central  tower  of  flowers  and  fruit.  To 
compensate  for  this  he  allowed  a  whole  bower  of  exotics  to 
be  erected  round  the  room. 

The  long  wall  opposite  the  window  was  decorated  with  his 
famous  piece  by  an  unknown  master,  bought  of  Bartholomew 
Burls,  known  as  “  Sisera  and  Jael.”  As  the  frame  had  not 
yet  been  made  it  was  wreathed  about  for  its  whole  length 
and  breadth  with  flowers.  The  other  pictures,  also  wreathed 
with  flowers,  were  genuine  originals,  bought  of  the  same 
famous  collector.  For  the  end  of  the  room  Gilead  Beck  had 
himself  designed,  and  partly  erected  with  his  own  hands,  an 
allegorical  trophy.  From  a  pile  of  books  neatly  worked  in 
cork,  there  sprang  a  jet  of  water  illuminated  on  either  side 
by  a  hidden  lamp  burning  rock-oil.  He  had  wished  to  have 
the  fountain  itself  of  oil,  but  was  overruled  by  Jack  Dunquer- 
que.  Above,  by  an  invisible  wire,  hovered  a  golden  butter- 
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fly  in  gilded  paper.  And  on  either  side  hung  a  flag — that 
on  the  right  displaying  the  Stars  and  Stripes,  that  on  the 
left  the  equally  illustrious  Union  Jack. 

At  every  man’s  place  lay  a  copy  of  the  menu ,  in  green  and 
gold,  elaborately  decorated,  a  masterpiece  of  illumination. 
Gilead  Beck,  after  making  quite  sure  that  nothing  was 
neglected,  took  his  own,  and,  retiring  to  the  inner  room, 
read  it  for  the  fiftieth  time  with  a  pleasure  as  intense  as  that 
of  the  young  author  who  reads  his  first  proof-sheet.  It  con¬ 
sisted  of  a  large  double  card.  On  the  top  of  the  left-hand 
side  was  painted  in  colours  and  gold  a  butterfly.  And  that 
side  read  as  follows  (I  regret  that  the  splendours  of  the 
original  cannot  be  here  reproduced) : 


LANGHAM  HOTEL 

May  20,  1875. 


Dinner  in  Honour  of  Literature,  Science,  and  Art , 


GIVEN  BY 


GILEAD  P.  BECK. 


AN  OBSCURE  AMERICAN  CITIZEN  RAISED  AT  LEXINGTON, 
WHO  STRUCK  ILE  IN  A  MOST  SURPRISING  MANNER 
BY  THE  HELP  OF 


THE  GOLDEN  BUTTERFLY, 


BUT  WHO  DESPISES  SHODDY  AND  RESPECTS  GENIUS. 


Representatives  of  Literature ,  Art,  and  Science. 


Thomas  Carlyle, 
Alfred  Tennyson, 

John  Ruskin, 

Algernon  Swinburne, 
George  Augustus  Sala, 


Charles  Darwin, 
Professor  Huxley, 
Frederick  Leighton,  R.A 
Cornelius  Jagenal,  and 
Humphrey  Jagenal, 


WITH  CAPTAIN  LADDS,  THE  HON.  RONALD  DUNQUERQUF, 
AND  GILEAD  P.  BECK. 
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After  this  preamble,  which  occupied  a  whole  side  of  the 
double  card,  followed  the  menu  itself. 

I  unwillingly  suppress  this.  There  are  weaker  brethren 
who  might  on  reading  it  feel  dissatisfied  with  the  plain 
lamb  and  rhubarb-tart  of  the  sweet  spring  season.  As  a 
present  dignitary  of  the  Church,  now  a  colonial  bishop,  once 
a  curate,  observed  to  me  many  years  ago,  &  propos  of  thirst, 
university  reminiscences,  a  neighbouring  public-house,  a 
craving  for  tobacco,  and  the  fear  of  being  observed,  “  These 
weaker  brethren  are  a  great  nuisance.” 

Let  it  suffice  that  at  the  Langham  they  still  speak  of 
Gilead  Beck’s  great  dinner  with  tears  in  their  eyes.  I 
believe  a  copy  of  the  green  and  gold  card  is  framed,  and 
hung  in  the  office  so  as  to  catch  the  eye  of  poorer  men  when 
they  are  ordering  dinners.  It  makes  those  of  lower  nature 
feel  envious,  and  even  takes  the  conceit  out  of  the  nobler 
kind. 

Gilead  Beck,  dressed  for  the  banquet,  was  nervous  and 
restless.  It  seemed  as  if,  for  the  first  time,  his  wealth  was 
about  to  bring  him  something  worth  having.  His  face, 
always  grave,  was  as  solemn  as  if  he  were  fixing  it  for  his 
own  funeral.  From  time  to  time  he  drew  a  paper  from  his 
pocket  and  read  it  over.  Then  he  replaced  it,  and  with  lips 
and  arms  went  through  the  action  of  speaking.  It  was  his 
speech  of  the  evening,  which  he  had  carefully  written  and 
imperfectly  committed  to  memory.  Like  a  famous  American 
lawyer,  the  attitude  he  assumed  was  to  stand  bent  a  little 
forward,  the  feet  together,  the  left  hand  hanging  loosely 
at  his  side,  while  he  brandished  the  right  above  his 
head. 

In  this  attitude  he  was  surprised  by  the  Twins,  who 
came  a  quarter  of  an  hour  before  the  time.  They  were 
dressed  with  great  care,  having  each  the  sweetest  little 
eighteenpenny  bouquet,  bought  from  the  little  shop  at 
the  right  hand  of  the  Market  as  you  go  in,  where  the 
young  lady  makes  it  up  before  your  eyes,  sticks  the  wire 
into  it,  and  pins  it  at  your  buttonhole  with  her  own  fair 
hands.  Each  brother  in  turn  winked  at  her  during  the 
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operation.  A  harmless  wink,  but  it  suggested  no  end  of 
possible  devilries  should  these  two  young  gentlemen  of 
fifty  find  themselves  loose  upon  the  town.  Those  who 
saw  it  thought  of  Mohocks,  and  praised  the  Lord  for  the 
new  police. 

They  both  looked  very  nice ;  they  entered  with  a  jaunty 
step,  a  careless  backward  toss  of  the  head,  parted  lips,  and 
bright  eyes  which  faced  fearlessly  a  critical  but  reverent 
world.  Nothing  but  the  crow’s-feet  showed  that  the  first 
glow  of  youth  was  over ;  nothing  but  a  few  streaks  of  grey 
in  Humphrey’s  beard  and  in  Cornelius’s  hair  showed  that 
they  were  nearing  the  Indian  summer  of  life.  Mr.  Beck, 
seeing  them  enter  so  fresh,  so  bright,  and  so  beaming,  was 
more  than  ever  puzzled  at  their  age.  He  was  waiting  for 
them  in  a  nervous  and  rather  excitable  state  of  mind,  as 
becomes  one  who  is  about  to  find  himself  face  to  face  with 
the  greatest  men  of  his  time. 

“ You,  gentlemen,”  he  said,  ‘‘will  sit  near  me,  one 
each  side,  if  you  will  be  so  kind,  just  to  lend  a  helping- 
hand  to  the  talk  when  it  flags.  Phew!  it  will  be  a 
rasper,  the  talk  of  to-day.  I’ve  read  all  their  works,  if 
I  can  only  remember  them,  and  I  bought  the  History  of 
English  Literature  yesterday  to  get  a  grip  of  the  hull  subject. 
No  use.  I  haven’t  got  farther  than  Chaucer.  Do  you  think 
they  can  talk  about  Chaucer  ?  He  wrote  the  Canterbury 
Tales.” 

“Cornelius,”  said  Humphrey,  “you  will  be  able  to  lead 
the  conversation  to  the  Anglo-Saxon  period. 

“  That  period  is  too  early,  brother  Humphrey,”  said  Cor¬ 
nelius.  “We  shall  trust  to  you  to  turn  the  stream  in  the 

direction  of  the  Renaissance.” 

Humphrey  shifted  in  his  seat  uneasily.  Why  this  unwill¬ 
ingness  in  either  Twin  to  assume  the  lead  on  a  topic  which 
had  engaged  his  attention  for  twenty  years  ? 

Mr.  Beck  shook  his  head. 

“  I  most  wish  now,”  he  said,  “that  I  hadn’t  asked  them. 
But  it’s  a  thunderin’  great  honour.  Mr.  Dunquerque  did  it 
all  for  me.  That  young  gentleman  met  these  great  writers, 
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I  suppose,  in  the  baronial  halls  of  his  brother,  the  Earl  of 
Isleworth.” 

“  Do  we  know  Lord  Isleworth  ?  ”  asked  Cornelius  of 
Humphrey. 

“  Lord  Isleworth,  Cornelius  ?  No  ;  I  rather  think  we  have 
never  met  him,”  said  Humphrey  to  Cornelius. 

“  None  of  your  small  names  to-night,”  said  Gilead  Beck, 
with  serious  and  even  pious  joy.  “  The  Lord  Mayor  may 
have  them  at  Guildhall.  Mine  are  the  big  guns.  I  did 
want  to  get  a  special  report  for  my  own  Gazette,  but  Mr. 
Dunquerque  thought  it  better  not  to  have  it.  P’r’aps 
’twould  have  seemed  kind  o’  shoddy.  I  ought  to  be  satisfied 
with  the  private  honour,  and  not  want  the  public  glory  of 
it.  What  would  they  say  in  Boston  if  they  knew,  or  even 
in  New  York  ?  ” 

“  You  should  have  a  dinner  for  Poets  alone,”  said  Hum¬ 
phrey,  anxious  for  his  brother. 

“  Or  for  Artists  only,”  said  Cornelius. 

“  Wal,  gentlemen,  we  shall  get  on.  As  there’s  five  minutes 
to  spare,  would  you  like  to  give  an  opinion  on  the  wine-list, 
and  oblige  me  by  your  advice  ?  ” 

The  Twins  perused  the  latter  document  with  sparkling 
eyes.  It  was  a  noble  list.  Gilead  Beck’s  plan  was  simple. 
He  just  ordered  the  best  of  everything.  For  Sauterne,  he 
read  Chateau  Iquem ;  for  Burgundy,  he  took  Chambertin ; 
for  Claret,  Chateau  Lafitte ;  for  Champagne,  Heidsieck ;  for 
Sherry,  Montilla ;  a  Box  Boutel  wine  for  Hock ;  and  for 
Port  the  ’34.  Never  before,  in  all  its  experiences  of  Ameri¬ 
cans,  Russians,  and  returned  colonials,  had  the  management 
of  the  Langham  so  “  thorough  ”  a  wine-bill  to  make  out  as 
for  this  dinner. 

“  Is  that  satisfactory,  gentlemen  ?  ” 

“  Cornelius,  what  do  you  think  ?  ” 

“  Humphrey,  I  think  as  you  do ;  and  that  is,  that  this 
princely  selection  shows  Mr.  Beck’s  true  appreciation  of 
Literature  and  Art.” 

“  It  is  kind  of  you,  gentlemen,  to  say  so.  I  talked  over 
the  dinner  with  the  chef,  and  I  have  had  the  menou  printed, 
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as  you  see  it,  in  gilt  and  colours,  which  I  am  given  to  under¬ 
stand  is  the  correct  thing  at  the  Guildhall.  Would  you  like 
to  look  at  that  ?  ” 

They  showed  the  greatest  desire  to  look  at  it.  Humphrey 
read  it  aloud  with  emphasis.  While  he  read  and  while  his 
brother  listened,  Mr.  Beck  thought  they  seemed  a  good  deal 
older  than  before.  Perhaps  that  was  because  their  faces 
were  turned  to  the  light,  and  the  reflection  through  an  open 
window  of  the  sinking  sun  showed  up  the  crow’s-feet  round 
their  eyes. 

‘‘Humph!  Plovers’  eggs.  Clear  mulligatawny;  clear, 
Cornelius.  Turtle-fins.  Salmon — I  translate  the  French. 
Turbot.  Lochleven  trout  ” - 

“  Very  good  indeed,  so  far,”  said  Cornelius,  with  a  palpable 
smack  of  his  lips. 

“Lamb-cutlets  with  peas — a  simple  but  excellent  dish; 
aspic  of  foie  gras — ah,  two  or  three  things  which  I  cannot 
translate  ;  a  preparation  of  pigeon ;  haunch  of  venison ; 
yes  - 

“  An  excellent  dinner,  indeed,”  said  Cornelius.  “  Pray  go 
on,  Humphrey.” 

He  began  to  feel  like  Sancho  in  Barataria.  So  good  a 
dinner  seemed  really  impossible. 

“  Duckling ;  cabob  curry  of  chicken-liver  with  Bombay 
ducks — really,  Mr.  Beck,  this  dinner  is  worth  a  dukedom.” 

“  It  is  indeed,”  said  Cornelius  feelingly. 

“  Canvas-back — ah  ! — from  Baltimore — Cornelius,  this  is 
almost  too  much;  apricots  in  jelly,  ice-pudding,  grated  Par¬ 
mesan,  strawberries,  melons,  peaches,  nectarines  (and  only 
May,  Cornelius!),  pines,  West  India  bananas,  custard  apples 
from  Jamaica,  and  dried  letchis  from  China,  Cornelius.” 

Humphrey  handed  the  document  to  his  brother  with  a  look 
of  appeal  which  said  volumes.  One  sentence  in  the  volumes 
was  clearly,  “  Say  something  appropriate.” 

Quoth  Cornelius  deeply  moved — 

“  This  new  Maecenas  ransacks  the  corners  of  the  earth  to 
find  a  fitting  entertainment  for  men  of  genius.  Humphrey, 
you  shall  paint  him.” 
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u  Cornelius,  you  shall  sing  his  praises.” 

By  a  simultaneous  impulse  the  Twins  turned  to  their 
patron,  and  presented  each  a  right  hand.  Gilead  Beck  had 
only  one  right  hand  to  give.  He  gave  that  to  Cornelius,  and 
the  left  to  Humphrey. 

While  this  sacrament  of  friendship  was  proceeding  was 
heard  a  sound  as  of  many  men  simultaneously  stifling  much 
laughter.  The  door  opened,  and  the  other  guests  arrived  in 
a  body.  They  were  preceded  by  Jack  Dunquerque,  and  on 
entering  the  room  dropped,  as  if  by  word  of  command,  into 
line,  like  soldiers  on  parade.  Eight  of  them  were  strangers, 
but  Captain  Ladds  brought  up  the  rear. 

They  were,  as  might  be  expected  of  such  great  men,  a 
remarkable  assemblage.  At  the  extreme  right  stood  a  tall 
well-set-up  old  man,  with  tangled  grey  locks,  long  grey  eye¬ 
brows,  and  an  immense  grey  beard.  His  vigorous  bearing 
belied  the  look  of  age,  and  what  part  of  his  face  could  be  seen 
had  a  remarkably  youthful  appearance. 

Next  to  him  were  other  two  aged  men,  one  of  whom  was 
bent  and  bowed  by  the  weight  of  years.  They  also  had  large 
eyebrows  and  long  grey  beards ;  and  Mr.  Beck  remarked 
at  once  that  so  far  as  could  be  judged  from  the  brightness 
of  their  eyes  they  had  wonderfully  preserved  their  mental 
strength.  The  others  were  younger  men,  one  of  them  being 
apparently  a  boy  of  eighteen  or  so. 

Then  followed  a  ceremony  like  a  lev4e.  Gilead  Beck 
stood  in  the  centre  of  the  room,  the  table  having  been 
pushed  back  into  the  corner.  He  was  supported,  right  and 
left,  by  the  Twins,  who  formed  a  kind  of  Court,  and  above 
whom  he  towered  grandly  with  his  height  of  six-feet-two. 
He  held  himself  as  erect,  and  looked  as  solemn,  as  if  he 
were  the  President  of  the  United  States.  The  Twins,  for 
their  part,  looked  a  little  as  if  they  were  his  sons. 

Jack  Dunquerque  acted  as  Lord  Chamberlain  or  Master 
of  the  Ceremonies.  He  wore  an  anxious  face,  and  looked 
round  among  the  great  men  whom  he  preceded,  as  soon  as 
they  had  all  filed  in,  with  a  glance  which  might  have 
meant  admonition,  had  that  been  possible.  And,  indeed, 
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a  broad  smile,  which  was  hovering  like  the  sunlight  upon 
their  venerable  faces,  disappeared  at  the  frown  of  this  young 
gentleman.  It  was  very  curious. 

It  was  in  the  Grand  Manner — that  peculiar  to  Courts — 
in  which  Jack  Dunquerque  presented  the  first  of  the  dis¬ 
tinguished  guests  to  Mr.  Beck. 

“  Sir.”  he  said,  with  low  and  awe-struck  voice,  “  before 
you  stands  Thomas  Carlyle.” 

A  thrill  ran  through  the  American’s  veins  as  he  grasped 
the  hand  which  had  written  so  many  splendid  things,  and 
looked  into  the  eyes  which  harboured  such  splendid  thought. 
Then  he  said  in  softened  tones,  because  his  soul  was  moved : 
“  This  is  a  proud  moment,  sir,  for  Gilead  P.  Beck.  I  never 
thought  to  have  shaken  by  the  hand  the  author  of  the 
French  Revolution  and  the  Stones  of  Venice 

(It  really  was  unfortunate  that  his  reading  had  been  so 
miscellaneous  during  the  four  days  preceding  the  dinner.) 

The  venerable  Philosopher  opened  his  mouth  and  spake. 
His  tones  were  deep  and  his  utterance  slow. 

“  You  are  proud,  Mr.  Beck  ?  The  only  Pride  should  be 
the  pride  of  work.  Beautiful  the  meanest  thing  that  works  ; 
even  the  rusty  and  unmusical  Meatjack.  All  else  belongs 
to  the  outlook  of  him  whom  men  call  Beelzebub.  The  brief 
Day  passes  with  its  poor  paper  crowns  in  tinsel  gilt ;  Night 
is  at  hand  with  her  silences  and  her  veracities.  What  hast 
thou  done  ?  All  the  rest  is  phantasmal.  Work  only  remains. 
Say,  brother,  what  is  thy  work  ?  ” 

11  I  have  struck  lie,”  replied  Gilead  proudly,  feeling  that 
his  Work  (with  a  capital  W)  had  been  well  and  thoroughly 
done. 

The  Philosopher  stepped  aside. 

Jack  Dunquerque  brought  up  the  next. 

“  Mr.  Beck,  Alfred  Tennyson,  the  Poet  Laureate.” 

This  time  it  was  a  man  with  robust  frame  and  strongly- 
marked  features.  He  wore  a  long  black  beard,  streaked 
with  grey  and  rather  ragged,  with  a  ragged  mass  of  black 
hair,  looking  as  he  did  at  Oxford  when  they  made  him 
an  honorary  D.C.L.,  and  an  undergraduate  from  the 
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gallery  asked  liim  politely,  “ Did  they  wake  and  call  you 
early  ?  ” 

“Mr.  Tennyson,”  said  Mr.  Beck,  “I  do  assure  you,  sir, 
that  this  is  the  kindest  thing  that  has  been  done  to  me 
since  I  came  to  England.  I  hope  I  see  you  well,  sir.  I 
read  your  Fifine  at  the  Fair ,  sir — no,  that  was  the  other 
man’s— I  mean,  sir,  your  Songs  before  Sunrise;  and  I  con¬ 
gratulate  you.  We’ve  got  some  poets  on  our  side  of  the 
water,  sir.  I’ve  written  poetry  myself  for  the  papers.  We’ve 
got  Longfellow  and  Lowell,  and  take  out  you  and  Mr. 
Swinburne,  with  them  we’ll  meet  your  lot.” 

Mr.  Tennyson  opened  his  mouth  to  speak,  but  shut  it 
again  in  silence,  and  looking  at  Jack  mournfully  as  if  he 
had  forgotten  something,  he  stepped  aside. 

Jack  presented  another. 

“  Mr.  John  Ruskin.” 

A  sharp-featured,  clever-looking  man,  with  grey  locks 
and  shaven  face.  He  seized  Mr.  Beck  by  the  hand  and 
spoke  first,  not  giving  his  host  time  to  utter  his  little 
set  speech. 

“  I  welcome,”  he  said,  “  one  of  our  fellow- workers  from 
the  other  side  of  the  Atlantic.  I  cannot  utter  to  you  what 
I  would.  We  all  see  too  dimly  as  yet  what  are  our  great 
world-duties,  for  we  try  and  outline  their  enlarging  shadows. 
You  in  America  do  not  seek  peace  as  Menahem  sought  it, 
when  he  gave  the  King  of  Assyria  a  thousand  pieces  of 
silver.  You  fight  for  your  peace,  and  you  have  it.  You 
do  not  buy  what  you  want ;  you  take  it.  That  is  strength  ; 
that  is  harmony.  You  do  not  sit  at  home  lisping  comfort¬ 
able  prayers ;  you  go  out  and  work.  For  many  a  year 
to  come,  sir,  the  sword  of  your  nation  shall  be  whetted  to 
save  and  to  subdue.” 

He  stopped  suddenly,  and  closed  his  lips  with  a  snap. 

Mr.  Beck  turned  rather  helplessly  to  the  Twins.  He 
wanted  a  diversion  to  this  utterly  unintelligible  harangue. 
They  stared  straight  before  them,  and  pretended  to  be 
absorbed  in  meditation. 

“Mr.  Beck,  Mr.  Swinburne.  Deaf  people  think  Mr. 
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Browning  is  musical,  sir ;  but  all  people  allow  Mr.  Swin¬ 
burne  to  be  the  most  musical  of  poets.” 

It  was  the  very  young  man.  He  stood  before  his  host 

and  laughed  aloud. 

“  Sir,”  said  Mr.  Beck,  “  I  have  read  some  of  your  verses. 

I  can’t  say  what  they  were  about,  but  I  took  to  singin 
them  softly  as  I  read  them,  and  I  seemed  to  be  in  a  green 
field,  lyin’  out  among  the  flowers,  while  the  bees  were 
bnmmin’  around  and  the  larks  were  liftin  their  hymns  in 
the  sky.” 

Mr.  Swinburne  laughed  again  and  made  way  for  the 
next  comer. 

“  Mr.  Beck,  let  me  introduce  Mr.  George  Augustus 
Saia.” 

“  This,”  said  the  Man  of  Oil,  “  is  indeed  a  pleasure.  Mr. 
Sala,  when  I  say  that  I  am  an  old  and  personal  friend  of 
Colonel  Quagg,  you  will  be  glad  to  meet  me.” 

Contrary  to  reasonable  expectation,  the  face  of  Mr.  Sala 
showed  no  sign  of  joy  at  the  reminiscence.  He  only  looked 
rather  helplessly  at  Jack  Dunquerque,  who  turned  red,  and 
brought  up  the  rest  of  his  men  together,  as  if  to  get  the 
introductions  over  quickly. 

“  Mr.  Beck,  these  gentlemen  are  Mr.  Darwin,  Professor 
Huxley,  and  Mr.  Frederick  Leighton.  Ladds  you  know  well 

enough  already.  Step  up,  Tommy. 

Gilead  Beck  shook  hands  with  each,  and  then,  drawing 
himself  up  to  his  full  height,  laid  his  left  hand  within  his 
waistcoat,  brandished  his  right  above  his  head  with  a  pre¬ 
liminary  flourish,  and  began  his  speech. 

“  Gentlemen  all,”  he  said,  “I  am  more  than  proud  to 
make  your  acquaintance.  Across  the  foaming  waves  of  the 
miohty  Atlantic  there  is  a  land  whose  institootions— known 
to  Mr.  Sala— air  not  unlike  your  own,  whose  literature  is 
your  own  up  to  a  hundred  years  ago  [“Hear,  hear!  from 
Cornelius],  whose  language  is  the  same  as  yours.  We  say 
hard  things  of  each  other,  gentlemen ;  but  the  hard  things 
are  said  on  the  low  levels,  not  on  the  heights  where  you 
and  your  kindred  spirits  dwell.  No,  gentlemen,  hero 
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he  raised  both  arms  and  prepared  for  a  rhetorical  burst, — • 
“when  the  American  eagle,  proudly  bearing  the  stars  and 
stripes  ” - 

“  Dinner  on  the  table,  sir !  ”  bawled  the  head-waiter, 
throwing  open  the  doors  with  the  grandest  flourish  and 
standing  in  the  open  doorway. 

“  Hear,  hear !  ”  cried  Humphrey  a  little  late,  because  he 
meant  the  cheer  for  the  speech,  and  it  sounded  like  a  joy- 
bell  ringing  for  the  announcement  of  dinner.  Mr.  Beck 
thought  it  rather  rude,  but  he  did  not  say  so,  and  vented 
his  wrath  upon  the  waiter. 

“Great  Jehoshaphat !  ”  he  cried,  “can’t  you  see  when  a 
gentleman  is  on  the  stump  ?  Who  the  devil  asked  you  to 
shove  in  ?  ” 

“  Never  mind,”  said  Jack  irreverently.  “  Spout  the  rest 
after  dinner.” 

A  sigh  of  relief  escaped  the  lips  of  all,  and  the  party, 
headed,  after  some  demur,  by  the  host,  who  was  escorted, 
one  on  each  side,  like  a  great  man  with  his  private  secretary, 
by  the  Twins,  passed  into  the  dining-room. 

Oddly  enough,  when  their  host  passed  on  before  them,  the 
guests  turned  to  each  other,  and  the  same  extraordinary 
smile  which  Jack  Dunquerque  checked  on  their  first  appear¬ 
ance  passed  from  one  to  the  other.  Why  should  Alfred 
Tennyson  look  in  the  face  of  Thomas  Carlyle  and  laugh  ? 
What  secret  relationship  is  there  between  John  Hu  skin, 
Swinburne,  and  George  Augustus  Sala,  that  they  should 
snigger  and  grin  on  catching  each  other’s  eyes  ?  And,  if 
one  is  to  go  on  asking  questions,  why  did  Jack  Dunquerque 
whisper  in  an  agitated  tone,  “For  Heaven’s  sake,  Tom,  and 
you  fellows,  keep  it  up  ”  ? 

There  was  some  little  difficulty  in  seating  the  guests, 
because  they  all  showed  a  bashful  reluctance  to  sitting  near 
their  host,  and  crowded  together  to  the  lower  end.  At  last, 
however,  they  were  settled  down.  Mr.  Carlyle,  who,  with  a 
modesty  worthy  of  his  great  name,  seized  the  lowest  chair  of 
all — that  on  the  left  of  Jack  Dunquerque,  who  was  to  occupy 
the  end  of  the  table — was  promptly  dragged  out  and  forcibly 
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led  to  the  right  of  the  host.  Facing  him  was  Alfred  Tenny¬ 
son.  The  Twins,  one  on  each  side,  came  next.  Mr.  Sala 
faced  John  Ruskin.  The  others  disposed  themselves  as  they 
pleased. 

A  little  awkwardness  was  caused  at  the  outset  by  the  host, 
who,  firm  in  the  belief  that  Professor  Huxley  was  in  the 
Moody  and  Sankey  line,  called  upon  him  to  say  Grace.  The 
invitation  was  warmly  seconded  by  all  the  rest,  but  the 
Professor,  greatly  confused,  blushed,  and  after  a  few  moments 
of  reflection  was  fain  to  own  that  he  knew  no  Grace.  It  was 
a  strange  confession,  Gilead  Beck  thought,  for  a  clergyman. 
The  singers,  however — Miss  Claribelle,  Signors  Altotenoro, 
Bassoprofondo,  and  Mr.  Plantagenet  Simpkins — performed 
Non  nobis  with  great  feeling  and  power,  and  dinner  began. 

It  was  then  that  Gilead  Beck  first  conceived,  against  his 
will,  suspicion  of  the  Twins.  So  far  from  being  the  back¬ 
bone  and  stay  of  the  whole  party,  so  far  from  giving  a  lead 
to  the  conversation,  and  leading  up  to  the  topics  loved  by 
the  guests,  they  gave  themselves  unreservedly  and  from  the 
very  first  to  t£  tucking  in.”  They  went  at  the  dinner  with 
the  go  of  a  Rugby  boy — a  young  gentleman  of  Eton  very 
soon  teaches  himself  that  the  stomach  is  not  to  be  trifled 
with.  So  did  the  rest.  Considering  the  overwhelming- 
amount  of  genius  at  the  table,  and  the  number  of  years 
represented  by  the  guests  collectively,  it  was  really  wonderful 
to  contemplate  the  vigour  with  which  all,  including  the 
octogenarian,  attacked  the  courses,  sparing  none.  Could  it 
have  been  believed  by  an  outsider  that  the  author  of  Maud 
was  so  passionately  critical  over  the  wine  ?  It  is  sad  to  be 
disillusionised,  but  pleasant,  on  the  other  hand,  to  think 
that  you  are  no  longer  an  outsider.  Individually  the  party 
would  have  disappointed  their  host,  but  he  did  not  allow 
himself  to  be  disappointed.  Mr.  Beck  expected  a  battery  of 
wit.  He  heard  nothing  but  laudation  of  the  wine  and  re¬ 
marks  upon  the  cookery.  No  anecdotes,  no  criticism,  no 
literary  talk,  no  poetical  enthusiasm. 

“  In  my  country,  sir,”  he  began,  glancing  reproachfully 
at  the  Twins,  whose  noses  were  over  their  plates,  and  feeling 
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his  way  feebly  to  a  conversation  with  Carlyle, — 1 “  in  my 
country,  sir,  I  hope  we  know  how  to  appreciate  what  we 
cannot  do  ourselves.” 

Mr.  Carlyle  stared  for  a  moment.  Then  he  replied — 

“  Hope  you  do,  Mr.  Beck,  I’m  sure.  Didn’t  know  you’d 
got  so  good  a  chef  at  the  Langham.” 

This  was  disheartening,  and  for  a  space  no  one  spoke. 

Presently  Mr.  Carlyle  looked  round  the  table  as  if  he  was 
about  to  make  an  utterance. 

Humphrey  Jagenal,  who  happened  at  the  moment  to  have 
nothing  before  him,  raised  his  hand  and  said  solemnly, 
“  Hush  !  ”  Cornelius  bent  forward  in  an  attitude  of  respect¬ 
ful  attention. 

Said  the  Teacher — 

“  Clear  mulligatawny’s  about  the  best  thing  I  know  to 
begin  a  dinner  upon.  Some  fellows  like  Palestine  soup. 
That’s  a  mistake.” 

“  The  greatest  minds,”  said  Cornelius  to  the  Poet  Laureate, 
“  condescend  to  the  meanest  things.” 

“  ’Gad  !  ”  said  Tennyson,  “  if  you  call  such  a  dinner  as  this 
mean,  I  wonder  what  you’d  call  respectable.” 

Cornelius  felt  snubbed.  But  he  presently  rallied  and  went 
on  again.  It  was  between  the  courses. 

“  Pray,  Mr.  Carlyle,”  he  asked,  with  the  sweetest  smile, 
“  what  was  the  favourite  soup  of  Herr  Teufelsdrockh  ?  ” 

“  Who  ?  ”  asked  the  Philosopher.  “  Beg  your  pardon, 
Herr  how  much  ?  ” 

“  From  your  own  work.  Mr.  Carlyle,”  Jack  sang  out  from 
his  end.  It  was  remarkable  to  notice  how  anxiously  he 
followed  the  conversation. 

“  Oh,  ah  !  quite  so,”  said  Mr.  Carlyle.  “  Well,  you  see,  the 
fact  is  that — Jack  Dunquerque  knows.” 

This  was  disconcerting  too,  and  the  more  because  every¬ 
body  began  to  laugh.  What  did  they  laugh  at  ? 

The  dinner  went  on.  Gilead  Beck,  silent  and  grave,  sat 
at  the  head  of  the  table,  watching  his  guests.  He  ought,  he 
said  to  himself,  to  be  a  proud  man  that  day.  But  there  were 
one  or  two  crumpled  rose-leaves  in  his  bed.  One  thing  was 
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that  he  could  not  for  the  life  of  him  remember  each  man’s 
works,  so  as  to  address  him  in  honeyed  tones  of  adulation. 
And  he  also  rightly  judged  that  the  higher  a  man’s  posi¬ 
tion  in  the  world  of  letters,  the  more  you  must  pile  up  the 
praise.  No  doubt  the  late  lamented  George  the  Fourth,  the 
Fourteenth  Louis,  and  John  Stuart  Mill,  grew  at  last  to 
believe  in  the  worth  of  the  praise-painting  which  surrounded 
their  names. 

And  then  the  Twins  were  provoking.  Only  one  attempt 
on  the  part  of  Cornelius,  at  which  everybody  laughed.  And 
nothing  at  all  from  Humphrey. 

Carlyle  and  Tennyson,  for  their  part,  sat  perfectly  silent. 
Lower  down — below  the  Twins,  that  is — Sala,  Huxley,  and 
the  others  were  conversing  freely,  but  in  a  low  tone.  And 
when  Gilead  Beck  caught  a  few  words  it  seemed  to  him  as  if 
they  talked  of  horse-racing. 

Presently,  to  his  relief,  John  Ruskin  leaned  forward  and 
spoke  to  him. 

“  I  have  been  studying  lately,  Mr.  Beck,  the  Art  growth 
of  America.” 

“  Is  that  so,  sir  ?  And  perhaps  you  have  got  something  to 
tell  my  countrymen  ?  ” 

“  Perhaps,  Mr.  Beck.  You  doubtless  know  my  principle, 
that  Art  should  interpret,  not  create.  You  also  know  that  I 
have  preached  all  my  life  the  doctrine  that  where  Art  is 
followed  for  Art’s  own  sake,  ther  einfallibly  ensues  a  dis¬ 
tinction  of  intellectual  and  moral  principles,  while,  devoted 
honestly  and  self-forgetfully  to  the  clear  statement  and  record 
of  the  facts  of  the  universe,  Art  is  always  helpful  and  beneficial 
to  mankind.  So  much  you  know,  Mr.  Beck,  I’m  sure.” 

“  Well,  sir,  if  you  would  not  mind  saying  that  over  again 
— slow — I  might  be  able  to  say  I  know  it.” 

“  I  have  sometimes  gone  on  to  say,”  pursued  Mr.  Ruskin, 
<c  that  a  time  has  always  hitherto  come  when,  having  reached 
a  singular  perfection,  Art  begins  to  contemplate  that  per¬ 
fection  and  to  deduce  rules  from  it.  Now  all  this  has  nothing 
to  do  with  the  relations  between  Art  and  mental  development 
in  the  United  States  of  America.” 

T 


290 


THE  GOLDEN  BUTTERFLY. 


“  I  am  glad  to  hear  that,  sir,”  said  Gilead  Beck,  a  little 
relieved. 

He  looked  for  help  to  the  Twins,  but  he  leaned  upon  a 
slender  reed,  for  they  were  both  engaged  upon  the  duckling, 
and  proffered  no  help  at  all.  They  did  not  even  seem  to  listen. 
The  dinner  was  far  advanced,  their  cheeks  were  red,  and  their 
eyes  were  sparkling. 

“  What  is  it  all  about  ?  ”  Mr.  Carlyle  murmured  across  the 
table  to  Tennyson. 

“  Don’t  know,”  replied  the  Maker.  “  Didn’t  think  he  had 
it  in  him.” 

Could  these  two  great  men  be  jealous  of  Mr.  Ruskin’s 
fame  ? 

“  Your  remarks,  Mr.  Ruskin,”  said  the  host,  “  sound  very 
pretty.  But  I  should  like  to  have  them  before  me  in  black 
and  white,  so  I  could  tackle  them  quietly  for  an  hour.  Then 
I’d  tell  you  what  I  think.  I  was  reading,  last  week,  all  your 
works.” 

“  All  my  works  in  a  week  !  ”  cried  Ruskin.  “  Sir,  my  works 
require  loving  thought  and  lingering  tender  care.  You  must 
get  up  early  in  the  morning  with  them,  you  must  watch  the 
drapery  of  the  clouds  at  sunrise  when  you  read  them,  you  must 
take  them  into  the  fields  at  spring-time  and  mark,  as  you 
meditate  on  the  words  of  the  printed  page,  the  young  leaflets 
breathing  low  in  the  sunshine.  Then,  as  the  thoughts  grow 
and  glow  in  the  pure  ether  of  your  mind — hock,  if  you  please 
— you  will  rise  above  the  things  of  the  earth,  your  wings 
will  expand,  you  will  care  for  nothing  of  the  mean  and 
practical — I  will  take  a  little  more  duckling — your  faculties 
will  be  woven  into  a  cunning  subordination  with  the  wondrous 
works  of  Nature,  and  all  will  be  beautiful  alike,  from  a  blade 
of  grass  to  a  South  American  forest.” 

“  There  are  very  good  forests  in  the  Sierra  Nevada,”  said 
Mr.  Beck,  who  just  understood  the  last  words  ;  “  we  needn’t 
go  to  South  America  for  forests,  I  guess.” 

“  That,  Mr.  Beck,  is  what  you  will  get  from  a  study  of  my 
works.  But  a  week — a  week,  Mr.  Beck  !  ” 

He  shook  his  head  with  a  whole  library  of  reproach. 
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“My  time  was  limited,  Mr.  Buskin,  and  I  hope  to  go 
through  your  books  with  more  study,  now  I  have  had  the 
pleasure  of  meeting  you.  What  I  was  going  to  say  was, 
that  I  am  sorry  not  to  be  able  to  talk  with  you  gentlemen 
on  the  subjects  you  like  best,  because  things  have  got 
mixed,  and  I  find  I  can’t  rightly  remember  who  wrote 
what.” 

“  Thank  goodness  !  ”  murmured  Mr.  Tennyson,  under  his 
breath. 

Presently  the  diners  began  to  thaw,  and  something  like 
general  conversation  set  in. 

About  the  grated  Parmesan  period,  Mr.  Beck  observed 
with  satisfaction  that  they  were  all  talking  together.  The 
Twins  were  the  loudest.  With  flushed  faces  and  bright 
eyes  they  were  laying  down  the  law  to  their  neighbours  in 
Poetry  and  Art.  Cornelius  gave  Mr.  Tennyson  some  home 
truths  on  his  later  style,  which  the  Poet  Laureate  received 
without  so  much  as  an  attempt  to  defend  himself.  Humphrey, 
from  the  depth  of  his  Eoman  experiences,  treated  Mr.  Euskin 
to  a  brief  treatise  on  his  imperfections  as  a  critic,  and  Mr. 
Leighton  to  some  remarks  on  his  paintings,  which  those 
great  men  heard  with  a  polite  stare.  Gilead  Beck  observed 
also  that  Jack  Dunquerque  was  trying  hard  to  keep  the 
talk  in  literary  grooves,  though  with  small  measure  of 
success.  For  as  the  dinner  went  on  the  conversation 
resolved  itself  into  a  general  discussion  on  horses,  events, 
Aldershot,  Prince’s,  polo,  the  drama  from  its  lightest  point 
of  view,  and  such  topics  as  might  perhaps  be  looked  for  at  a 
regimental  mess,  but  hardly  at  a  dinner  of  Literature.  It 
was  strange  that  the  two  greatest  men  among  them  all, 
Carlyle  and  Tennyson,  appeared  to  be  as  interested  as  any 
in  this  light  talk. 

The  Twins  were  out  of  it  altogether.  If  there  was  one 
thing  about  which  they  were  absolutely  ignorant,  it  was  the 
Turf.  Probably  they  had  never  seen  a  race  in  their  lives. 
They  talked  fast  and  a  little  at  random,  but  chiefly  to  each 
other,  because  no  one,  Mr.  Beck  observed,  took  any  notice  of 
what  they  said.  Also,  they  drank  continuously,  and  their 
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host  remarked  that  to  the  flushed  cheeks  and  the  bright 
eyes  was  rapidly  being  added  thickness  of  speech. 

Mr.  Beck  rose  solemnly,  at  the  right  moment,  and  asked 
his  guests  to  allow  him  two  or  three  toasts  only.  The  first, 
he  said,  was  England  and  America.  lie,  he  said  briefly,  had 
not  yet  been  found  in  the  old  country,  and  so  far  she  was 
behind  America.  But  she  did  her  best ;  she  bought  what 
she  could  not  dig. 

By  special  request  of  the  host  Mademoiselle  Claribelle 
sang  “  Old  John  Brown  lies  a-mouldering  in  his  grave.” 

The  next  toast,  Mr.  Beck  said,  was  one  due  to  the  peculiar 
position  of  himself.  He  would  not  waste  their  time  in  tell¬ 
ing  his  own  story,  but  he  would  only  say  that  until  the 
Golden  Butterfly  brought  him  to  Limerick  City  and  showed 
him  lie,  he  was  but  a  poor  galoot.  Therefore,  he  asked 
them  to  join  him  in  a  sentiment.  He  would  give  them, 
“  More  He.” 

Signor  Altotenoro,  an  Englishman  who  had  adopted  an 
Italian  name,  sang  “  The  Light  of  other  Days.” 

Then  Mr.  Beck  rose  for  the  third  time  and  begged  the 
indulgence  of  his  friends.  He  spoke  slowly  and  with  a 
certain  sadness. 

“I  am  not,”  he  said,  “going  to  orate.  You  did  not  come 
here,  I  guess,  to  hear  me  pay  out  chin  music.  Not  at  all. 
You  came  to  do  honour  to  an  American.  Gentlemen,  I  am 
an  obscure  American ;  I  am  half  educated  ;  I  am  a  man 
lifted  out  of  the  ranks.  In  our  country- — and  I  think  in 
yours  as  well,  though  some  of  you  have  got  handles  to  your 
names — that  is  not  a  thing  to  apologise  for.  No,  gentle¬ 
men.  I  only  mention  it  because  it  does  me  the  greater 
honour  to  have  received  you.  But  I  can  read  and  I  can 
think.  I  see  here  to-night  some  of  the  most  honoured 
names  in  England,  and  I  can  tell  you  all  what  I  was  goin’ 
to  say  before  dinner,  only  the  misbegotten  cuss  of  a  waiter 
took  the  words  out  of  my  mouth  :  that  I  feel  this  kindness 
greatly,  and  I  shall  never  forget  it.  I  did  think,  gentlemen, 
that  you  would  have  been  too  many  for  me  in  the  matter  of 
tall  talk,  but  exceptin’  Mr.  Euskin,  to  whom  I  am  grateful 
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for  his  beautiful  language,  though  it  didn’t  all  get  in,  not 
one  of  you  has  made  me  feel  my  own  uneducated  ignorance. 
That  is  kind  of  you,  and  I  thank  you  for  it.  It  was  true 
feeling,  Mr.  Carlyle,  which  prompted  you,  sir,  to  give  the 
conversation  such  a  turn  that  I  might  join  in  without 
bein’  ashamed  or  makin’  myself  feel  or ’nary.  Gentlemen, 
what  a  man  like  me  has  to  guard  against  is  shoddy.  If 
I  talk  Literature,  it’s  shoddy.  If  I  talk  Art,  it’s  shoddy. 
Because  I  know  neither  Literature  nor  Art.  If  I  pretend 
to  be  what  I  am  not,  it’s  shoddy.  Therefore,  gentlemen, 
I  thank  you  for  leavin’  the  tall  talk  at  home,  and  tellin’ 
me  about  your  races  and  your  amusements.  And  I’ll  not 
ask  you,  either,  to  make  any  speeches ;  but  if  you’ll  allow 
me,  I  will  drink  your  healths.  Mr.  Carlyle,  sir,  the  English- 
speaking  race  is  proud  of  you.  Mr.  Tennyson,  our  gells, 
I’m  told,  love  your  poems  more  than  any  others  in  this 
wide  world.  What  an  American  gell  loves  is  generally 
worth  lovin’,  because  she’s  no  fool.  Mr.  Ruskin,  if  you’d 
come  across  the  water  you  might  learn  a  wrinkle  yet  in 
the  matter  of  plain  speech.  Mr.  Sala,  we  know  you  already 
over  thar,  and  I  shall  be  glad  to  tell  the  Reverend  Colonel 
Quagg  of  your  welfare  when  I  see  him.  Mr.  Swinburne, 
you  air  young,  but  you  air  getting  on.  Professor  Huxley 
and  Mr.  Darwin,  I  shall  read  your  sermons  and  your 
novels,  and  I  shall  be  proud  to  have  seen  you  at  my  table. 
Mr.  Cornelius  and  Mr.  Humphrey  Jagenal,  I  would  drink 
vour  healths  too,  if  you  were  not  sound  asleep.  This  was 
unfortunately  the  case;  the  Twins,  having  succumbed  to 
the  mixture  and  quantity  of  the  drinks  almost  before  the 
wine  went  round  once,  were  now  leaning  back  in  their 
chairs,  slumbering  with  the  sweetest  of  smiles.  “  Captain 
Ladds,  you  know,  sir,  that  you  are  always  welcome.  Mr. 
Dunquerque,  you  have  done  me  another  favour.  Gentlemen 
all,  I  drink  your  health.” 

“Jack,”  whispered  Mr.  Swinburne,  “I  call  this  a  burning 
shame.  He’s  a  rattling  good  fellow  this,  and  you  must 
tell  him.” 

“  I  will,  some  time ;  not  now,”  said  Jack,  looking  remorse- 
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ful.  “  I  haven’t  the  heart.  I  thought  he  would  have  found 
us  out  long  ago.  I  wonder  how  he’ll  take  it.” 

They  had  coffee  and  cigars,  and  presently  Gilead  Beck 
began  telling  about  American  trotting  matches,  which  was 
interesting  to  everybody. 

It  was  nearly  twelve  when  Mr.  Beck’s  guests  de¬ 
parted. 

Mr.  Carlyle,  in  right  of  his  seniority,  solemnly  “  up  and 
spake.” 

“Mr.  Beck,”  he  said,  “you  are  a  trump.  Come  down  to 
the  Derby  with  me,  and  we  will  show  you  a  race  worth 
twenty  of  your  trotting.  Good-night,  sir.  You’ve  treated 
us  like  a  prince.” 

He  grasped  his  hand  with  a  grip  which  had  all  its  youth¬ 
ful  vigour,  and  strode  out  of  the  room  with  the  step  of  early 
manhood. 

“  A  wonderful  old  man  !  ”  said  Mr.  Beck.  “  Who  would 
have  thought  it  ?  ” 

The  rest  shook  hands  in  silence,  except  Mr.  Ruskin. 

“  I  am  sorry,  Mr.  Beck,”  he  said  meekly,  “  that  the 
nonsense  I  talked  at  dinner  annoyed  you.  It’s  always  the 
way  if  a  fellow  tries  to  be  clever ;  he  overdoes  it,  and  makes 
himself  an  ass.  Good-night,  sir,  and  I  hope  we  shall  meet 
on  the  racecourse  next  Wednesday.” 

Mr.  Beck  was  left  alone  with  Jack  Dunquerque,  the 
waiter,  and  the  Twins  still  sleeping. 

“  What  am  I  to  do  with  these  gentlemen,  sir  ?  ”  asked  the 
waiter. 

Mr.  Beck  looked  at  them  with  a  little  disdain. 

“Get  John,  and  yank  them  both  to  bed,  and  leave  a 
brandy-and-soda  at  their  elbows  in  case  they’re  thirsty  in 
the  night.  Mr.  Dunquerque  and  Captain  Ladds,  don’t  go 
yet.  Let  us  have  a  cigar  together  in  the  little  room.” 

They  sat  in  silence  for  a  while.  Then  Jack  said,  with  a 
good  deal  of  hesitation  : 

“  I’ve  got  something  to  tell  you,  Beck.” 

“  Then  don’t  tell  it  to-night,”  replied  the  American. 
“  I'm  thinking  over  the  evening,  and  I  can’t  get  out  of  my 
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mind  that  I  might  have  made  a  better  speech.  Seems  as 
if  I  wasn’t  nigh  grateful  enough.  Wal,  it’s  done.  Mr. 
Dunquerque,  there  is  one  thing  which  pleases  me.  Great 
authors  are  like  the  rest  of  us.  They  are  powerful  fond  of 
racing  ;  they  shoot,  they  ride,  and  they  hunt ;  they  know 
how  to  tackle  a  dinner ;  and  all  of  ’em,  from  Thomas  Carlyle 
to  young  Mr.  Swinburne,  seem  to  love  the  gells  alike. 
That’s  a  healthy  sign,  sir.  It  shows  that  their  hearts  air  in 
the  right  place.  The  world’s  bound  to  go  on  well,  somehow, 
so  long  as  its  leaders  like  to  talk  of  a  pretty  woman’s  eyes ; 
because  it’s  human.  And  then  for  me  to  hear  these  great 
men  actually  doing  it !  Why,  Captain  Ladds,  it  adds  six 
inches  to  my  stature  to  feel  sure  that  they  like  what  I  like, 
and  that,  after  all  said  and  done,  Alfred  Tennyson  and 
Gilead  P.  Beck  are  men  and  brothers.” 


CHAPTER  XXVII. 

“  Greater  humanity.  ” 

THE  world,  largely  as  it  had  unfolded  itself  to  Phillis,  con¬ 
sisted  as  yet  to  her  wholly  of  the  easy  classes.  That 
there  were  poor  people  in  the  country  was  a  matter  of 
hearsay.  That  is,  she  had  caught  a  glimpse  during  a 
certain  walk  with  Csesar  of  a  class  whose  ways  were  clearly 
not  her  ways,  nor  their  manner  of  thought  hers.  She  had 
now  to  learn  —  as  a  step  to  that  wider  sympathy  first 
awakened  by  the  butter-woman’s  baby — that  there  is  a  kind 
of  folk  who  are  more  dangerous  than  picturesque,  to  be  pitied 
rather  than  to  be  painted,  to  be  schooled  and  disciplined 
rather  than  to  be  looked  at. 

She  learned  this  lesson  through  Mrs.  L’Estrange,  whose 
laudable  custom  it  was  to  pay  periodical  visits  to  a  certain 
row  of  cottages.  They  were  not  nice  cottages,  but  nasty. 
They  faced  an  unrelenting  ditch,  noisome,  green,  and  putrid. 
They  were  slatternly  and  out  at  elbows.  The  people  who 
lived  in  them  were  unpleasant  to  look  at  or  to  think 
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of ;  the  men  belonged  to  the  riverside— they  were  boat- 
cads  and  touts ;  and  if  there  is  any  one  pursuit  more 
demoralising  than  another,  it  is  that  of  launching  boats 
into  the  river,  handing  the  oars,  and  helping  out  the 
crew. 

In  the  daytime  the  cottages  were  in  the  hands  of  the 
wives.  Towards  nightfall  the  men  returned :  those  who 
had  money  enough  were  drunk ;  those  who  were  sober 
envied  those  who  were  drunk.  Both  drunk  and  sober  found 
scolding  wives,  squalid  homes,  and  crying  children.  Both 
drunk  and  sober  lay  down  with  curses,  and  slept  till  the 
morning,  when  they  awoke,  and  went  forth  again  with  the 
jocund  curse  of  dawn. 

Nothing  so  beautiful  as  the  civilisation  of  the  period. 
Half  a  mile  from  Agatha  L’Estrange  and  Phillis  Fleming 
were  these  cottages.  Almost  within  earshot  of  a  house 
where  vice  was  unknown,  or  only  dimly  seen  like  a  ghost 
at  twilight,  stood  the  hovels  where  virtue  was  impossible, 
and  goodness  a  dream  of  an  unknown  land.  What  notion 
do  they  have  of  the  gentle  life,  these  dwellers  in  misery  and 
squalor  ?  What  fond  ideas  of  wealth’s  power  to  procure 
unlimited  gratification  for  the  throat  do  they  conceive,  these 
men  and  women  whose  only  pleasure  is  to  drink  beer  till 
they  drop  ? 

One  day  Phillis  went  there  with  Agatha. 

It  was  such  a  bright  warm  morning,  the  river  was  so 
sparkling,  the  skies  were  so  blue,  the  gardens  were  so 
sunny,  the  song  of  the  birds  so  loud,  the  labuimums  so 
golden,  and  the  lilacs  so  glorious  to  behold,  that  the  girl’s 
heart  was  full  of  all  the  sweet  thoughts  which  she  had 
learned  of  others  or  framed  for  herself — thoughts  of  poets, 
which  echoed  in  her  brain  and  flowed  down  the  current  of 
her  thoughts  like  the  swans  upon  the  river ;  happy  thoughts 
of  youth  and  innocence. 

She  walked  beside  her  companion  with  light  and  elastic 
tread  ;  she  looked  about  her  with  the  fresh  unconscious  grace 
that  belongs  to  childhood ;  it  was  her  greatest  charm.  But 
the  contentment  of  her  soul  was  rudely  shaken— -the  beauty 
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went  out  of  the  day — when  Mrs.  L’Estrange  only  led  her 
away  from  the  leafy  road  and  took  her  into  her  “Row.”  There 
the  long  arms  of  the  green  trees  were  changed  into  protrud¬ 
ing  sticks,  on  which  linen  was  hanging  out  to  dry  ;  the  songs 
of  the  birds  became  the  cry  of  children  and  the  scolding  of 
women ;  for  Hower3  there  was  the  iridescence  on  the  puddles 
of  soap-suds ;  for  greenhouse  were  dirty  windows  and  open 
doors  which  looked  into  squalid  interiors. 

“  I  am  going  to  see  old  Mrs.  Medlicott,”  said  Mrs. 
L’Estrange  cheerfully,  picking  her  accustomed  way  among 
the  cabbage-stalks,  wash-tubs,  and  other  evidences  of  human 
habitation. 

The  women  looked  out  of  their  houses  and  retired  hastily. 
Presently  they  came  out  again,  and  stood  every  one  at  her 
door  with  a  clean  apron  on,  each  prepared  to  lie  like  an  am¬ 
bassador  for  the  good  of  the  family. 

In  a  great  chair  by  a  fire  there  sat  an  old  woman— a 
malignant  old  woman.  She  looked  up  and  scowled  at  the 
ladies;  then  she  looked  at  the  fire  and  scowled;  then  she 
pointed  to  the  corner  and  scowled  again. 

“  Look  at  him,”  she  growled  in  a  hoarse  crescendo.  “  Look 
at  him,  lying  like  a  pig — like  a  pig.  Do  you  hear  ? 

“  I  hear.” 

The  voice  came  from  what  Phillis  took  at  first  to  be  a  heap 
of  rags.  She  was  right,  because  she  could  not  see  beneath 
the  rags  the  supine  form  of  a  man. 

Mrs.  L’Estrange  took  no  notice  of  the  old  woman’s  intro¬ 
duction  to  the  human  pig.  That  phenomenon  repeated  his 
answer  : 

“  I  hear.  I’m  her  beloved  grandson,  ladies.  I’m  Jack-in  - 
th  e-Water.” 

“Get  up  and  work.  Go  down  to  your  river.  Comes 
home  and  lies  down,  he  does — yah !  ye  lazy  pig ;  says  lie  s 
goin’  to  have  the  horrors,  he  does — yah !  ye  drunken  pig ; 
prigs  my  money  for  drink — yah!  ye  thievin’  pig.  Get  up 
and  go  out  of  the  place.  Leave  me  and  the  ladies  to  talk. 
Go,  I  say !  ” 

Jack-in-the- Water  arose  slowly.  He  was  a  long-legged 
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creature  with  shaky  limbs,  and  when  he  stood  upright 
his  head  nearly  touched  the  rafters  of  the  low  unceiled 
room.  And  he  had  a  face  at  sight  of  which  Phillis  shud¬ 
dered — an  animal  face  with  no  forehead ;  a  cruel,  bad, 
selfish  face,  all  jowl  and  no  front.  His  eyes  were  blood¬ 
shot  and  his  lips  were  thick.  He  twitched  and  trembled 
all  over — his  legs  trembled ;  his  hands  trembled ;  his  cheeks 
twitched. 

“  ’Orrors  !  ”  he  said  in  a  husky  voice.  “  And  should  ha’ 
had  the  ’orrors  if  I  hadn’t  a  took  the  money.  Two-and- 
tuppence.” 

He  pushed  past  Phillis,  who  shrank  in  alarm,  and  disap¬ 
peared. 

“Well,  Mrs.  Medlicott,  and  how  are  we?”  asked  Mrs. 
L’Estrange  in  a  cheerful  voice — she  took  no  manner  of  notice 
of  the  man. 

“Worse.  What  have  you  got  for  me?  Money?  I  want 
money.  Flannel  ?  I  want  flannel.  Physic  ?  I  want  physic. 
Brandy  ?  I  want  brandy  very  bad ;  I  never  wanted  it  so  bad. 
What  have  you  got  ?  Gimme  brandy  and  you  shall  read  me 
a  tract.” 

“You  forget,”  said  Agatha,  “  that  I  never  read  to  you.” 

“  Let  the  young  lady  read,  then.  Come  here,  missy.  Lord, 
Lord  !  Don’tee  be  afraid  of  an  old  woman  as  has  got  no 
teeth.  Come  now.  Gimme  your  hand.  Ay,  ay,  ay !  Eh, 
eh,  eh  !  Here’s  a  pretty  little  hand.” 

“  Now,  Mrs.  Medlicott,  you  said  you  would  not  do  that  any 
more.  You  know  it  is  all  foolish  wickedness.” 

“  Foolish  wickedness !  ”  echoed  the  Witch  of  Endor.  “Never 
after  to-day,  my  lady.  Come,  my  pretty  lass,  take  off  the 
glove  and  gimme  the  hand.” 

Without  knowing  what  she  did,  Phillis  drew  off  the  Q-love 
from  her  left  hand.  The  old  woman  leaned  forward  in  her 
chair  and  looked  at  the  lines.  She  was  a  fierce  and  eager 
old  woman.  Life  was  strong  in  her  yet,  despite  her  fourscore 
years:  her  eyes  were  bright  and  fiery;  her  toothless  gums 
chattered  without  speaking ;  her  long  lean  fingers  shook  as 
they  seized  on  the  girl’s  dainty  palm. 
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“  Ay,  ay !  Eh,  eh !  The  line  of  life  is  long.  A  silent 
childhood !  a  love-knot  hindered ;  go  on,  girl — go  on,  wife 
and  mother ;  happy  life  and  happy  age,  but  far  away— not 
here — far  away ;  a  lucky  lot  with  him  you  love ;  to  sleep  by 
his  side  for  fifty  years  and  more ;  to  see  your  children  and 
your  grandchildren ;  to  watch  the  sun  rise  and  set  from  your 
door — a  happy  life,  but  far  away.” 

She  dropped  the  girl’s  hand  as  quickly  as  she  had  seized  it, 
and  fell  back  in  her  chair  mumbling  and  moaning. 

C£  Gimme  brandy,  Mrs.  L’Estrange — you  are  a  charitable 
woman — gimme  brandy.  And  port- wine — ah  !  lemme  have 
some  port- wine.  Tea?  Don’t  forget  the  tea.  And  Jack- 
in-the-Water  drinks  awful,  he  does.  Worse  than  his  father; 
worse  than  his  grandfather — my  old  man ;  worse  than  his 
great-grandfather  —  and  they  all  went  off  at  five-and- 
thirty.” 

{t  I  will  send  you  up  a  basket,  Mrs.  Medlicott.  Come, 
Phillis,  I  have  to  go  to  the  nest  cottage.” 

But  Phillis  stayed  behind  a  moment. 

She  touched  the  old  woman  on  the  forehead  with  her 
fingers  and  said  softly — 

“  Tell  me,  are  you  happy  ?  Do  you  suffer  ?  ” 

“  Happy  ?  only  the  rich  are  happy.  Suffer  ?  of  course  I 
suffer.  All  the  pore  suffers.” 

“ Poor  thing!  May  I  come  and  see  you  and  bring  you 
things  ?  ” 

“  O’  course  you  may.” 

“  And  you  will  tell  me  about  yourself  ?  ” 

“  Child,  child  !  ”  cried  the  old  woman  impatiently.  “  Tell 
you  about  myself?  There,  there,  you’re  one  of  them  the 
Lord  loves — wife  and  mother  ;  happy  life  and  happy  death ; 
childer  and  grandchilder  ;  but  far  away,  far  away. 

Mrs.  Medlicott  gave  Phillis  her  first  insight  into  that  life 
so  near  and  yet  so  distant  from  us.  She  should  have  been 
introduced  to  the  ideal  cottage,  where  the  stalwart  husband 
supports  the  smiling  wife,  and  both  do  honour  to  the  intel¬ 
lectual  curate  with  the  long  coat  and  the  lofty  brow.  Where 
are  they — lofty  brow  of  priest  and  stalwart  form  of  virtuous 
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peasant  ?  Remark  that  Phillis  was  a  child ;  the  first  effect 
of  the  years  upon  a  child  is  to  sadden  it.  Philemon  and 
Baucis  in  their  cot  would  have  rejoiced  her ;  that  of  old  Mrs. 
Medlicott  set  her  thinking. 

And  while  she  drew  from  memory  the  old  fortune-teller 
in  her  cottage,  certain  words  of  Abraham  Dyson’s  came  back 
to  her : 

“Life  is  a  joy  to  one  and  a  burden  to  ninety-nine. 
Remember  in  your  joy  as  many  as  you  can  of  the  ninety- 
nine. 

“  Learn  that  you  cannot  be  entirely  happy,  because  of  the 
ninety-nine  who  are  entirely  wretched. 

“  When  you  reach  this  knowledge,  Phillis,  be  sure  that 
the  Coping-stone  is  not  far-off.” 


CHAPTER  XXVIII. 


“Non  possidentem  multa  vocaveris 
Recte  beatum.” 


HE  manner  in  which  Mr.  Cassilis  conveyed  his  advice, 


JL  or  rather  instructions,  to  Gilead  Beck  inspired  the 
American  with  a  blind  confidence.  He  spoke  slowly,  firmly, 
and  with  deliberation.  He  spoke  as  one  who  knew.  Most 
men  speak  as  those  who  only  half  know,  like  the  Frenchman 
who  said,  “  Ce  que  je  sais,  je  le  sais  mal ;  ce  que  j’ignore, 
je  l’ignore  parfaitement.” 

Mr.  Cassilis  weighed  each  word.  While  he  spoke  his 
eyes  sought  those  of  his  friend,  and  looked  straight  in  them, 
not  defiantly,  but  meditatively.  He  brought  Mr.  Beck  bills, 
which  he  made  him  accept;  and  he  brought  prospectuses, 
in  which  the  American,  finding  they  were  English  schemes, 
invested  money  at  his  adviser’s  suggestion. 

“  You  have  now,”  said  Mr.  Cassilis,  “  a  very  large  sum 
invested  in  different  companies ;  you  must  consider  now  how 
long  to  hold  the  shares — when  to  sell  out,  in  fact.” 

“  Can’t  I  sell  my  shares  at  once,  if  I  please  ?  ” 


THE  GOLDEN  BUTTERFLY. 


301 


“  You  certainly  can,  and  so  ruin  the  companies.  Con¬ 
sider  my  undertaking  to  my  friends  on  the  allotment  com¬ 
mittees.” 

‘‘Yes,  sir.” 

“  You  forget,  Mr.  Beck,  that  you  are  a  wealthy  man.  We 
do  not  manage  matters  in  a  hole  and  corner.  The  bears 
have  sold  on  expectation  of  an  allotment.  Now  as  they  have 
not  got  an  allotment,  and  we  have,  they  must  buy.  When 
such  men  as  you  buy  largely,  the  effect  is  to  run  shares  up ; 
when  you  sell  largely,  you  run  them  down.” 

Mr.  Cassilis  did  not  explain  that  he  had  himself  greatly 
profited  by  this  tidal  influence,  and  proposed  to  profit  still 
more. 

“Many  companies,  perfectly  sound  in  principle,  may  be 
ruined  by  a  sudden  decrease  in  the  price  of  shares ;  a  panic 
sets  in,  and  in  a  few  hours  the  shareholders  may  lose  all. 
And  if  you  bring  this  about  by  selling  without  concert 
with  the  other  favoured  allottees,  you’ll  be  called  a  black 
Bkeep.” 

Mr.  Beck  hesitated.  “  It’s  a  hard  thing  ” - he  began. 

His  adviser  went  on  : 

“You  have  thus  two  things  to  think  of— not  to  lose 
your  own  profit,  and  not  to  spread  disaster  over  a  number 
of  other  people  by  the  very  magnitude  of  your  trans¬ 
actions.” 

This  was  a  new  light  to  Gilead. 

“  Then  why  sell  at  all  ?  Why  not  keep  the  shares  and 
secure  the  dividend  ?  It  s  a  hard  hank,  all  this  money. 

And  this  was  a  new  light  for  the  financier. 

Hold  the  shares?  When  they  were,  scores  of  them,  at 
16  premium?  “You  can  certainly  do  that,  if  you  please, 
he  said  slowly.  “That,  however,  puts  you  in  the  simple 
position  of  an  investor.” 

“  I  thought  I  was  that,  Mr.  Cassilis.” 

“Not  at  all,  Mr.  Beck.  The  wise  man  distrusts  all 
companies,  but  puts  his  hope  in  a  rise  or  fall.  You  are  not 
conversant  with  the  way  business  is  done.  A  company  is 
formed — the  A  B  C  let  us  say.  Before  any  allotment  of 
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shares  is  made,  influential  brokers,  acting  in  the  interest 
of  the  promoters,  go  on  to  the  Stock  Exchange,  and  make 
a  market.” 

“  How  is  that,  sir  ?  ” 

“  They  purchase  as  many  shares  as  they  can  get.  Persons 
technically  called  ‘bears’  in  London  or  in  New  York  sell 
these  shares  on  the  chance  of  an  allotment.” 

“Well?” 

“  To  their  astonishment  they  don’t  get  any  shares  allotted. 
Millions  of  money  in  a  year  are  allotted  to  clerks,  Mr.  Beck 
— to  anybody,  in  fact — a  market  is  established,  and  our 
shares  figure  at  a  pretty  premium.  Then  begins  the  game 
of  backing  and  filling — to  and  fro,  backward  and  forward — 
and  all  this  time  we  are  gradually  unloading  the  shares  on 
the  public,  the  real  holders  of  everything.” 

“  I  begin  to  see,”  said  Mr.  Beck  slowly. 

“  By  this  time  you  will  perceive,”  Mr.  Cassilis  continued, 
“  the  bears  are  at  the  mercy  of  the  favoured  allottees.  You 
— we — are  favoured  allottees.  Then  up  go  the  shares :  the 
public  have  come  in.  I  recollect  an  old  friend  of  mine  who 
made  a  fortune  on  ’Change — small  compared  with  yours, 
Mr.  Beck,  but  a  great  fortune — used  to  say,  talking  of  shares 
in  his  rather  homely  style,  ‘When  they  rise,  the  people 
buys ;  when  they  fa’s,  they  lets  ’em  goes.’  Ha,  ha !  it’s  so 
true.  I  have  but  a  very  poor  opinion  of  the  Isle  of  Holyhead 
Inland  Navigation  Company;  but  I  thought  their  shares 
would  go  up,  and  I  bought  for  you.  You  hold  twenty  out 
of  fifty  thousand.  Wait  till  ‘the  people  buys,’  and  then 
unload  cautiously.” 

“  And  leave  the  rest  in  the  lurch  ?  No,  sir,  I  can’t  do 
that.” 

“  Then,  Mr.  Beck,  I  can  advise  you  no  more.” 

“  I  hold  twenty  thousand  shares ;  and  if  I  sell  out,  that 
company  will  bust  up.” 

“  I  do  not  say  so  much.  I  say  that  if  you  sell  out  at  once 
you  will  greatly  damage  the  company.  If  you  sell  out 
gradually  you  take  advantage  of  the  premium,  and  the 
company  is  left  exactly  where  it  was  before  you  joined,  to 
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stand  or  fall  upon  its  own  merits.  But  if  you  sell  your 
shares  without  concert  with  our  colleagues  in  these  com¬ 
panies  you  are  in,  we  shall  be  very  properly  called  black 
sheep.” 

“  Then,  Mr.  Cassilis,”  said  Gilead,  “  in  God’s  name,  let  us 
have  done  with  companies  !  ” 

“Very  well;  as  you  please.  You  have  only  to  give  me  a 
power  of  attorney,  and  I  will  dispose  of  all  your  shares  in 
the  best  way  possible  for  your  interests.  Will  you  give  me 
that  power  of  attorney  ?  ” 

“  Sir,  I  am  deeply  obliged  to  you  for  all  the  trouble  you 
are  taking.” 

“A  power  of  attorney  conveys  large  powers.  It  will  put 
into  my  hands  the  management  of  your  great  revenues. 
This  is  not  a  thing  to  be  done  in  a  moment.  Think  well, 
Mr.  Beck,  before  you  sign  such  a  document.” 

“  I  have  thought,  sir,”  said  Gilead,  “  and  I  will  sign  it  with 
gratitude.” 

“In  that  case,  I  will  have  the  document — it  is  only  a 
printed  form,  filled  up  and  sent  on  to  you  for  signature 
immediately.” 

“  Thank  you,  Mr.  Cassilis.” 

“  And  as  for  the  shares  in  the  various  companies  which 
you  have  acquired  by  my  advice,  I  will,  if  you  please,  take 
them  all  over  one  with  another  at  the  price  you  gave  for 
them,  without  considering  which  have  gone  up  and  which 
down.” 

They  had  all  gone  up,  a  fact  which  Mr.  Cassilis  might 
have  remembered  had  he  given  the  thing  a  moment’s 
thought.  The  companies  on  paper  were  doing  extremely 
well. 

“  Sir,”  said  Mr.  Beck,  starting  to  his  feet,  “  you  heap  coals 
of  fire  on  my  head.  When  a  gentleman  like  you  advises  me, 
I  ought  to  be  thankful,  and  not  go  worrying  around  like  a 
hen  in  a  farmyard.  The  English  nation  air  the  only  people 
who  can  raise  a  man  like  you,  sir.  Honour  is  your  birth¬ 
right.  Duty  is  your  instinct.  Truth  is  your  nature.  We 
Americans,  sir,  come  next  to  you  English  in  that  respect. 


3°4 


THE  GOLDEN  BUTTERFLY. 


The  rest  of  the  world  are  nowhere.”  He  was  walking  back¬ 
wards  and  forwards,  with  his  hands  in  his  pockets,  while  Mr. 
Cassilis  looked  at  him  through  his  gold  eyeglasses  as  if  he 
was  a  little  amused  at  the  outburst.  “  Nowhere,  sir.  Truth 
lives  only  among  us.  The  French  lie  to  please  you.  The 
Germans  lie  to  get  something  for  themselves.  The  Russians 
lie  because  they  imitate  the  French  and  have  caught  the  bad 
tricks  of  the  Germans.  Sir,  no  one  but  an  Englishman 
would  have  made  me  the  generous  offer  you  have  just 
made,  and  I  respect  you  for  it,  Mr.  Cassilis,  I  respect 
you,  sir.” 

Gabriel  Cassilis  looked  a  little,  a  very  little,  confused  at 
all  these  compliments.  Then  he  held  out  his  hand. 

“  My  dear  friend,  the  respect  is  mutual,”  he  said,  with  a 
forced  smile.  “  Do  not,  however,  act  always  upon  your 
belief  in  the  honesty  of  Englishmen.  It  may  lead  you  into 
mischief.” 

“As  for  the  shares,”  said  Beck,  “they  will  stay  as  they 
are,  if  you  please,  or  they  will  be  sold,  as  you  will.  And  no 
more  companies,  Mr.  Cassilis,  for  me.” 

“You  shall  have  no  more,”  said  his  adviser. 

In  his  pocket  was  a  beautiful  prospectus,  brand  new,  of  a 
company  about  to  be  formed  for  the  purpose  of  lighting  the 
town  of  La  Concepcion  Immaculata  on  the  Amazon  River  in 
Brazil  with  gas.  A  concession  of  land  had  been  obtained, 
engineers  had  been  out  to  survey  the  place,  and  their 
prospects  were  most  bright. 

Now,  he  felt,  that  project  must  be  released.  He  turned 
the  paper  in  his  fingers  nervously  round  and  round,  and  the 
muscles  of  his  cheek  twitched.  Then  he  looked  up  and 
smiled,  but  in  a  joyless  way.  Mr.  Beck  did  not  smile.  He 
was  growing  more  serious. 

“You  shall  have  no  more  shares,”  said  the  adviser. 
“  Those  that  you  have  already  shall  be  disposed  of  as  soon  as 
possible.  Remains  the  question,  What  am  I  to  do  with  the 
money  ? 

“  You  have  placed  yourself,”  he  went  on,  “  in  my  hands 
by  means  of  that  promised  power  of  attorney.  I  advised, 
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first  of  all,  certain  shares  my  influence  enabled  me  to  get 
allotted  to  you.  You  have  scruples  about  selling  shares  at 
a  profit.  Let  us  respect  your  scruples,  Mr.  Beck.  Instead 
of  shares,  yon  shall  invest  your  money  in  Government 
stocks.” 

“  That,  sir,”  said  Mr.  Beck,  “  would  meet  my  wishes.” 

“  I  am  glad  of  it.  There  are  two  or  three  ways  of  invest¬ 
ing  money  in  stocks.  The  first,  your  way,  is  to  buy  in  and 
take  the  interest.  The  next,  my  way,  is  to  buy  in  when  they 
are  low  and  sell  out  when  they  go  up.” 

“  You  may  buy  in  low  and  sell  out  lower,”  said  the  astute 
Beck. 

“  Not  if  you  can  afford  to  wait.  This  game,  Mr.  Beck, 
as  played  by  the  few  who  understand  it,  is  one  which  calls 
into  play  all  the  really  valuable  qualities  of  the  human 
intellect.” 

Mr.  Cassilis  rose  as  he  spoke  and  drew  himself  up 
to  his  full  height.  Then  he  began  to  walk  backwards  and 
forwards,  turning  occasionally  to  jerk  a  word  straight 
in  the  face  of  his  client,  who  was  now  leaning  against  the 
window  with  an  unlighted  cigar  between  his  lips,  listening 
gravely. 

“  Foolish  people  think  it  is  a  game  of  gambling.  So  it  is — 
for  them.  What  is  it  to  us  ?  It  is  the  forecasting  of  events. 
It  is  the  pitting  of  our  experience,  our  sagacity,  against 
what  some  outsiders  call  chance  and  some  Providence.  We 
anticipate  events;  we  read  the  future  by  the  light  of  the 
present.” 

tc  Then  it  isn’t  true  about  Malachi,”  said  Mr.  Beck. 
“  And  he  wasn’t  the  last  prophet.” 

Mr.  Cassilis  went  on  without  regarding  this  observation : 

“  There  is  no  game  in  the  world  so  well  worth  playing. 
Politics  ?  You  stake  your  reputation  on  the  breath  of  the 
mob.  War?  You  throw  away  your  life  at  a  stockade  of 
savages  before  you  can  learn  it.  Trade  ?  It  is  the  lower 
branch  of  the  game  of  speculation.  In  this  game  those 
who  have  cool  heads  and  iron  nerve  win.  To  lose  your 
head  for  a  moment  is  to  lose  the  results  of  a  lifetime — 
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unless,”  tie  murmured,  as  if  to  himself — “  unless  you  can 
wait.” 

“Well,  sir,”  said  Gilead,  “I  am  a  scholar,  and  I  learn 
something  new  every  day.  Do  you  wish  me  to  learn  this 
game  ?  It  seems  to  me  ” - - 

“  You  ?  ”  Contempt  that  could  not  be  repressed  flashed  for 
a  moment  across  the  thin  features  of  the  speculator.  “  You  ? 
No.  Perhaps,  Mr.  Beck,  I  do  not  interest  you.”  He  re¬ 
sumed  his  habitually  cold  manner,  and  went  on  :  “I  propose, 
however,  to  give  you  my  assistance  in  investing  your  money, 
to  such  advantage  as  I  can,  in  English  and  foreign  stocks, 
including  railway  companies,  but  not  in  the  shares  of  newly- 
formed  trading  companies.” 

“  Sir,  this  is  very  kind.” 

“  You  trust  me,  then,  Mr.  Beck  ?  ” 

Again  the  joyless  smile,  which  gleamed  for  a  moment  on 
his  lips  and  disappeared. 

“  That  is  satisfactory  to  both  of  us,”  he  said.  “  And  I  will 
send  up  the  power  of  attorney  to-day.” 

Mr.  Cassilis  departed.  By  the  morning’s  work  he  had 
acquired  absolute  control  over  a  quarter  of  a  million  of  money. 
Before  this  he  had  influence,  but  he  required  persuasion  for 
each  separate  transaction.  Now  he  had  this  great  fortune 
entirely  in  his  own  control.  It  was  to  be  the  same  as  his 
own.  And  by  its  means  he  had  the  power  which  every 
financier  wants — that  of  waiting.  He  could  wait.  And 
Gilead  Beck,  this  man  of  unparalleled  sharpness  and  un¬ 
equalled  experience,  was  a  Fool.  We  have  been  Christians 
for  nearly  two  thousand  years,  and  yet  he  who  trusts  another 
man  is  a  Fool.  It  seems  odd. 

Mr.  Cassilis  felt  young  again.  He  held  his  head  erect  as 
he  walked  down  the  steps  of  the  Langham  Hotel.  He  lost 
his  likeness  to  old  Father  Time,  or  at  least  resembled  that 
potentate  in  his  younger  days,  when  he  used  to  accommodate 
himself  to  people,  moving  slowly  for  the  happy,  sometimes 
sitting  down  for  a  few  weeks  in  the  case  of  young  lovers,  and 
galloping  for  the  miserable.  He  strode  across  the  hall  with 
the  gait  of  a  Field-Marshal  Commanding-in-Chief,  and  drove 
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off  to  the  City  with  the  courage  of  five  and  twenty  and  the 
wisdom  of  sixty. 

Before  him  stretched  an  endless  row  of  successes,  bigger 
than  anything  he  had  ever  yet  tried.  For  him  the  glory  of 
the  coup  and  the  profit ;  for  Gilead  Beck  the  interest  on  his 
money. 

In  his  inner  room,  after  glancing  at  the  pile  of  letters  and 
telegrams,  noting  instructions,  and  reserving  a  few  for  private 
reply,  he  rang  his  bell. 

The  private  secretary  of  Mr.  Gabriel  Cassilis  did  not 
disdain  personally  to  answer  that  bell.  He  was  a  middle- 
aged  man,  with  a  sleek  appearance,  and  a  face  which, 
being  fat,  shiny,  and  graced  only  with  a  slight  fringe 
of  whisker  lying  well  behind,  somehow  conveyed  the 
impression  of  a  Particular  Baptist  who  was  also  in  the 
oil-trade.  That  was  not  the  case,  because  Mr.  Mowll 
was  a  member  of  the  Church  of  England  and  a  sides¬ 
man.  He  lived  at  Tulse  Hill,  and  was  a  highly-respect- 
able  man.  Mr.  Cassilis  gave  him  a  fair  salary,  and  a 
small  amount — a  very  small  amount — of  his  confidence. 
He  also,  when  anything  good  in  a  humble  way  offered, 
tossed  the  information  to  his  secretary,  who  was  thus 
enabled  to  add  materially  to  his  salary. 

In  the  outer  world  Mr.  Mowll  was  the  right-hand  man  of 
Gabriel  Cassilis,  his  factotum,  and  the  man,  according  to 
some,  by  whose  advice  he  walked.  Gabriel  Cassilis  walked 
by  no  man’s  advice  save  his  own. 

“ For  you,  Mowll,”  said  his  employer  briefly.  “These  I 
will  attend  to.  Telegraph  to — wherever  his  address  is— to 
the  man  Wylie — the  writing-man  ” — newspaper  people  and 
writers  of  articles  were  “  writing-men  ”  to  Gabriel  Cassilis — 
“  I  want  him  at  once.” 

Then  he  absorbed  himself  again  in  his  papers. 

When  he  was  left  alone  he  pulled  some  printed  documents 
out  of  a  drawer,  and  compared  them  with  letters  which  had 
the  Hew  York  post-mark  upon  them.  He  read  carefully, 
and  made  notes  at  various  points  with  a  stump  of  a  blue 
crayon-pencil.  And  he  was  still  engaged  on  them  when,  half 
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an  hour  later,  his  secretary  asked  him  through  a  tube 
whether  he  would  see  Mr.  Wylie. 

Mr.  Wylie  was  an  elderly  man — a  man  of  sixty — and  he 
was  a  man  on  whose  face  many  years  of  rum-and-water  were 
beginning  to  tell.  He  was  a  man  of  letters,  as  he  said  him¬ 
self;  he  had  some  kind  of  name,  in  virtue  of  certain  good 
things  he  had  written  in  his  early  manhood,  before  the  rum- 
and-water  period  set  in.  How  he  went  up  and  down,  doing 
odd  jobs  of  literary  work,  such  as  are  always  wanting  some 
one  to  do  them  in  this  great  city.  He  was  a  kind  of  literary 
cab. 

“You  are  free  to-day,  Mr.  Wylie?” 

“  I  am,  Mr.  Cassilis.” 

“  Good.  Do  you  remember  last  year  writing  a  short 
political  pamphlet — I  think  at  my  suggestion — on  the  pro¬ 
spects  of  Patagonian  bond-holders  ?  ” 

“  You  gave  me  all  the  information,  you  know.” 

“  That  is,  you  found  the  papers  in  my  outer  office,  to  which 
all  the  world  has  access,  and  on  them  you  based  your 
opinion.” 

“  Quite  so,”  said  the  pamphleteer.  “  I  also  found  five-and- 
twenty  pounds  in  gold  on  your  secretary’s  table  the  day  after 
the  pamphlet  appeared.” 

“  Ah  !  Possibly — perhaps  my  secretary  had  private  reasons 
of  his  own  for  ” - - 

“Let  us  talk  business,  Mr.  Cassilis,”  said  the  author  a 
little  roughly.  “  You  want  me  to  do  something.  What 
is  it  ?  ” 

“  Do  you  know  the  affairs  of  Eldorado  ?  ” 

“  I  have  heard  of  Eldorado  bonds.  Of  course,  I  have  no 
bonds  either  of  Eldorado  or  any  other  stock.” 

“I  have  here  certain  papers — published  papers — on  the 
resources  of  the  country,”  said  Mr.  Cassilis.  “  I  think  it 
might  pay  a  clever  man  to  read  them.  He  would  probably 
arrive  at  the  conclusion  that  the  Republic,  with  its  present 
income,  cannot  hope  to  pay  its  dividends  ” - 

“  Must  smash  up,  in  short.” 

“  Do  not  interrupt.  But,  with  any  assurance  of  activity 
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and  honesty  in  the  application  of  its  borrowed  money,  there 
seems,  if  this  paper  is  correct — it  is  published  in  New  York 
— no  doubt  that  the  internal  resources  would  be  more  than 
sufficient  to  carry  the  State  triumphantly  through  any 
difficulty.” 

“  Is  it  a  quick  job,  or  a  job  that  may  wait  ?  ” 

“  I  dislike  calling  things  jobs,  Mr.  Wylie.  I  give  you  a 
suggestion  which  may  or  may  not  be  useful.  If  it  is  useful — it 
is  now  half-past  twelve  o’clock — the  pamphlet  should  be  adver¬ 
tised  in  to-morrow’s  papers,  in  the  printer’s  hand  by  four, 
and  ready  on  every  counter  by  ten  o’clock  in  the  morning. 
Make  your  own  arrangements  with  printers,  and  call  on  me 
to-morrow  with  the  pamphlet.  On  me,  mind,  not  Mr. 
Mowll.” 

“  Yes — and — and  ” - 

“  And  perhaps,  if  the  pamphlet  is  clever,  and  expresses 
a  just  view  of  Eldorado  and  its  obligations,  there  may  be 
double  the  sum  that  you  once  found  on  my  secretary’s 
table.” 

Mr.  Wylie  grasped  the  papers  and  retired. 

The  country  of  Eldorado  is  one  of  the  many  free,  happy, 
virtuous,  and  enlightened  republics  of  Central  America.  It 
was  constituted  in  the  year  1839,  after  the  Confederation 
broke  up.  During  the  thirty  years  which  form  its  history, 
it  has  enjoyed  the  rule  of  fifteen  Presidents.  Don  Rufiano 
Grechyto,  its  present  able  administrator,  a  half-blood  Indian 
by  birth,  has  sat  upon  the  chair  of  state  for  nearly  a  year  and 
a  half,  and  approaches  the  period  of  two  years,  beyond  which 
no  previous  President  has  reigned.  He  is  accordingly  ill  at 
ease.  Those  who  survive  of  his  fourteen  predecessors  await 
his  deposition,  and  expect  him  shortly  in  their  own  happy 
circle,  where  they  sit  like  Richard  II.,  and  talk  of  royal  mis¬ 
fortunes.  Eldorado  is  a  richly-endowed  country  to  look  at. 
It  has  mountains  where  a  few  inches  of  soil  separate  the  feet 
of  the  rare  wayfarer  from  rich  lodes  of  silver ;  forests  of 
mahogany  cover  its  plains ;  indigo  and  tobacco  flourish  in  its 
valleys ;  everywhere  roam  cattle  waiting  to  be  caught  and 
sent  to  the  London  market.  Palms  and  giant  tree-ferns  rise 
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in  its  woods ;  creepers  of  surpassing  beauty  bang  from  tree 
to  tree ;  in  its  silent  recesses  stand,  covered  with  inscrip¬ 
tions  which  no  man  can  read,  the  ruins  of  a  perished  civilisa¬ 
tion.  Among  these  ruins  roam  the  half-savage  Indians  who 
form  nine-tenths  of  the  population.  And  in  the  hot  seaboard 
towns  loll  and  lie  the  languid  whites  and  half-castes  who  form 
the  governing  class.  They  never  do  govern  at  all ;  they  never 
improve ;  they  never  work  ;  they  are  a  worthless,  hopeless  race  ; 
they  hoard  their  energies  for  the  excitement  of  a  pronun- 
ciamiento  ;  their  favourite  occupation  is  a  game  of  monte  ;  they 
consider  thought  a  wicked  waste  of  energy,  save  for  purposes 
of  cheating.  They  ought  all,  and  without  exception,  to  be 
rubbed  out.  And  it  is  most  unfortunate,  in  the  interests  of 
humanity,  that  their  only  strong  feeling  is  an  objection  to  be 
rubbed  out.  Otherwise  we  could  plant  in  Eldorado  a  colony 
of  Germans;  kill  the  pythons,  alligators,  jaguars,  and  other 
impediments  to  free  civilisation ;  open  up  the  mines,  and 
make  of  it  a  country  green  with  sugar-canes  and  as  sweet 
as  Rimmel’s  shop  by  reason  of  its  spicy  breezes.  There  are 
about  five  thousand  of  the  dominant  class  ;  they  possess 
altogether  a  revenue  of  about  A  60,000  a  year,  a  good  deal 
less  than  a  first-class  fortune  in  England.  As  every  man  of 
the  five  thousand  likes  to  have  his  share  of  the  A 60,000,  there 
is  not  much  saved  in  the  year.  Consequently,  when  one 
reads  that  the  Republic  of  Eldorado  owes  the  people  of  Great 
Britain  and  France,  the  only  two  European  States  which 
have  money  to  lend,  the  sum  of  six  millions,  one  feels  sorry 
for  the  citizens  of  Eldorado.  It  must  be  a  dreadful  thing'  for 
a  high-minded  republican  to  have  so  little  and  to  owe  so 
much.  Fancy  a  man  with  £600  a  year  in  debt  to  the  tune 
of  .£60,000. 

It  all  grew  by  degrees.  Formerly  the  Eldoradians  owed 
nothing.  In  those  days  champagne  was  unknown,  claret 
never  seen,  and  the  native  drink  was  rum.  Nothing  can  be 
better  for  the  natives  than  their  rum,  because  it  kills  them 
quickly,  and  so  rids  the  earth  of  a  pestilent  race.  In  an  evil 
moment  it  came  into  the  head  of  an  enterprising  Eldoradian 
President  to  get  up  a  loan.  He  asked  for  a  million,  which 
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is,  of  course,  a  trifle  to  a  nation  which  has  nothing,  does 
nothing,  and  saves  nothing.  They  got  so  much  of  their 
million  as  enabled  them  to  raise  everybody’s  salary  and  the 
pay  of  the  standing  army,  also  to  make  the  dividend  certain 
for  a  few  years.  After  this  satisfactory  transaction,  somebody 
boldly  ordered  the  importation  of  a  few  cases  oi  brandy. 
The  descent  of  Avernus  is  easy  and  pleasant.  Next  year 
they  asked  for  two  millions  and  a  half.  They  got  this  small 
trifle  conceded  to  them  on  advantageous  terms — 10  per  cent., 
which  is  nothing  to  a  Republic  with  A 60,000  a  year,  and  the 
stock  at  60.  The  pay  of  every  official  was  doubled,  the 
army  had  new  shirts  issued,  and  there  were  fireworks  at  San 
Mercurio,  the  principal  town.  They  promised  to  build  rail¬ 
ways  leading  from  nowhere  into  continental  space,  to  carry 
passengers  who  did  not  exist,  and  goods  not  yet  invented. 
The  same  innovator  who  had  introduced  the  brandy  now 
went  farther,  and  sent  for  claret  and  champagne.  Then  they 
asked  for  more  loans,  and  went  ahead  quite  like  a  First-class 
Power. 

When  there  was  no  more  money  to  pay  the  dividends  with, 
and  no  more  loans  to  be  raised,  Eldorado  busted  up. 

The  gallant  officers  who  commanded  the  standing  army 
are  now  shirtless  and  bootless ;  the  men  of  the  standing 
army  have  disappeared ;  grass  grows  around  the  house 
of  the  importer  of  European  luxuries ;  but  content  has  not 
returned  to  San  Mercurio.  The  empty  bottles  remain  to 
remind  the  populace  of  lost  luxuries ;  the  national  taste 
in  drink  is  hopelessly  perverted ;  San  Mercurio  is  ill  at 
ease;  and  Don  Rufiano  Grechyto  trembles  in  his  marble 
palace. 

But  a  year  ago  the  country  was  not  quite  played  out. 
There  seemed  a  chance  yet  to  those  who  had  not  the  materials 
at  hand  for  a  simple  sum  in  Arithmetic. 

The  next  morning^  saw  the  appearance  of  a  pamphlet — a 
short  but  telling  pamphlet  of  thirty-two  pages— called 
“  Eldorado  and  her  Resources.  Addressed  to  the  Holders  of 
Eldorado  Stock,  by  Oliver  St.  George  Wylie.” 

The  author  took  a  gloomy  but  not  a  despairing  view. 
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He  mentioned  that  where  there  was  no  revenue  there 
could  be  no  dividends.  Therefore,  he  said,  it  behoved 
Eldorado  stock-holders  to  be  sure  that  something  was 
being  done  with  their  money.  Then  he  gave  pages  of 
facts  and  figures  which  proved  the  utter  insolvency  of 
the  State  unless  something  could  be  done.  And  he 
then  proceeded  to  point  out  the  amazing  resources  of 
the  country,  could  only  a  little  energy  be  introduced 
into  its  Council.  He  drew  a  lively  picture  of  millions 
of  acres,  the  finest  ground  in  the  world,  planted  with 
sugar-canes :  forests  of  mahogany ;  silver  mines  worked 
by  contented  and  laborious  Indians ;  ports  crowded  with 
merchant  fleets  each  returning  home  with  rich  argosies ; 
and  a  luxurious  capital  of  marble  made  beautiful  by 
countless  palaces. 

At  eleven  Mr.  Wylie  called  on  Gabriel  Cassilis  again.  He 
brought  with  him  his  pamphlet. 

“  I  have  read  it  already,”  said  Mr.  Cassilis.  “  It  is 
on  the  whole  well  done,  and  expresses  my  own  view, 
in  part.  But  I  think  you  have  piled  it  up  too  much 
towards  the  end.” 

“  Why  did  you  not  give  me  clearer  instructions,  then  ?  ” 

“  I  dare  say  it  will  have  a  success.  Meantime,”  said  the 
financier,  pushing  over  a  little  bag,  “you  can  count  that. 
There  ought  to  be  fifty  sovereigns.  Good-morning,  Mr. 
W>lie.” 

“  Good-morning,  Mr.  Cassilis.  I  don’t  know  ” — he  turned 
the  bag  of  gold  over  in  his  hands — “  I  don’t  know  ;  thirty 
years  ago  I  should  have  looked  with  suspicion  on  such  a  job 
as  this  ;  thirty  years  ago  ” - 

“  Good-morning,  Mr.  Wylie.” 

“  Thirty  years  ago  I  should  have  thought  that  a  man  who 

could  afford  fifty  pounds  for  a  pamphlet  ” - 

“  Well  ?  ” 

“Well — that  he  had  his  little  game.  And  I  should  have 
left  that  man  to  play  it  by  himself.  Good-morning  again, 
Mr.  Cassilis.  You  know  my  address,  I  believe,  in  case  of 
any  other  little  job  turning  up.” 
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That  afternoon  Eldorado  stock  went  down.  It  was  lucky 
for  Mr.  Gabriel  Cassilis,  because  he  wished  to  buy  in — and 
did — largely. 


CHAPTER  XXIX. 

“  It  is  my  lady  !  Oh,  it  is  my  love— 

Would  that  she  knew  she  were  1  ” 

“  TACK  is  late,”  said  Phillis. 

J  She  was  making  the  prettiest  picture  that  painter  ever 
drew,  standing  in  the  sunlight,  with  the  laburnums  and 
lilacs  behind  her  in  their  fresh  spring  glory.  Her  slender 
and  shapely  figure,  clad  in  its  black  riding-habit,  stood  out 
in  relief  against  the  light  and  shade  of  the  newly-born 
foliage ;  she  wore  one  of  the  pretty  hats  of  last  year  s  fashion, 
and  in  her  hand  she  carried  the  flowers  she  had  just  been 
gathering.  Her  face  was  in  repose,  and  in  its  clear  straight 
lines  might  have  served  for  a  model  Diana,  chaste  and  fair. 
It  was  habitually  rather  a  grave  face ;  that  came  of  much 
solitude  and  long  companionship  with  an  old  man.  And 
the  contrast  was  all  the  greater  when  she  lit  up  with  a 
smile  that  was  like  a  touch  of  tender  sunshine  upon  her  face 
and  gave  the  statue  a  soul.  But  now  she  stood  waiting,  and 
her  eyes  were  grave. 

Agatha  L’Estrange  watched  her  from  her  shady  garden- 
seat.  The  girl’s  mind  was  full  of  the  hidden  possibilities  of 
things— for  herself;  the  elder  lady— to  whom  life  had  given, 
as  she  thought,  all  it  had  to  give— was  thinking  of  these 
possibilities  too— for  her  charge.  Only  they  approached  the 
subject  from  different  points  of  view.  To  the  girl,  an  eager 
looking  forward  to  new  joys  which  were  yet  not  the  ordinary 
joys  of  London  maidenhood.  Each  successive  day  was  to 
reveal  to  her  more  secrets  of  life ;  she  was  born  for  happi¬ 
ness  and  sunshine  ;  the  future  was  brighter  in  some  dim  and 
misty  fashion,  far  brighter  than  the  present;  it  was  like  a 
picture  by  Claude,  where  the  untrained  eye  sees  nothing  but 
mist  and  vapour,  rich  with  gorgeous  colour,  blurring  the  out- 
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lines  which  lie  behind.  But  the  elder  lady  saw  the  present 
and  feared  the  future.  Every  man  thinks  he  will  succeed 
till  he  finds  out  his  own  weakness ;  every  woman  thinks  she 
is  born  for  the  best  of  this  world’s  gifts — to  happiness,  to  be 
lapped  in  warmth  and  comfort,  to  be  clothed  with  the  love  of 
husband  and  children  as  with  a  garment.  Some  women  get 
it.  Agatha  had  not  received  this  great  happiness.  A  short 
two  years  of  colourless  wedded  life  with  a  man  old  enough 
to  be  her  father,  and  twenty  years  of  widowhood.  It  was 
not  the  lot  she  might  have  chosen ;  not  the  lot  she  wished 
for  Phillis.  And  then  she  thought  of  Jack  Dunquerque. 
Oddly  enough,  the  future,  in  whatever  shape  it  was  present 
to  the  brain  of  Phillis,  was  never  without  the  figure  of  Jack 
Dunquerque. 

“Jack  is  late,”  said  Phillis. 

“  Come  here,  dear,  out  of  the  sun ;  we  must  take  a  little 
care  of  our  complexion.  Sit  down,  and  let  us  talk.” 

Agatha  took  Phillis’s  hand  in  hers,  as  the  girl  sat  upon 
the  grass  at  her  feet. 

“  Let  us  talk.  Tell  me,  dear  Phillis,  don’t  you  think  a 
little  too  much  about  Mr.  Dunquerque  ?  ” 

“  About  Jack  ?  How  can  I,  Agatha  ?  Is  he  not  my  first 
friend  ?  ” 

She  did  not  blush ;  she  did  not  hesitate ;  she  looked 
frankly  in  Agatha’s  face.  The  light  of  love  which  the  elder 
lady  expected  was  not  there  yet. 

“  Changed  as  you  are,  my  dear,  in  some  things  you  are 
only  a  child  still,”  said  Agatha. 

“  Am  I  only  a  child  ?  ”  asked  Phillis.  “  Tell  me  why 
you  say  so  now,  dear  Agatha.  Is  it  because  I  am  fond  of 
Jack  ?  ” 

“  No,  dear,”  Mrs.  L’Estrange  laughed.  What  was  to  be 
said  to  this  jeune  ingenue  ?  “  Not  quite  that.” 

“I  have  learned  a  great  deal — oh,  a  great  deal — since  I 
came  here.  How  ignorant  I  was  !  How  foolish  !  ” 

“  What  have  you  learned,  Phillis  ?  ” 

“Well,  about  people.  They  are  not  all  so  interesting 
as  they  seemed  at  first.  Agatha,  it  seems  like  a  loss  not 
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to  think  so  much  of  people  as  I  did.  Some  are  foolish, 
like  the  poor  curate — are  all  curates  foolish,  I  wonder  ?  • 
some  seem  to  say  one  thing  and  mean  another,  like  Mr. 
Cassilis ;  some  do  not  seem  to  care  for  anything  in  the  woild 
except  dancing ;  some  talk  as  if  china  was  the  only  thing 
worth  living  for ;  but  some  are  altogether  lovely  and  charm¬ 
ing,  like  yourself,  my  dear.” 

“  Go  on,  Phillis,  and  tell  me  more.” 

“  Shall  I  ?  I  am  foolish  perhaps,  but  most  of  our  visitors 
have  disappointed  me.  How  can  people  talk  about  china 
as  if  the  thing  could  be  felt ,  like  a  picture  ?  What  is  it 
they  like  so  much  in  dancing  and  skating-rinks,  that  they 
prefer  them  to  music  and  painting,  and— and— the  beautiful 

river  ?  ” 

“  Wait  till  you  come  out,  dear  Phillis,”  said  Agatha. 

For  all  the  things  in  which  young  ladies  do  most  delight 
were  to  her  a  vanity  and  foolishness.  She  heard  them  talk 
and  she  could  not  understand.  She  was  to  wait  till  she 
came  out.  And  was  her  coming  out  to  be  the  putting  on 

of  the  Coping-stone  ? 

“Jack  is  late,”  said  Phillis. 

It  was  a  little  expedition.  Mrs.  L’Estrange  and  Gilead 
Beck  were  to  drive  to  Hampton  Court,  while  Jack  and 
Phillis  rode.  It  was  not  the  first  of  such  expeditions.  In 
late  May  and  early  June  the  Greater  London,  as  the 
Eeo-istrar  calls  it,  is  a  marvel  and  a  miracle  of  loveliness ; 
in  all  the  world  there  are  no  such  meadows  of  buttercups, 
with  fragrant  hedges  of  thorn;  there  are  no  such  generous 
and  luxuriant  growths  of  westeria,  with  purple  clusters; 
there  are  no  such  woods  of  horse-chestnuts,  with  massive 
pyramids  of  white  blossom;  there  are  no  such  apple-orchards 
and  snow-clad  forests  of  white  blossomed  plum-trees _  as 
are  to  be  seen  around  this  great  city  of  ours.  Colonials 
returned  from  exile  shed  tears  when  they  see  them,  and  think 
of  arid  Aden  and  thirsty  Indian  plains  ;  the  American  owns 
that  though  Lake  George  with  its  hundred  islets  is  lovely, 
and  the  Hudson  Eiver  a  thing  to  dream  of,  there  is  not  mg 
in  the  States  to  place  beside  the  incomparable  result  ol 
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wealth  and  loving  care  which  the  outlying  suburbs  of  south 
and  western  London  show. 

If  it  was  new  to  Phillis — if  every  new  journey  made  her 
pulses  bound,  and  every  new  place  seen  was  another  revela¬ 
tion — it  was  also  new  to  the  American,  who  looked  so 
grave  and  smiled  so  kindly,  and  sometimes  made  such  funny 
observations. 

Gilead  Beck  was  more  silent  with  the  ladies  than  with 
Jack,  which  was  natural,  because  his  only  experience  of 
the  sex  was  that  uncomfortable  episode  in  his  life  when  he 
taught  school  and  fought  poor  Pete  Conkling.  And  to 
this  adventurer,  this  man  who  had  been  of  all  trades— who 
had  roamed  about  the  world  for  thirty  years ;  who  had 
habitually  consorted  with  miners  and  adventurers,  whom 
the  comic  American  books  have  taught  us  to  regard  as 
a  compound  of  drunkard,  gambler,  buccaneer,  blasphemer, 
and  weeping  sentimentalist — his  manner  of  life  had  not 
been  able  to  destroy  the  chivalrous  respect  for  women 
with  which  an  American  begins  life.  Only  he  had  never 
known  a  lady  at  all  until  now :  never  any  lady  in 
America. 

In  spite  of  his  life,  this  man  was  neither  coarse  nor 
vulgar.  He  was  modest,  knowing  his  defects,  and  he 
was  humble.  Nevertheless,  he  had  the  self-respect  which 
none  of  his  countrymen  are  without.  He  was  an  un¬ 
deniable  “  ranker,”  a  fact  of  which  he  was  proud,  because, 
if  he  had  a  weakness,  it  was  to  regard  himself  as  another 
Cromwell,  singled  out  and  chosen.  He  had  two  languages, 
of  one  of  which  he  made  sparing  use,  save  when  he  narrated 
his  American  experiences.  This,  as  we  have  seen,  was  a 
highly  ornamented  tongue,  a  gallery  of  imagery,  a  painted 
chamber  of  decorative  metaphor — the  language  of  wild 
California,  an  argot  which,  on  occasions,  he  handled  with 
astounding  vigour.  The  other  was  the  tongue  of  the 
cultivated  American.  In  England  we  bark :  in  the  States 
they  speak.  We  fling  out  our  conversation  in  jerks;  the 
man  of  the  States  shapes  his  carefully  in  his  brain  before  he 
speaks.  Gilead  Beck  spoke  like  a  gentleman  of  Boston, 
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save  that  his  defective  education  did  not  allow  him  to  speak 
so  well. 

His  great  terror  was  the  word  Shoddy.  He  looked  at 
Shoddy  full  in  the  face ;  he  made  up  his  mind  what  Shoddy 
was — the  thing  which  pretends  to  be  what  it  is  not,  a 
branch  of  the  great  family  which  has  the  Prig  at  one  end 
and  the  Snob  at  the  other — and  he  was  resolute  in  avoiding 
the  slightest  suspicion  of  Shoddy. 

If  he  was  of  obscure  birth,  with  antecedents  which  left 
him  nothing  to  boast  of  but  honesty,  he  was  also  soft¬ 
hearted  as  a  girl,  quick  in  sympathy,  which  Adam  Smith 
teaches  us  is  the  ground-work  of  all  morals,  and  refined  in 
thought.  After  many  years,  a  man’s  habitual  thoughts  are 
stamped  upon  his  face.  The  face  of  Gilead  Beck  was  a 
record  of  purity  and  integrity.  Such  a  man  in  England 
would,  by  the  power  of  circumstances,  have  been  forced 
into  taprooms,  and  slowly  dragged  downwards  into  that 
beery  morass  in  which,  as  in  another  Malebolge,  the 
British  workman  lies  stupefied  and  helpless.  Some  wicked 
cynic  —  was  it  Thackeray  ?  —  said  that  below  a  certain 
class  no  English  woman  knows  the  meaning  of  virtue. 
He  might  have  said,  with  greater  truth,  that  below  a 
certain  class  no  Englishman  knows  the  meaning  of  self- 
respect. 

To  go  into  that  orderly  house  at  Twickenham,  where  the 
higher  uses  of  wealth  were  practically  illustrated  by  a  refine¬ 
ment  new  to  the  good  ex-miner,  was  to  this  American  in 
itself  an  education,  and  none  the  less  useful  because  it  came 
late  in  life.  To  be  with  the  ladies,  to  see  the  tender  graces 
of  the  elder  and  the  sweetness  of  the  younger,  filled  his 
heart  with  emotion. 

“  The  Luck  of  the  Golden  Butterfly,  Mrs.  L’Estrange,”  he 
said,  “  is  more  than  what  the  old  squaw  thought.  It  began 
with  dollars,  but  it  has  brought  me — this.” 

They  were  sitting  in  the  garden,  Agatha  and  Gilead  Beck, 
while  Jack  Dunquerque  and  Phillis  were  watering  flowers, 
or  gathering  them,  or  always  doing  something  which  would 
keep  Jack  close  to  the  girl. 
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“  If  by  ‘  this  ’  you  mean  friendship,  Mr.  Peck,”  said 
Agatha,  “lam  very  glad  of  it.  Dollars,  as  you  call  money, 
may  take  to  themselves  wings  and  fly  away,  but  friends 
do  not.” 

It  will  be  observed  that  Agatha  L’Estrange  had  never 
seen  reason  to  abandon  the  old-fashioned  rules  invented  by 
those  philosophers  who  lived  before  Rochefoucauld. 

“  I  sometimes  think  I  should  like  to  try,”  said  Gilead 
Beck.  “  Poor  men  have  no  friends  ;  they  have  mates  on  our 
side  of  the  water,  and  pals  on  yours.” 

“  Mates  and  pals  ?  ”  cried  Phillis,  laughing.  “  Jack,  do 
you  know  mates  and  pals  ?  ” 

“  I  ought  to,”  said  Jack,  “  because  I’m  poor  enough.” 

“  Friends  come  to  rich  folk  naturally,  like  the  fruit  to 
the  tree,  or  —  or  —  the  flower  to  the  rose,”  Gilead  added 
poetically. 

“  Or  the  mud  to  the  wheel,”  said  Jack. 

“  Suppose  all  my  dollars  were  suddenly  to  vamose— I 
mean,  to  vanish  away,”  Gilead  Beck  went  on  solemnly; 
“  would  the  friends  vanish  away  too  ?  ” 

“Jack  would  not,”  said  Phillis  promptly,  “and  Agatha 
would  not.  Nor  should  I.” 

She  held  out  her  hand  in  the  free  frank  manner  which 
was  her  greatest  charm.  Gilead  Beck  took  the  little  fingers 
in  his  big  rough  hand,  the  bones  of  which  seemed  to  stick 
out  all  over  it,  so  rugged  and  hard  it  was,  and  looked  in  her 
face  with  the  solemn  smile  which  made  Phillis  trust  in  him, 
and  raised  her  fingers  to  his  lips. 

Then  she  blushed  with  a  pretty  confusion  which  drove 
poor  Jack  to  the  verge  of  madness.  Indeed,  the  ardour  of 
his  passion  and  the  necessity  for  keeping  silence  were 
together  making  the  young  man  thin  and  pale. 

They  were  gradually  exploring,  this  party  of  four,  the 
outside  gardens,  parks,  castles,  and  views  of  London.  Of 
course,  they  were  as  new  to  Jack  and  Mrs.  L’Estrange  as 
they  were  to  Phillis  and  the  American.  Jack  knew  Green¬ 
wich,  where  he  had  dined  ;  and  Richmond,  where  he  had 
dined ;  and  the  Crystal  Palace,  where  he  had  also  dined, 
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revealed  to  him  one  summer  evening  an  unknown  stretch  of 
fair  country  :  more  than  that  he  knew  not. 

Perhaps  more  exciting  pleasures  might  have  been  found, 
but  this  simple  party  found  their  own  unsophisticated  delight 
in  driving  and  riding  through  green  lanes. 

“  Phillis  will  have  to  come  out  next  year,”  said  Agatha, 
half  apologising  to  herself  for  enjoying  such  things.  “  We 
must  amuse  her  while  we  can.” 

They  went  to  Virginia  Water,  where  Mr.  Beck  made 
some  excellent  observations  on  the  ruins  and  on  the  flight 
of  time,  insomuch  that  it  was  really  sad  to  discover  that 
they  were  only,  so  to  speak,  new  ruins. 

They  went  to  Hampton  Court,  where  they  strolled  through 
the  picture-galleries  and  looked  at  the  Lely  beauties ;  walked 
up  the  long  avenues,  and  saw  that  quaint  old  mediaeval 
garden  which  lies  hidden  away  at  the  side  of  the  Palace, 
marked  by  few.  Gilead  Beck  said  that  if  he  was  the 
Queen  and  had  such  a  place  he  should  sometimes  live  in 
it,  if  only  for  the  sake  of  giving  a  dinner  in  the  great 
Hall.  But  Phillis  liked  best  the  gardens,  with  their  old- 
fashioned  flowers,  and  the  peace  which  reigns  perpetually 
in  the  quaint  old  courts.  And  Gilead  Beck  asked  Jack 
privately  if  he  thought  the  Palace  might  be  bought,  and  if 
so,  for  how  much. 

They  visited  Windsor.  Mr.  Beck  said  that  if  he  had 
such  a  location  he  should  always  live  there ;  he  speculated 
on  the  probable  cost  of  erecting  such  a  fortress  on  the 
banks  of  the  Hudson  River ;  and  then  he  cast  his  imagina¬ 
tion  backwards  up  the  stream  of  time  and  plunged  into 
history. 

Phillis  allowed  him  to  go  on,  while  he  jumbled  kings, 
mixed  up  cardinals,  and  tried,  by  the  recovery  of  old  associa¬ 
tions,  to  connect  the  venerable  pile  with  the  past. 

“From  one  of  those  windows,  I  guess,”  he  said,  pointing 
his  long  arm  vaguely  round  the  narrow  lattices,  “  Charles 
came  out  to  be  beheaded,  while  Oliver  Cromwell  spurted 
ink  in  his  face.  It  was  rough  on  the  poor  king.  Seems 
to  me,  kings  very  often  do  have  a  rough  time.  And 
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perhaps,  too,  that  Cardinal  Thomas  a  Beckett,  when  he 
told  Henry  IV.  that  he  wished  he’d  served  his  country  as 
well  as  he’d  loved  his  God,  it  was  on  this  very  terrace. 
Perhaps ” - 

“  0  Mr.  Beck  !  when  did  you  learn  English  history  ?  ” 
cried  Phillis. 

Then,  like  a  little  pedant  as  she  was,  she  began  to  unfold 
all  that  she  knew  about  the  old  fortress  and  its  history.  Its 
history  is  not  so  grim  as  that  of  the  Tower  of  London, 
which  she  had  once  narrated  to  Jack  Dunquerque ;  but  it 
has  a  picturesque  story  of  its  own,  which  the  girl  some¬ 
how  made  out  from  the  bare  facts  of  English  history — 
all  she  knew.  But  these  her  imagination  converted  into 
living  and  indisputable  truths,  pictures  whose  only  fault 
was  that  the  lights  were  too  bright  and  the  shadows  too 
intense. 

Alas,  this  is  the  way  with  posterity !  The  dead  are  to 
be  judged  as  they  seem  from  such  acts  as  have  remained 
on  record.  The  force  of  circumstances,  the  mixture  of 
motives,  the  general  muddle  of  good  and  bad  together,  are 
lost  in  the  summing-up ;  and  history,  which  after  all  only 
does  what  Phillis  did,  but  takes  longer  to  do  it,  paints  Nero 
black  and  Titus  white,  with  the  clear  and  hard  outline  of  an 
etching. 

Gilead  Beck,  after  the  lectui-e,  looked  round  the  place 
with  renewed  interest. 

“Iam  more  ignorant  than  I  thought,”  he  said  humbly. 
“  But  I  am  trying  to  read,  Miss  Fleming.” 

“  Are  you !  ”  she  cried,  with  a  real  delight  in  finding,  as 
she  thought,  one  other  person  in  the  world  as  ignorant  of  that 
art  as  herself.  “  And  how  far  have  you  got  ?  ” 

“  I’ve  got  so  far,”  he  said,  “  that  I’ve  lost  my  way,  and 
shall  have  to  go  back  again.  It  was  all  through  Robert 
Browning.  My  dear  young  lady,” — he  said  this  in  his 
most  impressive  tones, — “  if  you  should  chance  upon  one  of 
his  books  with  a  pretty  title,  such  as  Bed  Cotton  Nightcap 
Country ,  or  Fifine  at  the  Fair,  don’t  read  it,  don’t  try  it. 
It  isn’t  a  fairy  story,  nor  a  love  story.  It’s  a  story  without 
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an  end,  it’s  a  story  told  upsy-down ;  it’s  like  wandering  in 
a  forest  without  a  path.  It  gets  into  your  brain  and  makes 
it  go  round ;  it  gets  into  your  eyes  and  makes  you  see 
ghosts.  Don’t  you  look  at  that  book. 

“  Reading  in  a  general  way,  and  if  you  don’t  take  too 
much  of  it,  is  a  fine  thing,”  he  continued.  “  The  difficulty 
is  to  keep  the  volumes  separate  in  your  head.  Anybody  can 
write  a  book.  I’ve  written  columns  enough  in  the  Clear- 
ville  Roarer  for  a  dozen  books ;  but  it  takes  a  man  to  read 
one.” 

“Ah,  but  it  is  different  with  you,”  said  Phillis.  “Iam 
only  in  words  of  two  syllables.  I’ve  just  got  through  the 
first  reading-book.  1  The  cat  has  drunk  up  all  the  milk.’ 
I  suppose  I  must  go  on  with  it,  but  I  think  it  is  better  to 
have  some  one  to  read  for  you.  I  am  sure  Jack  would  read 
for  me  whenever  I  asked  him.” 

“  I  never  thought  of  that,”  said  Gilead  Beck.  “  Why 
not  keep  a  clerk  to  read  for  you,  and  pay  out  the  informa¬ 
tion  in  small  chunks  ?  I  should  like  to  tackle  Mr.  Carlyle 
that  way.” 

“  Agatha  is  reading  a  novel  to  me  now,”  Phillis  went  on. 
“  There  is  a  girl  in  it ;  but  somehow  I  think  my  own  life  is 
more  interesting  than  hers.  She  belongs  to  a  part  of  the 
country  where  the  common  people  say  clever  things  ! — Oh, 
very  clever  things ! — and  she  herself  says  all  sorts  of  clever 
things.” 

“  Mr.  Dunquerque,”  interrupted  Gilead  Beck,  who  was 
not  listening,  “  would  read  to  you  all  the  days  of  his  life,  I 
think,  if  you  would  let  him.” 

Phillis  made  no  reply.  As  she  neither  blushed,  nor 
smiled,  nor  gave  any  of  the  ordinary  signs  of  apprehension 
with  which  most  young  ladies  would  have  received  this 
speech,  it  is  to  be  presumed  that  she  did  not  take  in  the 
full  meaning  of  it. 

“  There  is  one  thing  about  Mr.  Dunquerque,”  Gilead 
Beck  went  on,  “  that  belongs,  I  reckon,  to  you  English 
people  only.  He  is  not  a  young  man  ” - 

“  Jack  not  a  young  man  ?  Why,  Mr.  Beck  ” - - 


322 


THE  GOLDEN  BUTTERFLY. 


“  Not  what  we  call  a  young  man.  Our  young  men  are 
sixteen  and  seventeen.  Mr.  Dunquerque  is  five-and-twenty. 
Our  men  of  five-and-twenty  are  grave  and  full  of  care. 
Mr.  Dunquerque  is  light-hearted  and  laughs.  That  is  what 
I  like  him  for.” 

“  Yes ;  Jack  laughs.  I  should  not  like  to  see  Jack 
grave.” 

She  spoke  of  him  as  if  he  were  her  own  property.  To 
be  sure,  he  was  her  first  and  principal  friend.  She  could 
talk  to  him  as  she  could  talk  to  no  one  else.  And  she  loved 
him  with  the  deep  and  passionless  love,  as  yet,  of  a 
sister. 

“Yes,”  said  Gilead  Beck,  looking  round  him,  “England 
is  a  great  country.  Its  young  men  are  not  all  mad 
for  dollars ;  they  can  laugh  and  be  happy ;  and  the  land 
is  one  great  garden.  Miss  Fleming,  that  is  the  happiest 
country,  I  guess,  whose  people  the  longest  keep  their 
youth.” 

She  only  half  understood  him,  but  she  looked  in  his  face 
with  her  sweet  smile. 

“  It  is  like  a  dream.  That  I  should  be  walking  here 
with  you,  such  as  you,  in  this  grand  place — I,  Gilead  P. 
Beck.  To  be  with  you  and  Mr.  Dunquerque  is  like  getting 
back  the  youth  I  never  had :  youth  that  isn’t  always 
thinkin’  about  the  next  day ;  youth  that  isn’t  always 
plannin’  for  the  future ;  youth  that  has  time  to  enjoy  the 
sunshine,  to  look  into  a  sweet  gell’s  eyes  and  fall  in  love — 
like  you,  my  pretty,  and  Mr.  Dunquerque — who  saved  my 
life.” 

He  added  these  last  words  as  an  after-thought,  and  as  if  he 
was  reminded  of  some  duty  forgotten. 

Phillis  was  silent,  because  his  words  fell  upon  her  heart 
and  made  her  think.  It  was  not  her  youth  that  was  pro¬ 
longed  ;  it  was  her  childhood.  And  that  was  dropping 
from  her  now  like  the  shell  of  the  chrysalis.  She  thought 
how,  somewhere  in  the  world,  there  were  people  born  to  be 
unhappy,  and  she  felt  humiliated  when  she  was  selfishly 
enjoying  what  they  could  not.  Somewhere  in  the  world — 
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and  where  ?  Close  to  her,  in  the  cottages  where  Mrs. 
L’E strange  had  taken  her. 

For  until  then  the  poor,  who  are  always  with  us,  were 
not  unhappy,  to  Phillis,  nor  hungry,  nor  deserving  of  pity 
and  sympathy  ;  they  were  only  picturesque. 

They  went  to  St.  George’s  Chapel,  after  over-ruling 
Gilead  Beck’s  objections  to  attending  divine  service  — 
for  he  said  that  he  hadn’t  been  to  meetin’  for  more  than 
thirty  years  ;  also,  that  he  had  not  yet  “  got  religion  ” — 
and  when  he  stood  in  the  stall  under  the  banner  of  its 
rightful  owner  he  looked  on  from  an  outsider’s  point  of 
view. 

The  ceremonial  of  the  ancient  Church  of  England  was  to 
him  a  pageant  and  a  scenic  display.  The  picture,  however, 
was  very  fine :  the  grand  chapel  with  its  splendour  of 
ornamentation ;  the  banners  and  heraldry ;  the  surpliced 
sweet-voiced  boys ;  the  dignified  white-robed  clergymen ; 
the  roll  of  the  organ  ;  the  sunlight  through  the  painted 
glass ;  even  the  young  subaltern  who  came  clanking  into 
the  chapel  as  the  service  began, — there  was  nothing,  he 
said,  in  America  which  could  be  reckoned  a  patch  upon  it. 
Church  in  avenue  39,  New  York,  was  painted  and  gilded 
in  imitation  of  the  Alhambra ;  that  was  considered  fine, 
but  could  not  be  compared  with  St.  George’s,  Windsor. 
And  the  performance  of  the  service,  he  said,  was  so  good  as 
to  have  merited  a  larger  audience. 

J ack  Dunquerque,  I  grieve  to  say,  did  not  attend  to  the 
service.  He  was  standing  beside  Phillis,  and  he  watched 
her  with  hungry  eyes.  For  she  was  looking  before  her  in 
a  sort  of  trance.  The  beauty  of  the  place  intoxicated  her. 
She  listened  with  soft  eyes  and  parted  lips.  All  was  artistic 
and  beautiful.  The  chapel  was  peopled  again  with  mailed 
knights ;  the  voices  in  the  anthem  sang  the  greatness 
and  the  glory  of  England ;  the  sunshine  through  the 
painted  glass  gave  colour  to  the  picture  in  her  brain ; 
and  when  the  service  was  over  she  came  out  with  dazed 
look,  as  one  who  is  snatched  too  suddenly  from  a  dream 
of  heaven. 
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This,  too,  like  everything  else,  was  part  of  her  educa¬ 
tion.  She  had  to  learn  the  beauty  of  the  world  and  its 
splendours.  She  was  to  see  the  things  she  had  only 
dreamed  of,  but  by  dreaming  had  wrapped  in  a  cloud  of 
coloured  mist. 

When  was  it  to  be  completed,  her  education?  Phillis 
waited  for  that  Coping-stone  for  which  Joseph  Jagenal  was 
vainly  searching.  She  laughed  when  she  thought  of  it, 
the  mysterious  completion  of  Abraham  Dyson’s  great  fabric. 
What  was  it  ? 

She  had  not  long  to  wait. 

“I  love  her,  Mrs.  L’Estrange,”  said  Jack  Dunquerque 
passionately,  on  the  evening  of  the  last  of  their  expeditions : 
“  I  love  her !  ” 

“  I  have  seen  it  for  some  time,”  Agatha  replied.  “  And 
I  wanted  to  speak  to  you  before,  but  I  did  not  like  to.  I 
am  afraid  I  have  been  very  wrong  in  encouraging  you  to 
come  here  so  often.” 

“  Who  could  help  loving  her  ?  ”  he  cried.  “  Tell  me, 
Mrs.  L’Estrange,  you  who  have  known  so  many,  was  there 
ever  a  girl  like  Phillis — so  sweet,  so  fresh,  so  pretty,  and  so 
good  ?  ” 

“  Indeed,  she  is  all  that  you  say,”  Agatha  acknowledged. 

“And  will  you  be  my  friend  with  Colquhoun?  I  am 
going  to  see  him  to-morrow  about  it,  because  I  cannot  stand 
it  any  longer.” 

“He  knows  that  you  visit  me;  he  will  be  prepared  in  a 
way.  And — Oh,  Mr.  Dunquerque,  why  are  you  in  such  a 
hurry  ?  Phillis  is  so  young  and  you  are  so  young.” 

“  I  am  five-and-twenty,  and  Phillis  is  nineteen.” 

“  Then  Phillis  is  so  inexperienced.” 

“Yes;  she  is  inexperienced,”  Jack  repeated.  “And  if 
experience  comes,  she  may  learn  to  love  another  man.” 

“  That  is  what  all  the  men  say.  Why,  you  silly  boy,  if 
Phillis  were  to  love  you  first,  do  you  think  a  thousand  men 
could  make  her  give  you  up  ?  ” 

“  You  are  right :  but  she  does  not  love  me ;  she  only 
likes  me ;  she  does  not  know  what  love  means.  That 
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is  bad  enough  to  think  of.  But  even  that  isn’t  the 
worst.” 

“  What  more  is  there  ?  ” 

“  I  am  so  horribly,  so  abominably  poor.  My  brother 
Isleworth  is  the  pooi’est  peer  in  the  kingdom,  and  I  am  about 
the  poorest  younger  son.  And  Colquhoun  will  think  I  am 
coming  after  Phillis’s  money.” 

“  As  you  are  poor,  it  will  be  a  great  comfort  for  everybody 
concerned,”  said  Agatha,  with  good  sense,  “  to  think  that, 
should  you  marry  Phillis,  she  has  some  money  to  help  you 
with.  Go  and  see  Lawrence  Colquhoun,  Mr.  Dunquerque, 
and — and  if  I  can  help  your  cause,  I  will.  There!  Now 
let  us  have  no  more.” 

“They  will  make  a  pretty  pair,”  said  Mr.  Gilead  Beck 
presently  to  Mrs.  L’Estrange. 

“  0  Mr.  Beck,  you  are  all  in  a  plot !  And  perhaps  after 
all — and  Mr.  Dunquerque  is  so  poor.” 

“  Is  that  so  ?  ”  Mr.  Beck  asked  eagerly.  “  Will  the  young 
lady’s  guardian  refuse  the  best  man  in  all  the  world  because 
he  is  poor  ?  Now,  Mrs.  L’Estrange,  there’s  only  one  way 
out  of  this  muss,  and  perhaps  you  will  take  that  way 
for  me.” 

“  What  is  it,  Mr.  Beck  ?  ” 

“  I  can’t  say  myself  to  Mr.  Dunquerque,  £  What  is  mine 
is  yours.’  And  I  can’t  say  to  Mr.  Colquhoun — not  with  the 
delicacy  that  you  would  put  into  it — that  Mr.  Dunquerque 
shall  have  all  I’ve  got  to  make  him  happy.  I  want  you  to 
say  that  for  me.  Tell  him  there  is  no  two  ways  about  it 
— that  Mr.  Dunquerque  must  marry  Miss  Fleming.  Lord, 
Lord !  why,  they  are  made  for  each  other !  Look  at  him 
now,  Mrs.  L’Estrange,  leanin’  towards  her,  with  a  look 
half  respectful  and  half  hungry.  And  look  at  her,  with 
her  sweet  innocent  eyes ;  she  doesn’t  understand  it,  she 
doesn’t  know  what  he’s  beatin’  down  with  all  his  might : 
the  strong  honest  love  of  a  man — the  best  thing  he’s  got 
to  give.  Wait  till  you  give  the  word,  and  she  feels  his 
arms  about  her  waist,  and  his  lips  close  to  hers.  It’s  a 
beautiful  thing,  love,  I’ve  never  been  in  love  myself,  but 
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I’ve  watched  those  that  were ;  and  I  venture  to  tell  you, 
Mrs.  L’Estrange,  that  from  the  Queen  down  to  the  kitchen- 
maid,  there  isn’t  a  woman  among  them  all  that  isn’t  the 
better  for  being  loved.  And  they  know  it,  too,  all  of  them, 
except  that  pretty  creature.” 


CHAPTER  XXX. 


“Pictoribus  atque  Poetis 
Quidlibet  audendi  semper  fuit  sequa  potestag." 


TH  commissions  ” —  Cornelius  J agenal  spoke  as  if 


Gilead  Beck  was  a  man  of  multitude,  signifying 


many,  and  as  if  one  commission  was  a  thousand — “  with 
commissions  pouring  in  as  they  should,  Brother  Hum'. 


phrey  ”■ 


“  And  the  great  Epic,  the  masterpiece  of  the  century, 
about  to  be  published  in  the  Grand  Style,  brother  Cornelius, 

the  only  style  which  is  worthy  of  its  merits  ” - 

“  Something  definite  should  be  attempted,  Humphrey  < 

“You  mean,  brother  ” - 

“  I  mean,  Humphrey  ” - 

£1  With  regard  to  ” - 

“  With  regard  to  Phillis  Fleming.” 

They  looked  at  each  other  meaningly  and  firmly.  The 
little  table  was  between  them ;  it  was  past  twelve  o’clock ; 
already  two  or  three  soda-water  bottles  were  lying  on  it 
empty ;  and  the  world  looked  rosy  to  the  poetic  pair. 

Humphrey  was  the  first  to  speak  after  the  young  lady’s 
name  was  mentioned.  He  removed  the  pipe  from  his 
mouth,  threw  back  his  head,  stroked  his  long  brown  beard, 
and  addressed  the  ceiling. 

“  She  is,”  he  said,  “  she  is  indeed  a  charming  girl.  Her 
outlines  finely  but  firmly  drawn ;  her  colouring  delicate, 
but  strongly  accentuated ;  the  grouping  to  which  she  lends 
herself  always  differentiated  artistically  ;  her  single  attitudes 
designed  naturally  and  with  freedom ;  her  fiesh-tints 
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remarkably  pure  and  sweet ;  ber  draperies  falling  in  artistio 
folds ;  ber  atmosphere  softened  as  by  the  perfumed  mists  of 
morning ;  ber  hair  tied  in  the  simple  knot  which  is  the 
admiration  and  despair  of  many  painters  ; — you  agree  with 
my  rendering,  brother  Cornelius  ” — he  turned  his  reflective 
gaze  from  the  ceiling,  and  fixed  his  lustrous  eyes,  perhaps 
with  the  least  little  look  of  triumph,  upon  his  brother — “  my 
rendering  of  this  incomparable  Work  ?  ” 

He  spoke  of  the  young  lady  as  if  she  were  a  picture. 
This  was  because,  immediately  after  receiving  his  commis¬ 
sion,  he  bethought  him  of  reading  a  little  modern  criticism, 
and  so  bought  the  Academy  for  a  few  weeks.  In  that  clear 
bubbling  fount  of  modern  English  undefiled,  the  Art  criti¬ 
cisms  are  done  with  such  entire  freedom  from  cant  and 
affectation  that  they  are  a  pleasure  to  read ;  and  from  its 
pages  every  Prig  is  so  jealously  kept  out,  that  the  paper  is 
as  widely  circulated  and  as  popular  as  Punch ;  thus  Hum¬ 
phrey  Jagenal  acquired  a  new  jargon  of  Art  criticism,  which 

he  developed  and  made  his  own. 

Cornelius  had  been  profiting  by  the  same  delightful  and 
genial  enemy  to  Mutual  Admiration  Societies.  He  was  a 
little  taken  aback  for  a  moment  by  the  eloquence  and 
fidelity  of  his  brother’s  word-picture,  but  stimulated  to 
rivalry.  He  made  answer,  gazing  into  the  black  and 
hollow  depths  of  the  empty  fireplace,  and  speaking  slowly, 
as  if  he  enjoyed  his  words  too  much  to  let  them  slip  out 

too  fast — 

“  She  is  all  that  you  say,  Humphrey.  From  your  stand¬ 
point  nothing  could  be  better.  I  judge  her,  however,  from 
my  own  platform.  I  look  on  her  as  one  of  Nature  s  sweetest 
poems;  such  a  poem  as  defies  the  highest  effort  of  the 
greatest  creative  genius ;  where  the  cadenced  lines  are 
sunlit,  and  as  they  ripple  on  make  music  in  your  soul.  You 
are  rapt  with  their  beauty ;  you  are  saddened  with  the 
unapproachable  magic  of  their  charm ;  you  feel  the  deepest 
emotions  of  the  heart  awakened  and  beating  in  responsive 
harmony.  And  when,  after  long  and  patient  watching,  the 
Searcher  after  the  Truth  of  Beauty  feels  each  verse  sink 
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deeper  and  deeper  within  him,  till  it  becomes  a  part  of  his 
own  nature,  there  arises  before  him,  clad  in  mystic  and 
transparent  Coan  robe,  the  spirit  of  subtle  wisdom,  long 
lying  perdu  in  those  magic  utterances.  She  is  a  lyric ;  she 
is  a  sonnet ;  she  is  an  epigram  ” - 

“  At  least,”  interrupted  Humphrey  unkindly,  cutting 
short  his  brother’s  freest  flow,  “at  least  she  doesn’t  carry 
a  sting.” 

“  Then  let  us  say  an  Idyl  ” - 

“Cornelius,  make  an  Idyl  yourself  for  her,”  Humphrey 
interrupted  again,  because  really  his  brother  was  taking  an 
unfair  advantage  of  a  paltry  verbal  superiority.  “Now  that 
we  have  both  described  her — and  I  am  sure,  brother,”  he 
added,  out  of  the  kindness  of  his  heart,  “no  description 
could  be  more  poetically  true  than  your  own — it  would 
make  even  a  stranger  see  Phillis  standing  in  a  vision 
before  his  eyes.  But  let  us  see  what  had  better  be 
done.” 

“We  must  act  at  once,  Humphrey.  We  must  call  upon 
her  at  her  guardian’s,  Mrs.  L’Estrange,  at  Twickenham. 
Perhaps  that  lady  does  not  know  so  many  men  of  genius  as 
to  render  the  accession  of  two  more  to  her  circle  anything 
but  a  pleasure  and  an  honour.  And  as  for  our  next  steps, 
they  must  be  guided  by  our  finesse,  by  our  knowledge  of  the 
world,  our  insight  into  a  woman’s  heart,  our — shall  I  say 
our  power  of  intrigue,  Humphrey  ?  ” 

Then  the  Artist  positively  winked.  It  is  not  a  gesture  to 
be  commended  from  an  artistic  point  of  view,  but  he  did  it. 
Then  he  chuckled  and  wagged  his  head. 

Then  the  Poet  in  his  turn  also  winked,  chuckled,  and 
wagged  his  head  too. 

“We  understand  each  other,  Humphrey.  We  always  do.” 

“We  must  make  our  own  opportunity,”  said  the  Artist 
thoughtfully.  “  Not  together,  but  separately.” 

“  Surely  separately.  Together  would  never  do.” 

“We  will  go  to  bed  early  to-night,  in  order  to  be  fresh 
to-morrow.  Have  you — did  you — can  you  give  me  any  of 
your  own  experiences  in  this  way,  Cornelius  ?  ” 
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The  Poet  shook  his  head. 

“  I  may  have  been  wooed,”  he  said.  “  Men  of  genius  are 
always  run  after.  But  as  I  am  a  bachelor,  you  see  it  is  clear 
that  I  never  proposed.” 

Humphrey  had  much  the  same  idea  in  his  own  mind,  and 
felt  as  if  the  wind  was  a  little  taken  out  of  his  sails.  This 
often  happens  when  two  sister  craft  cruise  so  very  close  along¬ 
side  of  each  other. 

“  Do  not  let  us  be  nervous,  Humphrey,”  the  elder  brother 
went  on  kindly.  “  It  is  the  simplest  thing  in  the  world,  I 
dare  say,  when  you  come  to  do  it.  Love  finds  out  a 
way.” 

“  When  I  was  in  Pome  ” - Humphrey  said,  casting  his 

thoughts  backwards  thirty  years. 

cc  When  I  was  in  Heidelberg  ” - said  Cornelius,  in  the 

same  mood  of  retrospective  meditation. 

“  There  was  a  model — a  young  artist’s  model  ” - 

“  There  was  a  little  country  girl  ” - 

“  With  the  darkest  eyes,  and  hair  of  a  deep  blue-black,  the 
kind  of  colour  one  seems  only  to  read  of  or  to  see  in  a 
picture.” 

“  With  blue  eyes  as  limpid  as  the  waters  of  the  Neckar, 
and  light-brown  hair  which  caught  the  sunshine  in  a  way 
that  one  seldom  seems  to  see,  but  which  we  poets  sometimes 
sing  of.” 

Then  they  both  started  and  looked  at  each  other  guiltily. 

“  Cornelius,”  said  Humphrey,  “  I  think  that  Phillis 
would  not  like  these  reminiscences.  We  must  offer  virgin 
hearts.” 

“  True,  brother,”  said  Cornelius  with  a  sigh,  “  we  must. 
Yet  the  recollection  is  not  unpleasant.” 

They  went  to  bed  early,  only  concentrating  into  two  hours 
the  brandy-and-soda  of  four.  It  was  a  wonderful  thing  that 
neither  gave  the  other  the  least  hint  of  a  separate  and  indi¬ 
vidual  preference  for  Phillis.  They  were  running  together, 
as  usual,  in  double  harness,  and  so  far  as  might  be  gathered 
from  their  conversation  they  were  proposing  to  themselves 
that  both  should  marry  Phillis. 
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They  dressed  with  more  than  usual  care  in  the  morning, 
and,  without  taking  their  customary  walk,  sat  each  in  his  own 
room  till  two  o’clock,  when  Humphrey  sought  Cornelius  in 
the  Workshop. 

They  surveyed  each  other  with  admiration.  They  were 
certainly  a  remarkable  pair,  and,  save  for  that  little  redness 
of  the  nose  already  alluded  to,  they  were  more  youthful  than 
one  could  conceive  possible  at  the  age  of  fifty.  Their  step 
was  elastic ;  their  eyes  were  bright ;  Humphrey’s  beard  was 
as  brown  and  silky,  Cornelius’s  cheek  as  smooth,  as  twenty 
years  before.  This  it  is  to  lead  a  life  unclouded  and  devoted 
to  contemplation  of  Art.  This  it  is  to  have  a  younger 
brother,  successful,  and  never  tired  of  working  for  his 
seniors. 

“  We  are  not  nervous,  brother?”  asked  Cornelius,  with  a 
little  hesitation. 

“  Not  at  all,”  said  Humphrey  sturdily,  “  not  at  all.  Still,  to 
steady  the  system,  perhaps” - 

“Yes,”  said  Cornelius;  “you  are  quite  right,  brother. 
We  will.” 

There  was  no  need  of  words.  The  reader  knows  already 
what  was  implied. 

Humphrey  led  the  way  to  the  dining-room,  where  he 
speedily  found  a  pint  of  champagne.  With  this  modest  pick- 
me-up,  which  no  one  surely  will  grudge  the  brethren,  they 
started  on  their  way. 

“  What  we  need,  Cornelius,”  said  Humphrey,  putting  him¬ 
self  outside  the  last  drop — “  What  we  need.  Not  what  we 
wish  for.” 

Then  he  straightened  his  back,  smote  his  chest,  stamped 
lustily  with  his  right  foot,  and  looked  like  a  war-horse  before 
the  battle. 

Unconscious  of  the  approaching  attack  of  these  two  con¬ 
quering  heroes,  Phillis  and  Agatha  L’Estrange  were  sitting 
in  the  shade  and  on  the  grass  :  the  elder  lady  with  some 
work,  the  younger  doing  nothing.  It  was  a  special  charac¬ 
teristic  with  her  that  she  could  sit  for  hours  doing  nothing.  So 
the  modern  Arabs,  the  gipsies,  niggerdom  in  general,  and  all 


THE  GOLDEN  BUTTERFLY. 


33i 


that  large  section  cf  humanity  which  has  never  learned  to 
read  and  write,  are  contented  to  fold  their  hands,  lie  down, 
and  think  away  the  golden  hours.  What  they  think  about, 
these  untutored  tribes,  the  Lord  only  knows.  Whether  by 
degrees,  and  as  they  grow  old,  some  faint  intelligence  of  the 
divine  order  sinks  into  their  souls,  or  whether  they  become 
slowly  enwrapped  in  the  beauty  of  the  world,  or  whether 
their  thoughts,  always  turned  in  the  bacon- an d-cabbage 
direction,  are  wholly  gross  and  earthly,  I  cannot  tell.  Phillis’s 
thoughts  were  still  as  the  thoughts  of  a  child,  but  as  those  of 
a  child  passing  into  womanhood :  partly  selfish,  inasmuch  as 
she  consciously  placed  her  own  individuality,  as  every  child 
does,  in  the  centre  of  the  universe,  and  made  the  sun,  the 
moon,  the  planets,  and  all  the  minor  stars  revolve  around 
her ;  partly  unselfish,  because  they  hovered  about  the  forms 
of  the  two  or  three  people  she  loved,  and  took  the  shape  of 
devising  means  of  pleasing  these  people  ;  partly  artistic, 
because  the  beauty  of  the  June  afternoon  cried  aloud  foi 
admiration,  while  the  sunshine  lay  on  the  lawns  and  the 
flower-beds,  threw  up  the  light  leaves  and  blossoms  of  the 
passion-flower  on  the  house-side,  and  made  darker  shadows 
in  the  gables,  while  the  glorious  river  ran  swiftly  at  her  feet. 
The  river  of  which  she  never  tired.  Other  things  lost  their 
novelty,  but  the  river  never. 

“  I  wish  Jack  Dunquerque  were  here,”  she  said  at  last. 

“  I  wish  so,  too,”  said  Agatha.  “  Why  did  we  not  invite 
him,  Phillis  ?  ” 

Then  they  were  silent  again. 

“  I  wish  Mr.  Beck  would  call,”  remarked  Phillis. 

“  My  dear,  we  do  nothing  but  wish.  But  here  is  somebody 
— two  young  gentlemen.  Who  are  they,  I  wonder  ?  ” 

“  0  Agatha,  they  are  the  Twins  !  ” 

Phillis  sprang  from  her  seat,  and  ran  to  meet  them  with  a 
most  unaffected  pleasure. 

“  This  is  Mr.  Cornelius  Jagenal,”  she  said,  introducing 
them  to  Agatha.  “The  Poet,  you  know.”  And  here  she 
laughed,  because  Agatha  did  not  know,  and  Cornelius  perked 
up  his  head  and  tried  to  look  unconscious  of  his  fame, 
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1  And  this  is  Mr.  Humphrey,  the  Artist.”  And  then  she 
laughed  again,  because  Humphrey  did  exactly  the  same  as 
Cornelius,  only  with  an  air  of  deprecation,  as  one  who  would 
say,  “  Never  mind  my  fame  for  the  present.” 

It  was  embarrassing  for  Mrs.  L’Estrange,  because  she 
could  not  for  her  life  recollect  any  Poet  or  Artist  named 
Jagenal.  The  men  and  their  work  were  alike  unknown  to 
her.  And  why  did  Phillis  laugh?  And  what  did  the  pair 
before  her  look  so  solemn  about  ? 

They  were  solemn  partly  from  vanity,  which  is  the  cause 
of  most  of  the  grave  solemnity  we  so  much  admire  in  the 
world,  and  partly  because,  finding  themselves  face  to  face 
with  Phillis,  they  became  suddenly  and  painfully  aware 
that  they  had  come  on  a  delicate  errand.  Cornelius  looked 
furtively  at  Humphrey,  and  the  Artist  glanced  at  the  Poet, 
but  neither  found  any  help  from  his  brother.  Their  courage, 
as  evanescent  as  that  of  Mr.  Eobert  Acres,  was  rapidly 
oozing  out  at  their  boots. 

Phillis  noted  their  embarrassment,  and  tried  to  put  them 
at  their  ease.  This  was  difficult ;  they  were  so  inordinately 
vain,  so  self-conscious,  so  unused  to  anything  beyond  their 
daily  experience,  that  they  were  as  awkward  as  a  pair 
of  fantoccini.  People  who  live  alone  get  into  the  habit 
of  thinking  and  talking  about  themselves  ;  the  Twins 
were  literally  unable  to  think  or  speak  on  any  other 
subject. 

Phillis,  they  saw,  to  begin  with,  was  altered.  Somehow 
she  looked  older.  Certainly  more  formidable.  And  it  was 
awkward  to  feel  that  she  was  taking  them  in  a  manner  under 
her  own  protection  before  a  stranger.  And  why  did  she 
laugh?  The  task  which  they  discussed  with  such  an  airy 
confidence  over  the  brandy-and-soda  assumed,  in  the  presence 
of  the  young  lady  herself,  dimensions  quite  out  of  proportion 
to  their  midnight  estimate.  All  these  considerations  made 
them  feel  and  look  ill  at  ease. 

Also  it  was  vexatious  that  neither  of  the  ladies  turned 
the  conversation  upon  the  subject  nearest  to  each  man's 
heart  — >  his  own  Work,  On  the  contrary,  Phillis  asked 
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after  Joseph,  and  sent  him  an  invitation  to  come  and  see 
her;  Mrs.  L’Estrange  talked  timidly  about  the  weather, 
and  tried  them  on  the  Opera,  on  the  Academy,  and  on  the 
last  volume  of  Browning.  It  was  odd  in  so  great  an  Artist 
as  Humphrey  that  he  had  not  yet  seen  the  Academy,  and 
in  so  great  a  Poet  as  Cornelius  that  he  had  not  read  any 
recent  poetry.  Then  they  tried  to  talk  about  flowers. 
The  two  city-bred  artists  knew  a  wall  -  flower  from  a 
cabbage  and  a  rose  from  a  sprig  of  asparagus,  and  that 
was  all. 

Phillis  would  not  help  either  the  Twins  or  Agatha,  so 
that  the  former  grew  more  helpless  every  moment.  In  fact, 
the  girl  was  staring  at  them,  and  wondering  to  feel  how 
differently  she  regarded  men  and  manners  since  that  first 
evening  in  Carnarvon  Square,  when  they  produced  cham¬ 
pagne  in  her  honour,  and  drank  it  all  up  themselves. 

She  remembered  how  she  had  looked  at  them  with  awe ; 
how,  after  a  day  or  two,  this  reverence  vanished  ;  how  she 
found  them  to  be  mere  shallow  wind-bags  and  humbugs, 
and  regarded  them  with  contempt ;  how  she  made  fun  01 
them  with  Jack  Dunquerque ;  and  how  she  drew  their 
portraits. 

And  now — it  was  a  mark  of  her  advanced  education — 
she  looked  at  them  with  pity.  They  were  so  dependent  on 
each  other  for  admiration ;  they  were  so  childishly  vain ; 
they  were  so  full  of  themselves;  and  their  daily  life  of 
sleep,  drink,  and  boastful  pretension  showed  itself  to  her 
experienced  head  as  so  mean  and  sordid  a  thing. 

She  came  to  the  help  of  the  whole  party,  and  took  the 
Twins  for  a  walk  among  the  flowers,  flattering  them,  asking 
how  Work  got  on,  congratulating  them  on  their  good  looks, 
and  generally  making  things  comfortable  for  them. 

Presently  she  found  herself  on  the  sloping  bank  of  the 
river  where  she  was  wont  to  sit  with  Jack.  Cornelius 
Jagenal  alone  was  by  her  side.  She  looked  round,  and  saw 
Humphrey  standing  before  Mrs.  L’Estrange,  and  occasion¬ 
ally  glancing  over  his  shoulder.  And  she  noticed,  then,  a 
curiously  nervous  motion  of  her  companion’s  hand ;  also 
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that  his  cheek  was  twitching  with  some  secret  emotion. 
He  looked  older,  too,  she  thought ;  perhaps  that  was  the 
bright  sunlight,  which  brought  out  the  dells  and  valleys 
and  the  crows-feet  round  his  eyes. 

He  cleared  his  voice  with  an  effort,  and  opened  his  mouth 
to  speak,  but  shut  it  again,  silent. 

“  You  were  going  to  say,  Mr.  Cornelius  ?  ” 

“  Yes.  Will  you  sit  down,  Miss  Fleming  ?  ” 

“  He  is  going  to  tell  me  about  the  Upheaving  of  JElfredf 
thought  Phillis.  “  And  how  does  the  Workshop  get  on  ?  ” 
she  asked. 

“ Fairly  well,”  he  replied  modestly.  “We  publish  in  the 
autumn.  The  work  is  to  be  brought  out,  you  will  be  glad 
to  learn,  with  all  the  luxury  of  the  best  illustrations,  paper, 
print,  and  binding  that  money  can  procure.” 

“  So  that  all  you  want  is  the  poem  itself,”  said  Phillis, 
with  a  mischievous  light  in  her  eyes. 

“Ye-yes” - he  winced  a  little.  “As  you  say,  the 

Epic  itself  alone  is  wanting,  and  that  advances  with  mighty 
strides.  My  brother  Humphrey  —  a  noble  creature  is 
Humphrey,  Miss  Fleming” - 

She  bowed  and  smiled. 

“  Is  he  still  hard  at  work  ?  Always  hard  at  work  ?  ” 
She  laughed  as  she  asked  the  question. 

“His  work  is  crushing  him,  Miss  Fleming — may  I  call 
you  Phillis?”  He  spoke  very  solemnly — “His  work  is 
crushing  him.” 

“Of  course  you  may,  Mr.  Cornelius.  We  are  quite  old 
friends.  But  I  am  sorry  to  hear  that  your  brother  is  being 
crushed.” 

“Yesterday,  Phillis — I  feel  to  you  already  like  a  brother,” 
pursued  the  Poet — “  yesterday  I  discovered  the  secret  of 
Humphrey’s  life.  May  I  tell  it  you  ?  ” 

“  If  you  please.”  She  began  to  be  a  littje  bored.  Also 
she  noticed  that  Agatha  wore  a  look  of  mute  suffering,  as 
if  the  Artist  was  getting  altogether  too  much  for  her.  “  If 
you  please ;  but  be  quick,  because  I  think  Mrs.  L’Estrange 
wants  me.” 
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“  I  will  tell  you  tlie  secret  in  a  few  words.  My  brother 
Humphrey  adores  you  with  all  the  simplicity  and  strength 
of  a  noble  artistic  nature.” 

“  Does  he  ?  You  mean  he  likes  me  very  much.  How 
good  he  is !  I  am  very  glad  to  hear  it,  Mr.  Cornelius, 
though  why  it  need  be  a  secret  I  do  not  know.” 

“  Then  my  poor  brother — he  is  all  loyalty,  and  brings  you 
a  virgin  heart,”  (0  Cornelius !  and  the  model  with  the  blue- 
black  hair !)  “  an  unsullied  name,  and  the  bright  prospects 
of  requited  genius — my  brother  may  hope  ?  ” 

Phillis  did  not  understand  one  word. 

“Certainly,”  she  said;  “I  am  sure  I  should  like  to  see 
him  hoping.” 

“I  will  tell  him,  sister  Phillis,”  said  Cornelius,  nodding 
with  a  sunny  smile.  “You  have  made  two  men  happy, 
and  one  at  least  grateful.” 

His  mission  was  accomplished,  his  task  done.  It  will 
hardly  be  believed  that  this  treacherous  bard,  growing 
more  and  more  nervous  as  he  reflected  on  the  uncertainty 
of  the  wedded  life,  actually  came  to  a  sudden  resolution  to 
plead  his  brother’s  cause.  Humphrey  was  the  younger. 
Let  him  bear  off  the  winsome  bride. 

“  It  will  be  a  change  in  our  lives,”  he  said.  “  You  will 
allow  me  to  have  my  share  in  his  happiness  ?  ” 

Phillis  made  no  reply.  Decidedly  the  Poet  was  gone 
distraught  with  overmuch  reading  and  thought. 

Cornelius,  smiling,  crowing,  and  laughing  almost  like  a 
child,  pressed  her  hand  and  left  her,  stepping  with  a 
youthful  elasticity  across  the  lawn.  Humphrey,  sitting 
beside  Mrs.  L’Estrange,  was  bewildering  that  good  lady 
with  a  dessertation  on  colour  &  propos  of  a  flower  which  he 
held  in  his  hand.  Agatha  could  not  understand  this 
strange  pair,  who  looked  so  youthful  until  you  came  to 
see  them  closely,  and  then  they  seemed  to  be  of  any  age 
you  pleased  to  name.  Nor  could  she  understand  their 
talk,  which  was  pedantic,  affected,  and  continually  involved 
the  theory  that  the  speaker  was,  next  to  his  brother,  the 
greatest  of  living  men. 
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If  it  was  awkward  and  stupid  sitting  with  Humphrey  on 
a  bench  while  he  discoursed  on  Colour,  it  was  still  more 
awkward  when  the  other  one  appeared  with  a  countenance 
wreathed  with  smiles,  and  sat  on  the  other  side.  Nor  did 
there  appear  any  reason  why  the  one  with  the  beard  should 
suddenly  break  off  his  oration,  turn  very  red  in  the  face, 
get  up,  and  walk  slowly  across  the  lawn  to  take  his 
brother’s  place.  But  that  is  what  he  did,  and  Cornelius 
took  up  the  running. 

Humphrey  sat  down  beside  Phillis  without  speaking. 
She  noticed  in  him  the  same  characteristics  of  nervousness 
as  in  his  brother.  Twice  he  attempted  to  speak,  and  twice 
his  tongue  clave  to  the  roof  of  his  mouth. 

“  He  is  going  to  tell  me  that  Cornelius  adores  me,”  she 
thought. 

It  was  instinct.  That  was  exactly  what  Humphrey — 
the  treacherous  Humphrey  —  had  determined  on  doing. 
Matrimony,  contemplated  at  close  quarters  and  in  the 
presence  of  the  enemy,  so  to  speak,  lost  all  its  charms. 
Humphrey  thought  of  the  pleasant  life  in  Carnarvon  Square, 
and  determined,  at  the  very  last  moment,  that  if  either  of 
them  was  to  marry  it  should  not  be  himself.  Cornelius 
was  the  elder.  Let  him  be  married  first. 

“  You  are  peaceful  and  happy  here,  Miss  Fleming — may 
I  call  you  Phillis  ?  ” 

“Certainly,  Mr.  Humphrey.  We  are  old  friends,  you 
know.  And  I  am  very  happy  here.” 

“I  am  glad” — he  sighed  heavily — “I  am  very  glad 
indeed  to  hear  that.” 

“Are  you  not  happy,  Mr.  Humphrey?  Why  do  you 
look  so  gloomy?  And  how  is  the  Great  Picture  getting 
on?” 

“  The  ‘  Birth  of  the  Benaissance’  is  advancing  rapidly — 
rapidly,”  he  said.  “It  is  already  bought  by  a  rich  and 
generous  patron.  It  will  occupy  a  canvas  fourteen  feet  long 
by  six  high.” 

“If  you  have  got  the  canvas,  and  the  frame,  and  the 
purchaser,  all  you  want  now  is  the  Picture.” 
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‘‘True,  as  you  say,  the  Picture.  It  is  all  that  I  want. 
And  that  is  striding— literally  striding.  I  am  happy,  dear 
Miss  Fleming,  dear  Phillis,  since  I  may  call  you  by  your 
pretty  Christian  name.  It  is  of  my  brother  that  I  think. 
It  is  on  his  account  that  I  feel  unhappy.” 

What  is  the  matter  with  him  ?  ” 

She  tried  very  hard  not  to  laugh,  but  would  not  trust 
herself  to  look  in  his  face.  So  that  he  thought  she  was 
modestly  guessing  his  secret. 

He  is  a  great,  a  noble  fellow.  His  life  is  made  up  of 
sacrifices .  and  devoted  to  hard  work.  No  one  works  so 
conscientiously  as  Cornelius.  Now,  at  length,  the  prospect 
opens  up,  and  he  will  take  immediately  his  true  position 
among  English  poets.” 

“  Indeed,  I  am  glad  of  it.” 

“Thank  you.  Yet  he  is  not  happy.  There  is  a  secret 
sorrow  in  his  life.” 

“Oh,  dear!”  Phillis  cried  impatiently,  “do  let  me  know 
it,  and  at  once.  Was  there  ever  such  a  pair  of  devoted 
brothers  ?  ” 

Humphrey  was  disconcerted  for  the  moment,  but  went  on 
again : 

“  A  secret  which  no  one  has  guessed  but  myself.” 

“  I  know  what  it  is.”  She  laughed  and  clapped  her 
hands. 

“  Has  he  told  you,  Phillis  ?  The  secret  of  his  life  is  that 
my  brother  Cornelius  is  attached  to  you  with  all  the  devo¬ 
tion  of  his  grand  poetic  soul.” 

“  Why,  that  was  what  I  thought  you  were  going  to 
say !  ” 

“  You  knew  it  ?  ”  Humphrey  was  as  solemn  as  an  eight- 
day  clock,  while  Phillis’s  eyes  danced  with  mirth.  “And 
you  feel  the  response  of  a  passionate  nature?  He  shall 
be  your  Petrarch.  You  shall  read  his  very  soul.  But 
Cornelius  brings  you  a  virgin  heart,  a  virgin  heart,  Phillis  ” 
(0  Humphrey !  and  after  what  you  know  about  Gretchen  ! ). 

“  May  he  hope  that  ” - 

“  Certainly  he  may  hope,  and  so  may  you.  And  now  we 
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have  had  quite  enough  of  devotion  and  secrets  and  great 
poetic  souls.  Come,  Mr.  Humphrey.” 

She  rose  from  the  grass  and  looked  him  in  the  face,  laugh¬ 
ing.  For  a  moment  the  thought  crossed  the  Artist’s  brain 
that  he  had  made  a  mess  of  it  somehow. 

“Now,”  she  said,  joining  the  other  two,  “let  us  have  some 
tea,  and  be  real.” 

Neither  of  them  understood  her  desire  to  be  real,  and  the 
Twins  declined  tea.  That  beverage  they  considered  worthy 
only  of  late  breakfast,  and  to  be  taken  as  a  morning  pick-me- 
up.  So  they  departed,  taking  leave  with  a  multitudinous 
smile  and  many  tender  hand-pressures.  As  they  left  the 
garden  together  arm-in-arm  they  straightened  their  backs, 
held  up  their  heads,  and  stuck  out  their  legs  like  the  Knave 
of  Spades.  And  they  looked  so  exactly  like  a  pair  of 
triumphant  cocks  that  Phillis  almost  expected  them  to 
crow. 

“  Au  revoir ,”  said  Cornelius,  taking  off  his  hat,  with 
a  whole  wreath  of  smiles,  for  a  final  parting  at  the 
gate. 

“ Sans  dire  adieu,”  said  Humphrey,  doing  the  same, 
with  a  light  in  his  eyes  which  played  upon  his  beard  like 
sunshine. 

“  Phillis,  my  dear,”  said  Agatha,  “  they  really  are  the  most 
wonderful  pair  I  ever  saw.” 

“  They  are  so  funny,”  said  Phillis,  laughing.  “  They  sleep 
all  day,  and  when  they  wake  up  they  pretend  to  have  been 
working.  And  they  sit  up  all  night.  And,  0  Agatha  !  each 
one  came  to  me  just  now,  and  told  me  he  had  a  secret  to 
impart  to  me.” 

“  What  was  that,  my  dear  ?  ” 

“  That  the  other  one  adored  me,  and  might  he  hope?  ” 

“  But,  Phillis,  this  is  beyond  a  joke.  And  actually  here, 
before  my  very  eyes  !  ” 

“  I  said  they  might  both  hope.  Though  I  don’t  know  what 
they  are  to  hope.  It  seems  to  me  that  if  those  two  lazy 
men,  who  never  do  anything  but  pretend  to  be  exhausted 
with  work,  were  only  to  hope  for  anything  at  all  it  might 
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wake  them  up  a  little.  And  they  each  said  that  the  other 

would  bring  me  a  virgin  heart,  Agatha.  What  did  they 
mean  ?  ”  J 

Agatha  laughed. 

“Well,  my  dear,  it  is  a  most  uncommon  thing  to  find 
m  a  man  of  fifty,  and  I  should  say,  if  it  were  true,  which 
I  don’t  believe,  that  it  argued  extreme  insensibility.  Such 
an  offering  is  desirable  at  five  and  twenty,  but  very,  very 
rare,  my  dear,  at  any  age.  And  at  their  time  of  life 
I  should  think  that  it  was  like  an  apple  in  May — kept  too 
long,  Phillis,  and  tasting  of  the  straw.  But  then  you  don’t 
understand.” 

Phillis  thought  that  a  virgin  heart  might  be  one  of  the 
things  to  be  understood  when  the  Coping-stone  was  achieved, 
and  asked  no  more. 

At  the  Richmond  railway-station  the  brothers,  who  had 
not  spoken  a  word  to  each  other  since  leaving  the  house, 
turned  into  the  refreshment-room  by  common  consent  and 
without  consultation.  They  had,  as  usual,  a  brandy-and- 
soda,  and  on  taking  the  glasses  in  their  hands  they  looked 
at  each  other  and  smiled. 

“  Cornelius.” 

“  Humphrey.” 

“Shall  we” — the  Artist  dropped  his  voice,  so  that  the 
attendant  damsel  might  not  hear — “  shall  we  drink  the 
health  and  happiness  of  Phillis  ?  ” 

“We  will,  Humphrey,”  replied  the  Poet,  with  enthusiasm. 
When  they  got  into  the  train  and  found  themselves  alone 
in  the  carriage  they  dug  each  other  in  the  ribs  once,  with 
great  meaning. 

“  She  knows,”  said  the  Poet,  with  a  grin  worthy  of 
Mephistopheles,  “that  she  has  found  a  virgin  heart.” 

“  She  does,”  said  Humphrey.  “  0  Cornelius,  and  the 
little  Gretchen  and  the  milkpails  ?  Byronic  Rover  !  ” 

“Ah,  Humphrey,  shall  I  tell  her  of  the  contadina,  the 
black-eyed  model,  and  the  old  wild  days  in  Rome,  eh  ?  Don 
Giovanni !  ” 

Then  they  both  laughed,  and  then  they  fell  asleep  in  the 
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carriage,  because  it  was  long  past  tbeir  regular  Lour  for  the 
afternoon  nap,  and  slept  till  the  guard  took  their  tickets  at 
Vauxhall. 


CHAPTER  XXXI. 

“  This  fellow’s  of  exceeding  honesty, 

And  knows  all  qualities.” 

IT  was  the  night  of  the  Derby  of  1875.  The  great  race 
had  been  run,  and  the  partisans  of  Galopin  were  trium¬ 
phant.  Those  who  had  set  their  affections  on  other  names 
had  finished  their  weeping,  because  by  this  time  lamenta¬ 
tion,  especially  among  those  of  the  baser  sort,  was  changed 
for  a  cheerful  resignation  begotten  of  much  beer.  The 
busy  road  was  deserted,  save  for  the  tramps  who  plodded 
their  weary  way  homeward ;  the  moon,  now  in  its  third 
quarter,  looked  with  sympathetic  eye  upon  the  sleeping 
forms  which  dotted  the  silent  downs.  These  lay  strewn 
like  unto  the  bodies  on  a  battle-field — they  lay  in  rows, 
they  lay  singly ;  they  were  protected  from  the  night-dews 
by  canvas  tents,  or  they  were  exposed  to  the  moonlight 
and  the  wind.  All  day  long  these  people  had  plied  the 
weary  trade  of  amusing  a  mob ;  the  Derby,  when  most 
hearts  are  open,  is  the  harvest-day  of  those  who  play 
instruments,  those  who  dance,  those  who  tumble,  those 
who  tell  fortunes.  Among  these  honest  artists  sleeps  the 
’prentice  who  is  going  to  rob  the  till  to  pay  his  debt  of 
honour ;  the  seedy  betting-man  in  a  drunken  stupor ;  the 
boy  who  has  tramped  all  the  way  from  town  to  pick  up  a 
sixpence  somehow ;  the  rustic  who  loves  a  race ;  and  the 
sharp-fingered  lad  with  the  restless  eye  and  a  pocketful  of 
handkerchiefs.  The  holiday  is  over,  and  few  are  the  heads 
which  will  awake  in  the  morning  clear  and  untroubled 
with  regrets,  remorse,  or  hot  coppers.  It  is  two  in  the 
morning,  and  most  of  the  revellers  are  asleep.  A  few,  still 
awake,  are  at  the  Burleigh  Club ;  and  among  these  are 
Gilead  Beck,  Ladds,  and  Jack  Dunquerque. 
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They  have  been  to  Epsom.  On  the  course  the  two 
Englishmen  seemed,  not  unnaturally,  to  know  a  good  many 
men.  Some,  whose  voices  were,  oddly  enough,  familiar  to 
Gilead  Beck,  shook  hands  with  him  and  laughed.  One 
voice — it  belonged  to  a  man  in  a  light  coat  and  a  white 
hat — reminded  him  of  Thomas  Carlyle.  The  owner  of  the 
voice  laughed  cheerfully  when  Beck  told  him  so.  Another 
made  him  mindful  of  John  Ruskin.  And  the  owner  of 
that  voice,  too,  laughed  and  changed  the  subject.  They 
were  all  cheerful,  these  friends  of  Jack  Dunquerque ;  they 
partook  with  affability  of  the  luncheon  and  drank  freely 
of  the  champagne.  Also  there  was  a  good  deal  of  quiet 
betting.  Jack  Dunquerque,  Gilead  Beck  observed,  was  the 
least  adventurous.  Betting  and  gambling  were  luxuries 
which  Jack’s  income  would  not  allow  him.  Most  other 
things  he  could  share  in,  but  betting  was  beyond  him. 
Gilead  Beck  plunged  and  won.  It  was  a  part  of  his  Luck 
that  he  should  win ;  but,  nevertheless,  when  Galopin  carried 
his  owner’s  colours  past  the  winning-post,  Gilead  gave  a 
great  shout  of  triumph,  and  felt  for  once  the  pleasures  of 
the  Turf. 

Now  it  was  all  over.  Jack  and  he  were  together  in  the 
smoking-room,  where  half  a  dozen  lingered.  Ladds  was 
somewhere  in  the  club,  but  not  with  them. 

“  It  was  a  fine  sight,”  said  Gilead  Beck,  on  the  subject 
of  the  race  generally ;  “  a  fine  sight.  In  the  matter  of 
crowds  you  beat  us :  that  I  allow.  And  the  horses  were 
good :  that  I  allow  too.  But  let  me  show  you  a  trotting- 
race,  where  the  sweet  little  winner  goes  his  measured  mile 
in  two  minutes  and  a  half.  That  seems  to  me  better 
sport.  But  the  Derby  is  a  fine  race,  and  I  admit  it. 
When  I  go  back  to  America,”  he  went  on,  “  I  shall  institute 
races  of  my  own  —  with  a  great  National  Dunquerque 
Cup  —  and  we  will  have  an  American  Derby,  with  trot¬ 
ting  thrown  in.  There’s  room  for  both  sports.  What  do 
you  think,  Mr.  Dunquerque,  of  having  sports  from  all 
countries  ?  ” 

“  Seems  a  bright  idea.  Take  your  bull-fights  from  Spain ; 
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your  fencing  from  France ;  your  racing  from  England — what 
will  you  have  from  Germany  ?  ” 

“  Playing  at  soldiers,  I  guess.  They  don’t  seem  to  care 
for  any  other  game.” 

“  And  Russia  ?  ” 

“  A  great  green  table  with  a  pack  of  cards  and  a  roulette. 
We  can  get  a  few  Egyptian  bonds  for  the  Greeks  to  exhibit 
their  favourite  game  with.  We  may  import  a  band  of 
brigands  for  the  Italian  sports.  Imitation  murder  will 
represent  Turkish  Delights,  and  the  performers  shall  camp 
in  Central  Park.  It  wouldn’t  be  bad  fun  to  go  out  at 
night  and  hunt  them.  Say,  Mr.  Dunquerque,  we’ll  do  it. 
A  permanent  Exhibition  of  the  Amusements  of  all  Nations. 
You  shall  come  over  if  you  like,  and  show  them  English  fox¬ 
hunting.  Where  is  Captain  Ladds  ?  ” 

“  I  left  him  hovering  round  the  card-tables.  I  will  bring 
him  up.” 

Presently  Jack  returned. 

“  Ladds  is  hard  at  work  at  dearth  with  a  villainous- 
looking  stranger.  And  I  should  think,  from  the  way 
Tommy  is  sticking  at  it,  that  Tommy  is  dropping  pretty 
heavily.” 

“  It’s  an  American  he’s  playing  with,”  said  one  of  the 
other  men  in  the  room.  “  Don’t  know  who  brought  him ; 
not  a  member;  a  Major  Hamilton  Ruggles  —  don’t  know 
what  service.” 

Mr.  Beck  looked  up  quietly,  and  reflected  a  moment. 
Then  he  said  softly  to  Jack — 

“  Mr.  Dunquerque,  I  think  we  can  have  a  little  amuse¬ 
ment  out  of  this.  If  you  were  to  go  now  to  Captain  Ladds, 
and  if  you  were  to  bring  him  up  to  this  same  identical  room 
with  Major  Hamilton  Ruggles,  I  think,  sir, — I  do  think  you 
would  see  something  pleasant.” 

There  was  a  sweet  and  winning  smile  on  the  face  of 
Mr.  Beck  when  he  spoke  these  words.  Jack  immediately 
understood  that  there  was  going  to  be  a  row,  and  went  at 
once  on  his  errand,  in  order  to  promote  it  to  the  best  of  his 
power. 
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“  You  know  Major  Ruggles  ?  ”  asked  the  first  speaker. 

“  No,  sir,  no  —  I  can  hardly  say  that  I  know  Major 
Ruggles.  But  I  think  he  knows  me.” 

In  ten  minutes  Ladds  and  his  adversary  at  icarti  came 
upstairs.  Ladds  wore  the  heavy  impenetrable  look  in  which, 
as  in  a  mask,  he  always  played  ;  the  other,  who  had  a  limp 
in  one  leg  and  a  heavy  scar  across  his  face,  came  with  him. 
He  was  laughing  in  a  high-pitched  voice.  After  them  came 
Jack. 

At  sight  of  Mr.  Beck,  Major  Ruggles  stopped  suddenly. 

“  I  beg  your  pardon,  Captain  Ladds,”  he  said.  “  I  find  I 
have  forgotten  my  handkerchief.” 

He  turned  to  go.  But,  Jack,  the  awkward,  was  in  his 

way. 

“  Handkerchief  sticking  out  of  your  pocket,”  said  Ladds. 

“  So  it  is,  so  it  is  !  ” 

By  a  sort  of  instinct  the  half-dozen  men  in  the  smoking- 
room  seemed  to  draw  their  chairs  and  to  close  in  together. 
There  was  evidently  something  going  to  happen. 

Mr.  Beck  rose  solemnly  —  surely  nobody  ever  had  so 
grave  a  face  as  Gilead  P.  Beck — and  advanced  to  Major 
Ruggles. 

“  Major  Ruggles,”  he  said,  a  I  gave  you  to  understand, 
two  days  ago,  that  I  didn’t  remember  you.  I  found  out 
afterwards  that  I  was  wrong.  I  remember  you  perfectly 
welk” 

“  You  used  words,  Mr.  Beck,  which  ” 

u  Ay,  ay— I  know.  You  want  satisfaction,  Major.  You 
shall  have  it.  Sit  down  now,  sit  down,  sir.  We  are  all 
among  gentlemen  here,  and  this  is  a  happy  meeting  for  both 
of  us.  What  will  you  drink? — I  beg  your  pardon,  Mr. 
Dunquerque,  but  I  thought  we  were  at  the  Langham. 
Perhaps  you  would  yourself  ask  Major  Ruggles  what  he  will 
put  himself  outside  of  ?  ” 

The  Major,  who  did  not  seem  quite  at  his  ease,  took  a 
seltzer-and-brandy  and  a  cigarette.  Then  he  looked  furtively 
at  Gilead  Beck.  He  understood  what  the  man  was  going 
to  say  and  why  he  was  going  to  say  it. 
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“Satisfaction,  Major?  Wal,  these  gentlemen  shall  be 
witnesses.  Yesterday  morn  in’,  as  I  was  walkin’  down  the 
steps  of  the  Langham  Hotel,  this  gentleman,  this  high-toned, 
whole-souled  pride  of  the  American  army,  met  me  and  offered 
his  hand.  1  Hope  you  are  well,  Mr.  Beck,’  were  his  affable 
words.  ‘  Hope  you  are  quite  well.  Met  you  last  at  Del- 
monico’s,  dining  with  Boss  Calderon.’  Now,  gentlemen, 
you’ll  hardly  believe  me  when  I  tell  you  that  I  answered 
this  politeness  by  askin’  the  Major  if  he  had  ever  heard 
of  a  Banco  Steerer,  and  if  he  knew  the  meanin’  of  a  Roper. 
He  did  not  reply,  doubtless  because  he  was  wounded  in 
his  feelin’s — being  above  all  things  a  man  of  honour  and 
the  boast  of  his  native  country.  I  then  left  him  with  a 
Scriptural  reference,  which  p’r’aps  he’s  overhauled  since, 
and  now  understands  what  I  meant  when  I  said  that,  if 
I  was  to  meet  him  goin’  around  arm-in-arm  with  Ananias 
and  Sapphira,  I’d  say  he  was  in  good  company.” 

Here  the  Major  jumped  in  his  chair,  and  put  his  right 
hand  to  his  shirt-front. 

“  No,  sir,”  said  Beck,  unmoved.  “  I  can  tackle  more’n 
one  wild  cat  at  once,  if  you  mean  fightin,’  which  you  do  not. 
And  it’s  no  use,  no  manner  o’  use,  feelin’  in  that  breast¬ 
pocket  of  yours,  because  the  shootin’  irons  in  this  country 
are  always  left  at  home.  You  sit  still,  Major,  and  take  it 
quiet.  I’m  goin’  to  be  more  improvin’  presently.” 

“  Perhaps,  Beck,”  said  Jack,  “  you  would  explain  what 
a  Banco  Steerer  and  a  Roper  are.” 

“  I  was  cornin’  to  that,  sir.  They  air  one  and  the  same 
animal.  The  Roper  or  the  Banco  Steerer,  gentlemen,  will 
find  you  out  the  morning  after  you  land  in  Chicago  or 
Saint  Louis.  He  will  accost  you — very  friendly,  wonderful 
friendly — when  you  come  out  of  your  hotel,  by  your  name, 
and  he  will  remind  you — which  is  most  surprising,  con¬ 
siderin’  you  never  set  eyes  on  his  face  before — how  you 
have  dined  together  in  Cincinnati,  or  it  may  be  Orleans, 
or  perhaps  Francisco,  because  he  finds  out  where  you 
came  from  last.  And  he  will  shake  hands  with  you;  and 
he  will  propose  a  drink;  and  he  will  pay  for  that  drink. 
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And  presently  he  will  take  you  somewhere  else,  among 
his  pals,  and  he  will  strip  you  so  clean  that  there  won't 
be  left  the  price  of  a  four-cent  paper  to  throw  around  your 
face  and  hide  your  blushes.  In  London,  gentlemen,  they 
do,  I  believe,  the  confidence  trick.  Perhaps  Major  Ituggles 
will  explain  his  own  method  presently.” 

But  Major  Ituggles  preserved  silence. 

“  So,  gentlemen,  after  I’d  shown  my  familiarity  with  the 
Ax  of  the  Apostles,  I  went  down  town,  thinkin’  how  mighty 
clever  I  was — that’s  a  way  of  mine,  gentlemen,  which  gene¬ 
rally  takes  me  after  I’ve  made  a  durned  fool  of  myself.  All 
of  a  sudden  I  recollected  the  face  of  Major  Buggies,  and 
where  I’d  seen  him  last.  Yes,  Major,  you  did  know  me 
— you  were  quite  right,  and  I  ought  to  have  kept  Ananias 
out  of  the  muss — you  did  know  me,  and  I’d  forgotten  it. 
Those  words  of  mine,  Major,  required  explanation,  as  you 
said  just  now.” 

“Satisfaction,  I  said,”  objected  the  Major,  trying  to 
recover  himself  a  little. 

“  Sir,  you  air  a  whole-souled  gentleman ;  and  your  sense 
of  honour  is  as  keen  as  a  quarter-dollar  razor.  Satisfaction 
you  shall  have  5  and  if  you  are  not  satisfied  when  I  have 
done  with  you,  ask  these  gentlemen  around  what  an 
American  nobleman — one  of  the  noblemen  like  yourself 
that  we  do  sometimes  show  the  world — wants  more,  and 
that  more  you  shall  git. 

“You  did  know  me,  Major;  but  you  made  a  little  mistake. 
It  was  not  with  Boss  Calderon  that  you  met  me,  because 
I  do  not  know  Boss  Calderon;  nor  was  it  at  Delmonico’s. 
And  where  it  was  I  am  about  to  tell  this  company. 

He  hesitated  a  moment. 

“  Gentlemen,  I  believe  it  is  a  rule  that  strangers  in  your 
clubs  must  be  introduced  by  members.  I  was  introduced 
by  my  friend  Mr.  Dunquerque,  and  I  hope  I  shall  not 
disgrace  that  introduction.  May  I  ask  who  introduced 
Major  Ruggles  ?  ” 

Nobody  knew.  In  fact,  he  had  passed  in  with  an 
acquaintance  picked  up  somehow,  and  stayed  there. 
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The  Major  tried  again  to  get  away.  “This  is  fooling,” 
he  said.  “  Captain  Ladds,  do  you  wish  me  to  be  insulted  ? 
If  you  do,  sir,  say  so.  You  will  find  that  an  American 
officer  ” - 

“  Silence,  sir  !  ”  said  Mr.  Beck.  “  An  American  officer ! 
Say  that  again,  and  I  will  teach  you  to  respect  the  name 
of  an  American  officer.  I’ve  been  a  private  soldier  myself 
in  that  army,”  he  added,  by  way  of  explanation.  “  Now, 
Major  Ruggles,  I  am  going  to  invite  you  to  remain  while 
I  tell  these  gentlemen  a  little  story — a  very  little  story — 
but  it  concerns  you.  And  if  Captain  Ladds  likes  when  that 
story  is  finished,  I  will  apologise  to  you,  and  to  him,  and  to 
all  this  honourable  company.” 

“  Let  us  hear  the  story,”  said  Jack.  “  Nothing  could  be 
fairer.” 

“  Nothing !  ”  echoed  the  little  circle  of  listeners. 

Beck  addressed  the  room  in  general,  occasionally  pointing 
the  finger  of  emphasis  at  the  unfortunate  Major.  His  victim 
showed  every  sign  of  bodily  discomfort  and  mental  agitation. 
First  he  fidgeted  in  the  chair ;  then  he  threw  away  his 
cigarette;  then  he  folded  his  arms  and  stared  defiantly  at 
the  speaker.  Then  he  got  up  again. 

“  What  have  I  to  do  with  you  and  your  story  ?  Let  me 
go.  Captain  Ladds,  you  have  my  address.  And  as  for  you, 
sir,  you  shall  hear  from  me  to-morrow.” 

“  Sit  down,  Major.”  Gilead  Beck  invited  him  to  resume 
his  chair  with  a  sweet  smile.  “  Sit  down.  The  night’s 
young.  Maybe  Captain  Ladds  wants  his  revenge.” 

“  Not  I,”  said  Ladds.  “  Had  enough.  Go  to  bed.  Not 
a  revengeful  man.” 

t£  Then,”  said  Gilead  Beck,  his  face  darkening  and  his 
manner  suddenly  changing,  “I  will  take  your  revenge  for 
you.  Sit  down,  sir!  ” 

It  was  an  order  he  gave  this  time,  not  an  invitation, 
and  the  stranger  obeyed  with  an  uneasy  smile. 

“  It  is  not  gambling,  Major  Ruggles,”  Beck  went  on. 
“  Captain  Ladds’  revenge  is  going  to  be  of  another  sort, 
I  reckon.” 
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He  drew  close  to  Major  Ruggles,  and  sitting  on  the 
table,  placed  one  foot  on  a  chair  which  was  between  the 
stranger  and  the  door. 

“ Delmonico’s,  was  it,  where  we  met  last?  And  with 
Joe  Calderon — Boss  Calderon?  Really,  Major  Ruggles, 
I  was  a  great  fool  not  to  remember  that  at  once.  But  I 
always  am  weak  over  faces,  even  such  a  striking  face  as 
yours.  So  we  met  last  when  you  were  dining  with  Boss 
Calderon,  eh  ?  ” 

Then  Mr.  Beck  began  his  little  story. 

“  Six  years  ago,  gentlemen, — long  before  I  found  my 
Butterfly,  of  which  you  may  have  heard, — I  ran  up  and 
down  the  Great  Pacific  Railway  between  Chicago  and 
Francisco  for  close  upon  six  months.  I  did  not  choose 
that  way  of  spendin’  the  golden  hours,  because,  if  one 
had  a  choice  at  all,  a  Pullman’s  sleeping-car  on  the  Pacific 
Railway  would  be  just  one  of  the  last  places  you  would 
choose  to  pass  your  life  in.  I  should  class  it,  as  a  per¬ 
manent  home,  with  a  first-class  saloon  in  a  Cunard  steamer. 
No,  gentlemen,  I  was  on  board  those  cars  in  an  official 
capacity.  I  was  conductor.  It  is  not  a  proud  position, 
not  an  office  which  you  care  to  magnify;  it  doesn’t  lift 
your  chin  in  the  air  and  stick  out  your  toes  like  the  proud 
title  of  Major  does  for  our  friend  squirmin’  in  the  chair 
before  us.  Squirm  on,  Major;  but  listen,  because  this 
is  interestin’.  On  those  cars  and  on  that  railway  there 
is  a  deal  of  time  to  be  got  through.  I  am  bound  to  say 
that  time  kind  of  hangs  heavy  on  the  hands.  You  can’t 
be  always  outside  smokin’ ;  you  can’t  sleep  more’n  a  certain 
time,  because  the  nigger  turns  you  out  and  folds  up  the 
beds;  and  you  oughtn’t  to  drink  more’n  your  proper  whack. 
Also,  you  get  tired  watchin’  the  scenery.  You  may  make 
notes  if  you  like,  but  you  get  tired  o’  that.  And  you  get 
mortal  tired  of  settin’  on  end.  Mostly,  therefore,  you  stand 
around  the  conductor,  and  you  listen  to  his  talk. 

“  But  six  years  ago  the  dulness  of  that  long  journey  was 
enlivened  by  the  presence  of  a  few  sportsmen  like  our 
friend  the  Major  here.  They  were  so  fond  of  the  beauties 
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of  Nature,  they  were  so  wrapped  up  in  the  pride  of  bein’ 
American  citizens  and  ownin’  the  biggest  railway  in  the 
world,  that  they  would  travel  all  the  way  from  New  York 
to  San  Francisco,  stay  there  a  day,  and  then  travel  all  the 
way  back  again.  And  the  most  remarkable  thing  was,  that 
when  they  got  to  New  York  again  they  would  take  a 
through  ticket  all  the  way  back  to  San  Fran.  This  attach¬ 
ment  to  the  line  pleased  the  company  at  first.  It  did  seem 
as  if  good  deeds  was  going  to  meet  their  recompense  at  last, 
even  in  this  world,  and  the  spirited  conduct  of  the  gentle¬ 
men,  when  it  first  became  known,  filled  everybody  with 
admiration. — You  remember,  Major,  the  very  handsome 
remarks  made  by  you  yourself  on  the  New  York  plat¬ 
form. 

“  Lord,  is  it  six  years  ago  ?  Why,  it  seems  to  me  but 
yesterday,  Major  Ruggles,  that  I  saw  you  standin’  erect 
and  bold — lookin’  like  a  senator  in  a  stove-pipe  hat,  store 
boots,  and  go-to-meetin’  coat — shakin’  hands  with  the  chair¬ 
man.  ‘  Sir,’  you  said,  with  tears  in  your  eyes,  ‘  you  repre¬ 
sent  the  advance  of  civilisation.  We  air  now,  indeed,  ahead 
of  the  hull  creation.  You  have  united  the  Pacific  and  the 
Atlantic.  And,  sir,  by  the  iron  road  the  West  and  the 
East  may  jine  hands  and  defy  the  tyranny  of  Europe.’ 
Those,  gentlemen,  were  the  noble  sentiments  of  Major 
Hamilton  Ruggles. — Did  I  say,  Major,  that  I  would  give 
you  satisfaction?  Wait  till  I  have  done,  and  you  shall 
bust  with  satisfaction.” 

The  Major  did  not  look,  at  all  events,  like  being  satisfied 
so  far. 

“  One  day  an  ugly  rumour  got  about — you  know  how 
rumours  spread — that  the  Great  Pacific  Railroad  was  a  big 
gamblin’  shop.  The  enthusiastic  travellers  up  and  down 
that  line  were  one  mighty  confederated  gang.  They  were 
up  to  every  dodge :  they  travelled  together,  and  they 
travelled  separate ;  they  had  dice,  and  those  dice  were 
loaded ;  they  had  cards,  and  those  cards  were  marked  ;  they 
played  on  the  square,  but  behind  every  man’s  hand  was  a 
confederate,  and  he  gave  signs,  so  that  the  honest  sportsman 
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knew  how  to  play.  And  by  these  simple  contrivances, 
gentlemen,  they  always  won.  So  much  did  they  win,  that 
I  have  conducted  a  through  train  in  which,  when  we  got  to 
Chicago,  there  wasn’t  a  five-dollar  piece  left  among  the  lot. 
And  all  the  time  strangers  to  each  other.  The  gang  never, 
by  so  much  as  a  wink,  let  out  that  they  had  met  before. 
And  no  one  could  tell  them  from  the  ordinary  passengers. 
But  I  knew ;  and  I  had  a  long  conversation  with  the 
Directors  one  day,  the  result  of  which — Major  Ruggles, 
perhaps  you  can  tell  these  gentlemen  what  was  the  result 
of  that  conversation.” 

The  man  was  sallow.  His  sharp  eyes  gleamed  with 
an  angry  light  as  he  looked  from  one  to  the  other,  as  if 
in  the  hope  of  finding  an  associate.  There  was  none. 
Only  Ladds,  his  late  adversary,  moved  quietly  round  the 
room  and  sat  near  to  Gilead  Beck,  on  the  table,  but  nearer 
the  door.  The  Major  saw  this  manoeuvre  with  a  sinking 
heart,  because  his  pockets  were  heavy  with  the  proceeds  of 
the  evening  game. 

“  Well,  gentlemen,  a  general  order  came  for  all  the  con¬ 
ductors.  It  was  ‘  No  play.’  We  were  to  stop  that.  And 
another  general  order  was — an  imperative  order,  Major,  so 
that  I  am  sure  you  will  not  bear  malice — ‘  If  they  won’t 
leave  off,  chuck  ’em  out.’  That  was  the  order,  Major, 
‘  Chuck  ’em  out.’ 

“It  was  on  the  journey  back  from  San  Francisco  that 
the  first  trouble  began.  You  were  an  upright  man  to  look 
at  then,  Major;  you  hadn’t  got  the  limp  you’ve  got  now, 
and  you  hadn’t  received  that  unfort’nate  scar  across  your 
handsome  face.  You  were  a  most  charmin’  companion  for 
a  long  railway  journey,  but  you  had  that  little  weakness — 
that  you  would  play.  I  warned  you  at  the  time.  I  said, 
‘  Cap’en,  this  must  stop.’  You  were  only  a  Cap’en  then. 
But  you  would  go  on.  ‘Cap’en,’  I  said,  ‘if  you  will  not 
stop,  you  will  be  chucked  out.’  You  will  acknowledge, 
Major,  that  I  gave  you  fair  warnin’.  You  laughed.  That 
was  all  you  did.  You  laughed  and  you  shuffled  the  cards. 
But  the  man  who  was  playing  with  you  got  up.  He  saw 
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reason.  Then  you  drew  out  a  revolver  and  used  bad 
language.  So  I  made  for  you. 

“  Gentlemen,  it  was  not  a  fair  fight.  But  orders  had  to 
be  observed.  In  half  a  minute  I  had  his  pistol  from  him, 
and  in  two  minutes  more  he  was  flyin’  from  the  end  of  the 
train.  We  were  goin’  twenty  miles  an  hour,  and  we  hadn’t 
time  to  stop  to  see  if  he  was  likely  to  get  along  somehow. 
And  the  last  I  saw  of  Captain  Buggies — I  beg  your  pardon, 
Major — was  his  two  heels  in  the  air  as  he  left  the  end  of  the 
train.  I  s’pose,  Major,  it  was  stoppin’  so  sudden  gave  you 
that  limp  and  ornamented  your  face  with  that  beautiful  scar. 
The  ground  was  gritty,  I  believe  ?  ” 

Everybody’s  eyes  were  turned  on  the  Major,  whose  face 
was  livid. 

“  Gentlemen,”  Mr.  Beck  continued,  “  that  aerial  flight 
of  Captain  Buggies  improved  the  moral  tone  of  the 
Pacific  Bailroad  to  a  degree  that  you  would  hardly 
believe.  I  don’t  think  there  has  been  a  single  sports¬ 
man  chucked  out  since. — Major  Buggies,  sir,  you  were 
the  blessed  means,  under  Providence  and  Gilead  P. 
Peck  conjintly,  of  commencing  a  new  and  moral  era 
for  the  Great  Pacific  Bailroad. 

“  And  now,  Major,  that  my  little  story  is  told,  may  I  ask 
if  you  air  satisfied  ?  Because  if  there  is  any  other  satisfac¬ 
tion  in  my  power  you  shall  have  that  too.  Have  I  done 
enough  for  honour,  gentlemen  all  ?  ” 

The  men  laughed. 

“  Now  for  a  word  with  me,”  Ladds  began. 

“Cap’en,”  said  Gilead  Beck,  “let  me  work  through  this 
contract,  if  you  have  no  objection. — Major  Buggies,  you  will 
clear  out  all  your  pockets.” 

The  miserable  man  made  no  reply. 

“  Clear  out  every  one,  and  turn  them  inside  out,  right 
away.” 

He  neither  moved  nor  spoke. 

“  Gentlemen,”  Mr.  Beck  said  calmly,  “  you  will  be  kind 
enough  not  to  interfere.” 

He  pulled  a  penknife  out  of  his  pocket  and  laid  it  on  a 
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chair  open.  He  then  seized  Major  Ruggles  by  the  collar 
and  arm.  The  man  fought  like  a  wild  cat,  but  Beck’s  grasp 
was  like  a  vice.  It  seemed  incredible  to  the  bystanders  that 
a  man  should  be  so  strong,  so  active,  and  so  skilled.  He 
tossed,  rather  than  laid,  his  victim  on  the  table,  and  then, 
holding  both  his  hands  in  one  grip  of  his  own  enormous  fist, 
he  deliberately  ripped  open  the  Major’s  trousers,  waistcoat, 
and  coat  pockets,  and  took  out  the  contents.  When  he  was 
satisfied  that  nothing  more  was  left  in  them  he  dragged  him 
to  the  ground. 

On  the  table  lay  the  things  which  he  had  taken  posses¬ 
sion  of. 

“  Take  up  those  dice,”  he  said  to  Ladds.  “  Try  them ;  if 
they  are  not  loaded,  I  will  ask  the  Major’s  pardon.” 

They  were  loaded. 

“  Look  at  those  cards,”  he  went  on.  “  They  are  the  cards 
you  have  been  playing  with,  when  you  thought  you  had  a 
new  pack  of  club-cards.  If  they  are  not  marked,  I  will  ask 
the  Major  to  change  places  with  me.” 

They  were  marked. 

“  And  now,  gentlemen,  I  think  I  may  ask  Captain  Ladds 
what  he  has  lost,  and  invite  him  to  take  it  out  of  that 
heap.” 

There  was  a  murmur  of  assent. 

“  I  lost  twenty  pounds  in  notes  and  gold,”  said  Ladds. 
“  And  I  gave  an  I  0  U  for  sixty  more.” 

There  were  other  I  0  U’s  in  the  heap,  and  more  gold 
when  Ladds  had  recovered  his  own.  The  paper  was  solemnly 
torn  up,  but  the  coin  restored  to  the  Major,  who  now  stood, 
abject,  white,  and  trembling,  but  with  the  look  of  a  devil  in 
his  eyes. 

“  Such  men  as  you,  Major,”  said  Gilead  the  Moralist,  “air 
the  curse  of  our  country.  You  see,  gentlemen,  we  travel 
about,  we  make  money  fast;  we  air  sometimes  a  reckless 
lot ;  the  miners  have  got  pockets  full ;  there’s  everything 
to  encourage  such  a  crew  as  Major  Buggies  belonged  to. 
And  when  we  find  them  out,  we  lynch  them. — Lynch  is 
the  word,  isn’t  it,  Major  ? — Do  you  want  to  know  the  end 
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of  this  man,  gentlemen  ?  I  am  not  much  in  the  prophetic 
line,  but  I  think  I  see  a  crowd  of  men  in  a  minin’  city, 
and  I  see  a  thick  branch  with  a  rope  over  it.  And  at 
the  end  of  that  rope  is  Major  Ruggles’s  neck  tightened 
in  a  most  unpleasant  and  ungentlemanly  manner. — It’s  in¬ 
hospitable,  but  what  can  you  expect.  Major?  We  like  play, 
but  we  like  playin’  on  the  square.  Now,  Major,  you  may 
go.  And  you  may  thank  the  Lord  on  your  knees  before 
you  go  to  sleep  that  this  providential  interference  has  taken 
place  in  London  instead  of  the  States.  For  had  I  told  my 
interestin’  anecdote  at  a  bar  in  any  city  of  the  Western 
States,  run  up  you  would  have  been.  You  may  go,  Major 
Ruggles ;  and  I  dare  say  Cap’en  Ladds,  in  consideration 
of  the  damage  done  to  those  bright  and  shinin’  store  clothes 
of  yours,  will  forego  the  British  kicking  which  I  see  trem¬ 
blin’  at  the  point  of  his  toes.” 

Ladds  did  forego  that  revenge,  and  the  Major  slunk  away. 


CHAPTER  XXXII. 

“Nulla  fere  causa  est  in  quft  non  femina  litem 
Moverit.” 

WHEN  Mr.  Wylie,  the  pamphleteer,  left  Gabriel  Cassilis, 
the  latter  resumed  with  undisturbed  countenance  his 
previous  occupation  of  reading  the  letters  and  telegrams  he 
had  laid  aside.  Among  them  was  one  which  he  took  up 
gingerly,  as  if  it  were  a  torpedo. 

“  Pshaw !  ”  he  cried  impatiently,  tossing  it  from  him. 
“  Another  of  those  anonymous  letters.  The  third.”  He 
looked  at  it  with  disgust,  and  then  half  involuntarily  his 
hand  reached  out  and  took  it  up  again.  “  The  third,  and  all 
in  the  same  handwriting.  1 1  have  written  you  two  letters, 
and  you  have  taken  no  notice.  This  is  the  third.  Beware  ! 
Your  wife  was  with  Mr.  Colquhoun  yesterday ;  she  will  be 
with  him  again  to-day  and  to-morrow.  Ask  her,  if  you  dare, 
what  is  her  secret  with  him.  Ask  him  what  hold  he  has 
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over  her.  Watch  her,  and  caution  her  lest  something  evil 
befall  you. — Your  well-wisher.’ 

“  I  am  a  fool,”  he  said,  “  to  be  disquieted  about  an  anony¬ 
mous  slander.  What  does  it  matter  to  me  ?  As  if  Victoria _ 

she  did  know  Colquhoun  before  her  marriage — their  names 
were  mentioned — I  remember  hearing  that  there  had  been 
flirtation — flirtation  !  As  if  Victoria  could  ever  flirt !  She 
was  no  frivolous  silly  girl.  No  one  who  knows  Victoria  could 
for  a  moment  suspect — suspect!  The  word  is  intolerable. 
One  would  say  I  was  jealous.” 

He  pushed  forward  his  papers  and  leaned  back  in  his  chair, 
casting  his  thoughts  behind  him  to  the  days  of  his  stiff  and 
formal  wooing.  He  remembered  how  he  said,  sitting  opposite 
to  her  in  her  cousin’s  drawing-room — there  was  no  wandering 
by  the  riverbank  or  in  pleasant  gardens  on  summer  evenings 
for  those  two  lovers — 

“You  bring  me  fewer  springs  than  I  can  offer  you, 
Victoria ;  ”  which  was  his  pretty  poetical  way  of  telling  her 
that  he  was  nearly  forty  years  older  than  herself :  “  but  we 
shall  begin  life  with  no  trammels  of  previous  attachments  on 
either  hand.” 

He  called  it — and  thought  it — at  sixty- five,  beginning 
life ;  and  it  was  quite  true  that  he  had  never  before  conceived 
an  attachment  for  any  woman. 

“  No,  Mr.  Cassilis,”  she  replied ;  “  we  are  both  free,  quite 
free ;  and  the  disparity  of  age  is  only  a  disadvantage  on  my 
side,  which  a  few  years  will  remedy.” 

This  cold  stately  woman  conducting  a  flirtation  before  her 
marriage  ?  This  Juno  among  young  matrons  causing  a 
scandal  after  her  marriage  ?  It  was  ridiculous. 

He  said  to  himself  that  it  was  ridiculous  so  often,  that  he 
succeeded  at  last  in  persuading  himself  that  it  really  was. 
And  when  he  had  quite  done  that,  he  folded  up  the  anony¬ 
mous  document,  docketed  it,  and  placed  it  in  one  of  the 
numerous  pigeon-holes  of  his  desk,  which  was  one  of  those 
which  shut  up  completely,  covering  over  papers,  pigeon¬ 
holes,  and  everything. 

Then  he  addressed  himself  again  to  business,  and,  but  for 
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an  occasional  twinge  of  uneasiness,  like  the  first  throb  which 
presages  the  coming  gout,  he  got  through  an  important  day’s 
work  with  his  accustomed  ease  and  power. 

The  situation,  as  Lawrence  Colquhoun  told  Victoria,  was 
strained.  There  they  were,  as  he  put  it,  all  three — himself, 
for  some  reason  of  his  own,  put  first ;  the  lady  ;  and  Gabriel 
Cassilis.  The  last  was  the  one  who  did  not  know.  There 
was  no  reason,  none  in  the  world,  why  things  should  not 
remain  as  they  were,  only  that  the  lady  would  not  let  sleeping 
dangers  sleep,  and  Lawrence  was  too  indolent  to  resist.  In 
other  words,  Victoria  Cassilis,  having  once  succeeded  in 
making  him  visit  her,  spared  no  pains  to  bring  him  constantly 
to  her  house,  and  to  make  it  seem  as  if  he  was  that  innocent 
sort  of  cicisbeo  whom  English  society  allows. 

Why? 

The  investigation  of  motives  is  a  delicate  thing  at  the  best, 
and  apt  to  lead  the  analyst  into  strange  paths.  It  may  be 
discovered  that  the  philanthropist  acts  for  love  of  notoriety  ; 
that  the  preacher  does  not  believe  in  the  truths  he  proclaims  ; 
that  the  woman  of  self-sacrifice  and  good  works  is  consciously 
posing  before  an  admiring  world.  This  is  disheartening, 
because  it  makes  the  cynic  and  the  worldly-minded  man  to 
chuckle  and  chortle  with  an  open  joy.  St.  Paul,  who  was 
versed  in  the  ways  of  the  world,  knew  this  perfectly  when  he 
proclaimed  the  insufficiency  of  good  works.  It  is  at  all  times 
best  to  accept  the  deed,  and  never  ask  the  motive.  Anri, 
after  all,  good  deeds  are  something  practical.  And  as  for  a 
foolish  or  a  bad  deed,  the  difficulty  of  ascertaining  an 
adequate  motive  only  becomes  more  complicated  with  its  folly 
or  its  villainy.  Mrs.  Cassilis  had  everything  to  gain  by 
keeping  her  old  friend  on  the  respectful  level  of  a  former 
acquaintance ;  she  had  everything  to  lose  by  treating  him  as 
a  friend.  And  yet  she  forced  her  friendship  upon  him. 

Kindly  people  who  find  in  the  affairs  of  other  people 
sufficient  occupation  for  themselves,  and  whose  activity  of 
intellect  obtains  a  useful  vent  in  observation  and  comment, 
watched  them.  The  man  was  always  the  same :  indolent, 
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careless,  unmoved  by  any  kind  of  passion  for  any  other  man’s 
wife  01  for  any  maid,  ihat  was  a  just  conclusion.  Lawrence 
Colquhoun  was  not  in  love  with  this  lady.  And  yet  he 
suffered  himself  to  obey  orders ;  dropped  easily  into  the 
position  ;  allowed  himself  to  be  led  by  her  invitations ;  went 
where  she  told  him  to  go  ;  and  all  the  time  half  laughed  at 
himself  and  was  half  angry  to  think  that  he  was  thus 
enthralled  by  a  siren  who  charmed  him  not.  To  have  once 
loved  a  woman  ;  to  love  her  no  longer  ;  to  go  about  the  town 
behaving  as  if  you  did :  this,  it  was  evident  to  him,  was  not 
a  position  to  be  envied  or  desired.  Few  false  positions  are. 
Perhaps  he  did  not  know  that  Mrs.  Grundy  talked  ;  perhaps 
he  was  only  amused  when  he  heard  of  remarks  that  had  been 
made  by  Sir  Benjamin  Backbite;  and  although  the  brief 
sunshine  of  passion  which  he  once  felt  for  this  woman  was 
long  since  past  and  gone,  nipped  in  its  very  bud  by  the  lady 
herself  perhaps,  he  still  liked  her  cold  and  cynical  talk.  Col¬ 
quhoun  habitually  chose  the  most  pleasant  paths  for  his 
lounge  through  life.  From  eighteen  to  forty  there  had  been 
but  one  disagreeable  episode,  which  he  would  fain  have  for¬ 
gotten.  Mrs.  Cassilis  revived  it ;  but,  in  her  presence,  the 
memory  was  robbed  somehow  of  half  its  sting. 

Sir  Benjamin  Backbite  remarked  that  though  the  gentle¬ 
man  was  languid,  the  lady  was  shaken  out  of  her  habitual 
coldness.  She  was  changed.  What  could  change  her,  asked 
the  Baronet,  but  passion  for  this  old  friend  of  her  youth  ? 
Why,  it  was  only  four  years  since  he  had  followed  her,  after 
a  London  season,  down  to  Scotland,  and  everybody  said  it 
would  be  a  match.  She  received  his  attentions  coldly  then, 
as  she  received  the  attentions  of  every  man.  Now  the  tables 
were  turned ;  it  was  the  man  who  was  cold. 

These  social  observers  are  always  right.  But  they  never 
rise  out  of  themselves ;  therefore  their  conclusions  are 
generally  wrong.  Victoria  Cassilis  was  not,  as  they  charit¬ 
ably  thought,  running  after  Colquhoun  through  the  fancy  of 
a  wayward  heart.  Not  at  all.  She  was  simply  wondering 
where  it  had  gone — that  old  power  of  hers,  by  which  she 
once  twisted  him  round  her  finger — and  why  it  was  gone. 
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A  woman  cannot  believe  that  she  has  lost  her  power  over 
a  man.  It  is  an  intolerable  thought.  Her  power  is  born  of 
her  beauty  and  her  grace ;  these  may  vanish,  but  the  old 
attractiveness  remains,  she  thinks,  if  only  as  a  tradition. 
When  she  is  no  longer  beautiful  she  loves  to  believe  that 
her  lovers  are  faithful  still.  Now  Victoria  Cassilis  remem¬ 
bered  this  man  as  a  lover  and  a  slave;  his  was  the  only 
pleading  she  had  ever  heard  which  could  make  her  under¬ 
stand  the  meaning  of  man’s  passion ;  he  was  the  only  suitor 
whom  a  word  could  make  wretched  or  a  look  happy.  For  he 
had  once  loved  her  with  all  his  power  and  all  his  might. 
Between  them  there  was  the  knowledge  of  a  thing  which,  if 
any  knowledge  could,  should  have  crushed  out  and  beaten 
down  the  memory  of  this  love.  She  had  made  it,  by  her 
own  act  and  deed,  a  crime  to  remember  it.  And  yet,  in 
spite  of  all,  she  could  not  bring  herself  to  believe  that  the 
old  power  was  dead.  She  tried  to  bring  him  again  under 
her  influence.  She  failed,  but  she  succeeded  in  making  him 
come  back  to  her  as  if  nothing  had  ever  happened.  And 
then  she  said  to  herself  that  there  must  be  another  woman, 
and  she  set  herself  to  find  out  who  that  woman  was. 

Formerly  many  men  had  hovered — marriageable  men, 
excellent  partis — round  the  cold  and  statuesque  beauty  of 
Victoria  Pengelley.  She  was  an  acknowledged  beauty ;  she 
brought  an  atmosphere  of  perfect  taste  and  grace  into  a 
room  with  her ;  men  looked  at  her  and  wondered  ;  foolish 
girls,  who  knew  no  better,  envied  her.  Presently  the  foolish 
girls,  who  had  soft  faces  and  eyes  which  could  melt  in  love' 
or  sorrow,  envied  her  no  longer,  because  they  got  engaged 
and  married.  And  of  all  the  men  who  came  and  went,  there 
was  but  one  who  loved  her  so  that  his  pulse  beat  quicker 
when  she  came ;  who  trembled  when  he  took  her  hand ; 
whose  nerves  tingled  and  whose  blood  ran  swifter  through 
his  veins  when  he  asked  her,  down  in  that  quiet  Scotch 
village,  with  no  one  to  know  it  but  her  maid,  to  be  his 
wife. 

The  man  was  Lawrence  Colquhoun.  The  passion  had 
been  his.  Now  love  and  passion  were  buried  in  the  ashes  of 
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the  past.  The  man  was  impassable,  and  the  woman,  madly 
kicking  against  the  fetters  which  she  had  bound  around 
herself,  was  angry  and  jealous. 

It  is  by  some  mistake  of  Nature  that  women  who  cannot 
love  can  yet  be  jealous.  Victoria  Pengelley’s  pulse  never 
once  moved  the  faster  for  all  the  impetuosity  of  her  lover. 
She  liked  to  watch  it,  this  curious  yearning  after  her  beauty, 
this  eminently  masculine  weakness,  because  it  was  a  tribute 
to  her  power ;  it  is  always  pleasant  for  a  woman  to  feel  that 
she  is  loved  as  women  are  loved  in  novels — men’s  novels,  not 
the  pseudo-passionate  school-girls’  novels,  or  the  calmly 
respectable  feminine  tales  where  the  young  gentlemen  and 
the  young  ladies  are  superior  to  the  instincts  of  common 
humanity.  Victoria  played  with  this  giant  as  an  engineer 
will  play  with  the  wheels  of  a  mighty  engine.  She  could  do 
what  she  liked  with  it.  Samson  was  not  more  pliable  to 
Delilah  ;  and  Delilah  was  not  more  unresponsive  to  that 
guileless  strong  man.  She  soon  got  tired  of  her  toy,  how¬ 
ever.  Scarcely  were  the  morning  and  the  evening  the  fifth 
day,  when  by  pressing  some  unknown  spring  she  smashed  it 
altogether. 

Now,  when  it  was  quite  too  late,  when  the  thing  was 
utterly  smashed,  when  she  had  a  husband  and  child,  she  was 
actually  trying  to  reconstruct  it.  Some  philosopher,  probing 
more  deeply  than  usual  the  mysteries  of  mankind,  once  dis¬ 
covered  that  it  was  at  all  times  impossible  to  know  what  a 
woman  wants.  He  laid  that  down  as  a  general  axiom,  and 
presented  it  as  an  irrefragable  truth  for  the  universal  use  of 
humanity.  One  may  sometimes,  however,  guess  what  a 
woman  does  not  want.  Victoria  Cassilis,  one  may  be  sure, 
did  not  want  to  sacrifice  her  honour,  her  social  standing,  or 
her  future.  She  was  not  intending  to  go  off,  for  instance, 
with  her  old  lover,  even  if  he  should  propose  the  step,  which 
seemed  unlikely.  And  yet  she  would  have  liked  him  to 
propose  it,  because  then  she  would  have  felt  the  recovery  of 
her  power.  Now  her  sex,  as  Chaucer  and  others  before  him 
pointed  out,  love  power  beyond  all  other  earthly  things. 
And  the  history  of  queens,  from  Semiramis  to  Isabella, 
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shows  what  a  mess  they  always  make  of  it  when  they  do  get 
power. 

A  curious  problem.  Given  a  woman,  no  longer  in  the 
first  bloom  of  youth,  married  well,  and  clinging  with  the 
instincts  of  her  class  to  her  reputation  and  social  position. 
She  has  everything  to  lose  and  nothing  to  gain.  She  cannot 
hope  even  for  the  love  of  the  man  for  whom  she  is  incurring 
the  suspicions  of  the  world,  and  exciting  the  jealousy  of  her 
husband.  Yet  it  is  true,  in  her  case,  what  the  race  of  evil- 
speakers,  liars,  and  slanderers  say  of  her.  She  is  running 
after  Lawrence  Colquhoun.  He  is  too  much  with  her.  She 
has  given  the  enemy  occasion  to  blaspheme. 

As  for  Colquhoun,  when  he  thought  seriously  over  the 
situation,  he  laughed  when  it  was  a  fine  day,  and  swore  if  it 
was  raining.  The  English  generally  take  a  sombre  view 
of  things  because  it  is  so  constantly  raining.  We  proclaim 
our  impotence,  the  lack  of  national  spirit,  and  our  poverty, 
until  other  nations  actually  begin  to  believe  us.  But 
Colquhoun,  though  he  might  swear,  made  no  effort  to 
release  himself,  when  a  word  would  have  done  it. 

“  You  may  use  harsh  language  to  me,  Lawrence,”  said 
Mrs.  Cassilis — he  never  had  used  harsh  language  to  any 
woman — “you  may  sneer  at  me,  and  laugh  in  your  cold 
and  cruelly  impassive  manner.  But  one  thing  I  can  say 
for  you,  that  you  understand  me." 

“  I  have  seen  all  your  moods.  Mrs.  Cassilis,  and  I  have  a 
good  memory.  If  you  will  show  your  husband  that  the 
surface  of  the  ocean  may  be  stormy  sometimes,  he  will 
understand  you  a  good  deal  better.  Get  up  a  little  breeze 
for  him.” 

“  I  am  certainly  not  going  to  have  a  vulgar  quarrel  with 
Mr.  Cassilis.” 

“A  vulgar  quarrel?  Vulgar?  Ah,  vulgarity  changes 
every  five  years  or  so.  What  a  pity  that  vulgar  quarrels 
were  in  fashion  six  years  ago,  Mrs.  Cassilis  !  ” 

“  Some  men  are  not  worth  losing  your  temper  about.” 

“Thank  you.  I  was,  I  suppose.  It  was  very  kind  of 
you,  indeed,  to  remind  me  of  it,  as  you  then  did,  in  a 
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manner  at  once  forcible  and  not  to  be  forgotten.  Mr. 
Cassilis  gets  nothing,  I  suppose,  but  east  wind,  with  a 
cloudless  sky  which  has  the  sun  in  it,  but  only  the  sem¬ 
blance  of  warmth.  I  got  a  good  sou’-wester.  But  take 
care,  take  care,  Mrs.  Cassilis !  You  have  wantonly  thrown 
away  once  what  most  women  would  have  kept — kept,  Mrs. 
Cassilis !  I  remember  when  I  was  kneeling  at  your  feet 
years  ago,  talking  the  usual  nonsense  about  being  unworthy 
of  you.  Rubbish  !  I  was  more  than  worthy  of  you,  because 
I  could  give  myself  to  you  loyally,  and  you — you  could 
only  pretend  !  ” 

“  Go  on,  Lawrence.  It  is  something  that  you  regret  the 
past,  and  something  to  see  that  you  can  feel,  after  all.” 

She  stopped  and  laughed  carelessly. 

£<  Prick  me  and  I  sing  out.  That  is  natural.  But  we 
will  have  no  heroics.  What  I  mean  is,  that  I  am  well  out 
of  it ;  and  that  you,  Victoria  Cassilis,  are — forgive  the  plain 
speaking — a  foolish  woman.” 

“Lawrence  Colquhoun  has  the  right  to  insult  me  as  he 
pleases,  and  I  must  bear  it.” 

It  was  in  her  own  room.  Colquhoun  was  leaning  on  the 
window;  she  was  sitting  on  a  chair  before  him.  She  was 
agitated  and  excited.  He,  save  for  the  brief  moments  when 
he  spoke  as  if  with  emotion,  was  languid  and  calm. 

“  I  have  no  right,”  he  replied,  “  and  you  know  it.  Let 
us  finish.  Mrs.  Cassilis,  keep  what  you  have,  and  be 
thankful.” 

“  What  I  have  !  What  have  I?” 

“  One  of  the  best  houses  in  London.  An  excellent  social 
position.  A  husband  said  to  be  the  ablest  man  in  the  City. 
An  income  which  gives  you  all  that  a  woman  can  ask  for. 
The  confidence  and  esteem  of  your  husband — and  a  child. 
Do  these  things  mean  nothing  ?  ” 

“My  husband — Oh,  my  husband!  He  is  insufferable 
sometimes,  when  I  remember,  Lawrence.” 

“  He  is  a  man  who  gives  his  trust  after  a  great  deal  of 
doubt  and  hesitation.  Then  he  gives  it  wholly.  To  take  it 
back  would  be  a  greater  blow,  a  far  greater  blow,  than  it 
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would  ever  be  to  a  younger  man  —  to  sucb  a  man  aa 
myself.” 

“  Gabriel  Cassilis  only  suffers  when  he  loses  money.” 

“  That  is  not  the  case.  You  cannot  afford  to  make 
another  great  mistake.  Success  isn’t  on  the  cards  after 
two  such  blunders,  Mrs.  Cassilis.” 

“What  do  I  want  with  success?  Let  me  have  happi¬ 
ness.” 

“  Take  it ;  it  is  at  your  feet,”  said  Lawrence.  “  It  is  in 
this  house.  It  is  the  commonest  secret.  Every  simple 
country  woman  knows  it.” 

“  No  one  will  ever  understand  me,”  she  sighed.  “  No 
one.” 

“It  is  simply  to  give  up  for  ever  thinking  about  your¬ 
self.  Go  and  look  after  your  baby,  and  find  happiness 
there.” 

Why  superior  women  are  always  so  angry  if  they  are 
asked  to  look  after  their  babies,  I  cannot  understand. 
There  is  no  blinking  the  fact  that  they  have  them.  The 
maternal  instinct  makes  women  who  cannot  write  or  talk 
fine  language  about  the  domestic  affections  take  to  the  tiny 
creatures  with  a  passion  of  devotion  which  is  the  loveliest 
thing  to  look  upon  in  all  this  earth.  The  femvie  incomprise 
alone  feels  no  anguish  if  her  baby  cries,  no  joy  if  he  laughs, 
and  flies  into  a  divine  rage  if  you  remind  her  that  she  is  a 
mother. 

“  My  baby  !  ”  cried  Victoria,  springing  to  her  feet.  “  You 
see  me  yearning  for  sympathy,  looking  to  you  as  my  oldest 
— once  my  dearest — friend,  for  a  little — only  a  little — 
interest  and  pity,  and  you  send  me  to  my  baby !  The  world 
is  all  selfish  and  cold-hearted,  but  the  most  selfish  man  in  it 
is  Lawrence  Colquhoun  !  ” 

He  laughed  again.  After  all,  he  had  said  his  say. 

“  I  am  glad  you  think  so,  because  it  simplifies  matters. 
Now,  Mrs.  Cassilis,  we  have  had  our  little  confidential  talk, 
and  I  think,  under  the  circumstances,  that  it  had  better  be 
the  last.  So,  for  a  time,  we  will  not  meet,  if  you  please. 
I  do  take  a  certain  amount  of  interest  in  you — that  is,  I  am 
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always  curious  to  see  what  line  you  will  take  next.  Ancl  if 
you  are  at  all  concerned  to  have  my  opinion  and  counsel,  it 
is  this :  that  you’ve  got  your  chance ;  and  if  you  give  that 
man  who  loves  you  and  trusts  you  any  unhappiness  through 
your  folly,  you  will  be  a  much  more  heartless  and  wicked 
woman  than  even  I  have  ever  thought  you.  And,  by  Gad ! 
I  ought  to  know.” 

He  left  her.  Mrs.  Cassilis  heard  his  step  in  the  hall  and 
the  door  close  behind  him.  Then  she  ran  to  the  window, 
and  watched  him  strolling  in  his  leisurely,  careless  way 
down  the  road.  It  made  her  mad  to  think  that  she  could 
not  make  him  unhappy,  and  made  her  jealous  to  think  that 
she  could  no  longer  touch  his  heart.  Not  in  love  with  him 
at  all — she  never  had  been ;  but  jealous  because  her  old 
power  was  gone. 

Jealous  ?  There  must  be  another  girl.  Doubtless  Phillis 
Fleming.  She  ordered  her  carriage  and  drove  straight  to 
Twickenham.  Agatha  was  having  one  of  her  little  garden- 
parties.  Jack  Dunquerque  was  there  with  Gilead  Beck. 
Also  Captain  Ladds.  But  Lawrence  Colquhoun  was  not. 
She  stayed  an  hour;  she  ascertained  from  Phillis  that  her 
guardian  seldom  came  to  see  her,  and  went  home  again  in  a 
worse  temper  than  before,  because  she  felt  herself  on  a 
wrong  track. 

Tomlinson,  her  maid,  had  a  very  bad  time  of  it  while  she 
was  dressing  her  mistress  for  dinner.  Nothing  went  right, 
somehow.  Tomlinson,  the  hard-featured,  was  long  suffering 
and  patient.  She  made  no  reply  to  the  torrent  which  flowed 
from  her  superior’s  angry  lips.  But  when  respite  came  with 
the  dinner-bell,  and  her  mistress  was  safely  downstairs,  the 
maid  sat  down  to  the  table  and  wrote  a  letter  very  carefully. 
This  she  read  and  re-read,  and,  being  finally  satisfied  with 
it,  she  took  it  out  to  the  post  herself.  After  that,  as  she 
would  not  be  wanted  till  midnight  at  least,  she  took  a  cab 
and  went  to  the  Marylebone  Theatre,  where  she  wept  over 
the  distresses  of  a  lady,  ruined  by  the  secret  voice  of 
calumny. 

It  was  at  the  end  of  May,  and  the  season  was  at  its 


362 


THE  GOLDEN  BUTTERFLY. 


height.  Mrs.  Cassilis  had  two  or  three  engagements,  but 
she  came  home  early,  and  was  even  sharper  with  the 
unfortunate  Tomlinson  than  before  dinner.  But  Tomlinson 
was  very  good,  and  bore  all  in  patience.  It  is  Christian 
to  endure. 

Next  morning  Gabriel  Cassilis  found  among  his  letters 
another  in  the  same  handwriting  as  that  of  the  three 
anonymous  communications  he  had  already  received. 

He  tore  it  open  with  a  groan. 

“This  is  the  fourth  letter.  You  will  have  to  take  notice 
of  my  communications,  and  to  act  upon  them,  sooner  or 
later.  All  this  morning  Mr.  Colquhoun  was  locked  up  with 
your  wife  in  her  boudoir.  He  came  at  eleven  and  went 
away  at  half-past  one.  No  one  was  admitted.  They  talked 
of  many  things — of  their  Scotch  secret  especially,  and  how 
to  hide  it  from  you.  I  shall  keep  you  informed  of  what 
they  do.  At  half-past  two  Mrs.  Cassilis  ordered  the  carriage 
and  drove  to  Twickenham.  Mr.  Colquhoun  has  got  his 
ward  there,  Miss  Fleming.  So  that  doubtless  she  went  to 
meet  him  again.  In  the  evening  she  came  home  in  a  very 
bad  temper,  because  she  had  failed  to  meet  him.  She 
had  hoped  to  see  him  three  times  at  least  this  very  day. 
Surely,  surely  even  your  blind  confidence  cannot  stand  a 
continuation  of  this  kind  of  thing.  All  the  world  knows  it 
except  yourself.  You  may  be  rich  and  generous  to  her, 
but  she  doesn’t  love  you.  And  she  doesn’t  care  for  her 
child.  She  hasn’t  asked  to  see  it  for  three  days — think  of 
that !  There  is  a  pretty  mother  for  you  !  She  ill-treats 
her  maid,  who  is  a  most  faithful ,  honest  person ,  and  devoted 
to  your  interests.  She  is  hated  by  every  servant  in  the 
house.  She  is  a  cold-hearted,  cruel  woman.  And  even 
if  she  loves  Mr.  Colquhoun,  it  can  only  be  through  jealousy, 
and  because  she  won’t  let  him  marry  anybody  else,  even 
if  he  wanted  to.  But  things  are  coming  to  a  crisis. 
Wait !  ” 

Mr.  Mowll  came  in  with  a  packet  of  papers,  and  found 
his  master  staring  straight  before  him  into  space.  He  spoke 
to  him,  but  received  no  answer.  Then  he  touched  him 
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gently  on  the  arm.  Mr.  Cassilis  started,  and  looked  round 
hastily.  His  first  movement  was  to  lay  his  hand  upon  a 
letter  on  the  desk. 

“  What  is  it,  Mowll — what  is  it  ?  I  was  thinking— I  was 
thinking.  I  am  not  very  well  to-day,  Mowll.” 

“You  have  been  working  too  hard,  sir,”  said  his  secretary. 

“  Yes — yes.  It  is  nothing.  Now,  then,  let  us  look  at 
what  you  have  brought.” 

For  two  hours  Mr.  Cassilis  worked  with  his  secretary. 
He  had  the  faculty  of  rapid  and  decisive  work.  And 
he  had  the  eye  of  a  hawk.  They  were  two  hours  of 
good  work,  and  the  secretary’s  notes  were  voluminous. 
Suddenly  the  financier  stopped  —  the  work  half  done.  It 
was  as  if  the  machinery  of  a  clock  were  to  go  wrong  without 
warning. 

“  So,”  he  said,  with  an  effort,  “  I  think  we  will  stop  for 
to-day.  Put  all  these  matters  at  work,  Mowll.  I  shall  go 
home  and  rest.” 

A  thing  he  had  never  done  before  in  all  his  life. 

He  went  back  to  his  house.  His  wife  was  at  home  and 
alone.  They  had  luncheon  together,  and  drove  out  in  the 
afternoon.  Her  calm  and  stately  pride  drove  the  jealous 
doubts  from  his  troubled  mind  as  the  sun  chases  away  the 
mists  of  morning. 


CHAPTER  XXXIII. 

“  An  excellent  play.” 

SUCH  things  as  dinners  to  Literature  were  the  relaxations 
of  Gilead  Beck’s  serious  life.  His  real  business  was  to 
find  an  object  worthy  of  that  enormous  income  of  which  he 
found  himself  the  trustee.  The  most  sympathetic  man  of 
his  acquaintance,  although  it  was  difficult  to  make  him 
regard  any  subject  seriously,  was  Jack  Dunquerque,  and 
to  him  he  confided  his  anxieties  and  difficulties. 

“  I  can’t  fix  it,”  he  groaned.  “  I  can’t  fix  it  anyhow.” 
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Jack  knew  what  he  meant,  but  waited  for  further  light, 
like  him  who  readeth  an  acrostic. 

“The  more  I  look  at  that  growin’  pile — there’s  enough 
now  to  build  the  White  House  over  again — the  more  I 
misdoubt  myself.” 

“  Where  have  you  got  it  all  ?  ” 

“In  Government  Stocks — by  the  help  of  Mr.  Cassilis. 
No  more  of  the  unholy  traffic  in  shares  which  you  buy  to 
sell  again.  No,  sir.  That  means  makin’  the  widow  weep 
and  the  minister  swear;  an’  I  don’t  know  which  spectacle 
of  those  two  is  the  more  melancholy  for  a  Christian  man. 
All  in  stocks — Government  Stocks,  safe  and  easy  to  draw 
out,  with  the  interest  cornin’  in  regular  as  the  chant  of  the 
cuckoo-clock.” 

“Well,  can’t  you  let  it  stay  there  ?  ” 

“  No,  Mr.  Dunquerque ;  I  can’t.  There’s  the  voice  of 
that  blessed  Inseck  in  the  box  there,  night  and  day,  in  my 
ears.  And  it  says,  plain  as  speech  can  make  it,  ‘  Do  some¬ 
thing  with  the  money.’  ” 

“  You  have  bought  a  few  pictures.” 

“  Yes,  sir ;  I  have  begun  the  great  Gilead  P.  Beck 
collection.  And  when  that  is  finished,  I  guess  there’ll  be 
no  collection  on  this  airth  to  show  a  candle  to  it.  But 
that’s  personal  vanity.  That’s  not  what  the  Golden  Butter¬ 
fly  wants.” 

“  Would  he  like  you  to  have  a  yacht  ?  A  good  deal  may 
be  chucked  over  a  yacht.  That  is,  a  good  deal  for  what  we 
Englishmen  call  a  rich  man.” 

“  When  I  go  home  again  I  mean  to  build  a  yacht,  and 
sail  her  over  here  and  race  your  people  at  Cowes — all  the 
same  as  the  America,  twenty  years  ago.  But  not  yet.” 

“  There  are  a  few  trifles  going  about  which  run  away 
with  money.  Polo,  now.  If  you  play  polo  hard  enough, 
you  may  knock  up  a  pony  every  game.  But  I  suppose 
that  would  not  be  expensive  enough  for  you.  You  couldn’t 
ride  two  ponies  at  once,  I  suppose,  like  a  circus  fellow  ?  ” 

“  Selfish  luxury,  Mr.  Dunquerque,”  said  Gilead,  with  an 
almost  prayerful  twang,  “  is  not  the  platform  of  the  Golden 
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Butterfly.  I  should  like  to  ride  two  ponies  at  once,  but 
it’s  not  to  be  thought  of.  And  my  legs  are  too  long  for  any 
but  a  Kentucky  pony.” 

“Is  the  Turf  selfish  luxury,  I  wonder?”  asked  Jack.  “  A 
good  deal  of  money  can  be  got  through  on  the  Turf. 
Nothing,  of  course,  compared  with  your  pile ;  but  still,  you 
might  make  a  sensible  hole  in  it  by  judicious  backing.” 

Gilead  Beck  was  as  free  from  ostentation,  vanity,  and  the 
desire  to  have  his  ears  tickled  as  any  man.  But  still  he 
did  like  to  feel  that  by  the  act  of  Providence,  he  was  sepa¬ 
rated  from  other  men.  An  income  of  fifteen  hundred  pounds 
a  day,  which  does  not  depend  upon  harvests,  or  on  coal, 
or  on  iron,  or  anything  to  eat  and  drink,  but  only  on  the 
demand  for  rock-oil,  which  increases,  as  he  often  said,  with 
the  march  of  civilisation,  does  certainly  separate  a  man 
from  his  fellows.  This  feeling  of  division  saddened  him; 
it  imparted  something  of  the  greatness  of  soul  which  belongs 
even  to  the  most  unworthy  emperors  ;  he  felt  himself  bound 
to  do  something  for  the  good  of  mankind  while  life  and 
strength  were  in  him.  And  it  was  not  unpleasant  to  know 
that  others  recognised  the  vastness  of  his  Luck.  There¬ 
fore,  when  Jack  Dunquerque  spoke  as  if  the  Turf  were  a 
gulf  which  might  be  filled  up  with  his  fortune,  while  it 
swallowed,  without  growing  sensibly  more  shallow,  all  the 
smaller  fortunes  yearly  shot  into  it  like  the  rubbish  on  the 
future  site  of  a  suburban  villa,  Gilead  Beck  smiled.  Such 
recognition  from  this  young  man  was  doubly  pleasant  to 
him  on  account  of  his  unbounded  affection  for  him.  Jack 
Dunquerque  had  saved  his  life.  Jack  Dunquerque  treated 
him  as  an  equal  and  a  friend.  Jack  Dunquerque  wanted 
nothing  of  him,  and,  poor  as  he  was,  would  accept  nothing 
of  him.  Jack  Dunquerque  was  the  first,  as  he  was  also 
the  most  favourable,  specimen  he  had  met  of  the  class 
which  may  be  poor,  but  does  not  seem  to  care  for  more 
money ;  the  class  which  no  longer  works  for  increase  of 
fortune. 

“No,  sir,”  said  Gilead.  “I  do  not  understand  the  iurf. 
When  5 1  go  home  I  shall  rear  horses  and  improve  the 
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breed.  Maybe  I  may  run  a  horse  in  a  trotting-match  at 
Saratoga.” 

In  the  mornings  this  American,  in  search  of  a  Worthy 
Object,  devoted  his  time  to  making  the  round  of  hospitals, 
London  societies,  and  charities  of  all  kinds.  He  asked 
what  they  did,  and  why  they  did  it.  He  made  remarks 
which  were  generally  unpleasant  to  the  employes  of  the 
societies ;  he  went  away  without  offering  the  smallest 
donation ;  and  he  returned  moodily  to  the  Langham 
Hotel. 

“  The  English,”  he  said,  after  a  fortnight  of  these  investi¬ 
gations,  “  air  the  most  kind-hearted  people  in  the  hull 
world.  We  are  charitable,  and  I  believe  the  Germans, 
when  they  are  not  officers  in  their  own  army,  are  a  well- 
disposed  folk.  But  in  America,  when  a  man  tumbles 
down  the  ladder,  he  falls  hard.  Here  there’s  every  con¬ 
trivance  for  makin’  him  fall  soft.  A  man  don’t  feel  hand¬ 
some  when  he’s  on  the  broad  of  his  back,  but  it  must  be 
a  comfort  for  him  to  feel  that  his  backbone  isn’t  broke. 
Lord,  Mr.  Dunquerque !  to  look  at  the  hospitals  and 
refuges,  one  would  think  the  hull  Bible  had  got  nothin’ 
but  the  story  of  the  Prodigal  Son,  and  that  every  other 
Englishman  was  that  misbehaved  boy.  I  reckon  if  the 
young  man  had  lived  in  London,  he’d  have  gone  home  very 
slow — most  as  slow  as  ever  he  could  travel.  There’d  be 
the  hospitals,  comfortable  and  warm,  when  his  constitootion 
had  broke  down  with  too  many  drinks :  there’d  have  been 
the  convalescent  home  for  him  to  enjoy  six  months  of  happy 
meditation  by  the  seaside  when  he  was  pickin’  up  again ; 
and  when  he  got  well,  would  he  take  to  the  swine-herdin’, 
or  would  he  tramp  it  home  to  the  old  man  ?  Not  he,  sir ; 
he  would  go  back  to  the  old  courses  and  become  a  Roper. 
Then  more  hospitals.  P’raps  when  he’d  got  quite  tired, 
and  seen  the  inside  of  a  State  prison,  and  been  without 
his  little  comforts  for  a  spell,  he’d  have  gone  home  at  last  — 
just  as  I  did,  for  I  was  the  prodigal  son  without  the  riotous 
livin’ — and  found  the  old  man  gone,  leavin’  him  his  blessin’. 
The  elder  one  would  hand  him  the  blessin’  cheerfully,  and 
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stick  to  the  old  man’s  farm.  Then  the  poor  broken-down 
sportsman  —  he’d  tramp  it  back  to  London,  get  into  an 
almshouse,  with  an  allowance  from  a  City  charity,  and  die 
happy. 

“  There’s  another  kind  o’  prodigal,”  Mr.  Beck  went  on, 
being  in  a  mood  for  moralising.  “  She’s  of  the  other  sex. 
Formerly  she  used  to  repent  when  she  thought  of  what 
was  before  her.  There’s  a  refuge  before  her  now,  and  kind 
women  to  take  her  by  the  hand  and  cry  over  her.  She 
isn’t  in  any  hurry  for  the  cryin’  to  begin,  but  it’s  com¬ 
fortable  to  look  forward  to;  and  so  she  goes  on  until 
she’s  ready.  Twenty  years  fling,  maybe,  with  nothing  to 
do  for  her  daily  bread;  and  then  to  start  fair  on  the 
same  level  as  the  woman  who  has  kept  her  self-respect  and 
worked. 

“I  can’t  see  my  way  clear,  Mr.  Dunquerque;  I  can’t. 
It  wouldn’t  do  any  kind  of  honour  to  the  Golden  Butterfly 
to  lay  out  all  these  dollars  in  helpin’  up  them  who  are 
bound  to  fall — bound  to  fall.  There’s  only  two  classes 
of  people  in  this  world — those  who  are  goin’  up,  and 
those  who  are  goin’  down.  It’s  no  use  tryin  to  stop 
those  who  are  on  their  way  down.  Let  them  go ;  let 
them  slide ;  give  them  a  shove  down,  if  you  like,  and 
all  the  better,  because  they  will  the  sooner  get  to  the 
bottom,  and  then  go  up  again  till  they  find  their  own 
level.” 

It  was  in  the  evening,  at  nine  o’clock,  when  Gilead 
Beck  made  this  oration.  He  was  in  his  smaller  room, 
which  was  lit  only  by  the  twilight  of  the  May  evening 
and  by  the  gas-lamp  in  the  street  below.  He  walked 
up  and  down,  talking  with  his  hands  in  his  pockets, 
and  silencing  Jack  Dunquerque,  who  had  never  thought 
seriously  about  these  or  any  other  things,  by  his  earnest¬ 
ness.  Every  now  and  then  he  went  to  the  window 
and  looked  into  the  street  below.  The  cabs  rattled  up 
and  down,  and  on  the  pavement  the  customary  sight 
of  a  West-end  street  after  dark  perhaps  gave  him  in¬ 
spiration. 
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“Their  own  level,”  he  repeated  it.  “Yes,  sir,  there’s 
a  proper  level  for  every  one  of  us  somewhere,  if  only 
we  can  find  it.  At  the  lowest  depth  of  all  there’s  the 
airth  to  be  ploughed,  the  hogs  to  be  drove,  and  the 
corn  to  be  reaped.  I  read  the  other  day,  when  I  was 
studying  for  the  great  dinner,  that  formerly,  if  a  man 
took  refuge  in  a  town,  he  might  stay  there  for  a  year 
and  a  day.  If  then  he  could  not  keep  himself,  they 
opened  the  gates  and  they  ran  him  out  on  a  plank ; 
same  way  as  I  left  Clearville  City.  Back  to  the  soil 
he  went — back  to  the  plough.  Let  those  who  are  going 
down  hill  get  down  as  fast  as  they  can,  and  go  back  to 
the  soil. 

“  I’ve  sometimes  thought,”  he  went  on,  “  that  there’s 
a  kind  of  work  lower  than  agriculture.  It  is  to  wear 
a  black  coat  and  do  copying.  You  take  a  boy  and  you 
make  him  a  machine ;  tell  him  to  copy,  that  is  all.  Why, 
sir,  the  rustic  who  feeds  the  pigs  is  a  Solomon  beside 
that  poor  critter.  Make  your  poor  helpless  paupers  into 
clerks,  and  make  the  men  who’ve  got  arms  and  legs 
and  no  brains  into  farm-labourers.  Perhaps  I  shall  build 
a  city  and  conduct  it  on  those  principles.” 

Then  he  stopped  because  he  had  run  himself  down,  and 
they  began  to  talk  of  Phillis. 

But  it  seemed  to  Jack  a  new  and  singular  idea.  The 
weak  must  go  to  the  wall ;  but  they  might  be  helped 
to  find  their  level.  He  was  glad  for  once  that  he  had 
that  small  four  hundred  a  year  of  his  own,  because,  as 
he  reflected,  his  own  level  might  be  somewhere  on  the 
stage  where  the  manufacture  by  hand,  say,  of  upper  leathers, 
represents  the  proper  occupation  of  the  class.  A  good 
many  other  fellows,  he  thought,  among  his  own  acquaint¬ 
ance,  might  find  themselves  accommodated  with  boards 
for  the  cobbling  business  near  himself.  And  he  looked 
at  Gilead  Beck  with  increased  admiration  as  a  man 
who  had  struck  all  this,  as  well  as  lie,  out  of  his  own 
head. 

Jack  Dunquerque  suggested  educational  endowments.  Mr. 
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Beck  made  deliberate  inquiries  into  the  endowments  of 
Oxford  and  Cambridge,  with  a  view  of  founding  a  grand 
National  American  University  on  the  old  lines,  to  be 
endowed  in  perpetuity  with  the  proceeds  of  his  perennial 
oil-fountains.  But  there  were  things  about  these  ancient 
seats  of  learning  which  did  not  commend  themselves  to 
him.  In  his  unscholastic  ignorance  he  asked  what  was  the 
good  of  pitting  young  men  against  each  other,  like  the 
gladiators  in  the  arena,  to  fight,  like  them,  with  weapons 
of  no  earthly  modern  use.  And  when  he  was  told  of  fellow¬ 
ships  given  to  men  for  life  as  a  prize  for  a  single  battle,  he 
laughed  aloud. 

He  went  down  to  Eton.  He  was  mean  enough  to  say 
ot  the  masters  that  they  made  their  incomes  by  overcharg¬ 
ing  the  butchers’  and  the  grocers’  bills,  and  he  said  that 
ministers,  as  he  called  them,  ought  not  to  be  grocers ; 
and  of  the  boys  he  said  that  he  thought  it  unwholesome 
for  them  that  some  should  have  unlimited  pocket-money, 
and  all  should  have  unlimited  tick.  Also  some  one  told 
him  that  Eton  boys  no  longer  fight,  because  they  funk  one 
another.  So  that  he  came  home  sorrowful  and  scornful. 

“  In  my  country,”  he  said,  “  we  have  got  no  scholar¬ 
ships,  and  if  the  young  men  can’t  pay  their  professors 
they  do  without  them  and  educate  themselves.  And  in 
my  country  the  boys  fight.  Yes,  Mr.  Dunquerque,  you  bet 
they  do  fight.” 

It  was  after  an  evening  at  the  Lyceum  that  Gilead  Beck 
hit  upon  the  grand  idea  of  his  life. 

The  idea  struck  him  as  they  walked  home.  It  fell  upon 
him  like  an  inspiration,  and  for  the  moment  stunned  him. 
He  was  silent  until  they  reached  the  hotel.  Then  he  called 
a  waiter. 

“  Get  Mr.  Dunquerque  a  key,”  he  said.  “  He  will  sleep 
here.  That  means,  Mr.  Dunquerque,  that  we  can  talk  all 
night  if  you  please.  I  want  advice.” 

Jack  laughed.  He  always  did  laugh. 

“  It  is  a  great  privilege,”  he  said,  “  advising  Fortunatus.” 

“  It  is  a  great  privilege,  Mr.  Dunquerque,”  returned 
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Fortnnatus,  <£  having  an  adviser  who  wants  nothing  for 
himself.  See  that  pile  of  letters.  Every  one  a  begging- 
letter,  except  that  blue  one  on  the  top,  which  is  from  a 
clergyman.  He’s  a  powerful  generous  man,  sir.  He  offers 
to  conduct  my  charities  at  a  salary  of  three  hundred  pounds 
a  year.” 

Mr.  Beck  then  proceeded  to  unfold  the  great  idea  which 
had  sprung  up,  full  grown,  in  his  brain. 

“  That  man,  sir,”  he  said,  meaning  Henry  Irving,  “  is  a 
grand  actor.  And  they  are  using  him  up.  He  wants 
rest. 

“  I  was  an  actor  myself  once,  and  I’ve  loved  the  boards 
ever  since.  I  was  not  a  great  actor.  I  am  bound  to  say 
that  I  did  not  act  like  Mr.  Henry  Irving.  Quite  the 
contrary.  Once  I  was  the  hind  legs  of  an  elephant. 
Perhaps  Mr.  Irving  himself,  when  he  was  a  ’prentice,  was 
the  fore  legs.  I  was  on  the  boards  for  a  month,  when 
the  company  busted  up.  Most  things  did  bust  up  that  I 
had  to  do  with  in  those  days.  I  was  the  lawyer  in  Flowers 
of  the  Forest.  I  was  the  demon  with  the  keg  to  Mr.  Jeffer¬ 
son’s  Rip  Yan  Winkle.  Once  I  played  Horatio.  That  was 
when  the  Mayor  of  Constantinople  City  inaugurated  his 
year  of  office  by  playin’  Hamlet.  He’d  always  been  fond 
of  the  stage,  that  Mayor,  but  through  bein’  in  the  soft- 
goods  line  never  could  find  time  to  go  on.  So  when  he  got 
the  chance,  bein’  then  a  matter  of  four-and-fifty,  of  course 
he  took  it.  And  he  elected  to  play  Hamlet,  just  to  show- 
the  citizens  what  a  whole-souled  Mayor  they’d  got,  and  the 
people  in  general  what  good  play-actin’  meant.  The  cor¬ 
poration  attended  in  a  body,  and  sat  in  the  front  row  of 
what  you  would  call  the  dress  circle.  All  in  store  clothes 
and  go-to-meetin’  gloves.  It  was  a  majestic  and  an  impos¬ 
ing  spectacle.  Behind  them  was  the  fire  brigade  in  uni¬ 
form.  The  citizens  of  Constantinople  and  their  wives  and 
daughters  crowded  out  the  house. 

“  Wal,  sir,  we  began.  Whether  it  was  they  felt  jealous, 
or  whether  they  felt  envious,  that  corporation  laughed.  They 
laughed  at  the  sentinels,  and  they  laughed  at  the  moon. 
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They  laughed  at  the  Ghost,  and  they  laughed  at  me  — 
Horatio.  And  then  they  laughed  at  Hamlet. 

“  I  watched  the  Mayor  gettin’  gradually  riz.  Any  man’s 
dander  would.  Presently  he  rose  to  that  height  that  he 
went  straight  to  the  footlights,  and  stood  there  facin’  his 
own  town  council  like  a  bull  behind  a  gate. 

“  They  left  off  laughing  for  a  minute,  and  then  they  began 
again.  We  air  a  grave  people,  Mr.  Dunquerque,  I  am  told, 
and  the  sight  of  those  town  councillors  all  laughin’  together 
like  so  many  free  niggers  before  the  war  was  most  too  much 
for  any  one. 

“  The  Mayor  made  a  speech  that  wasn’t  in  the  play. 

“  ‘  Hyar,’  he  said,  lookin’  solemn.  ‘  You  jest  gether  up 
your  traps  and  skin  out  of  this.  I’ve  got  the  say  about  this 
house,  and  I  arn’t  a  goin’  to  have  the  folks  incited  to  make 
game  of  their  Mayor.  So — you — kin — jist — light.’ 

“  They  hesitated. 

“  The  Mayor  pointed  to  the  back  of  the  theatre. 

“  ‘  Git,’  he  said  again. 

“  One  of  the  town  councillors  rose  and  spoke. 

“ £  Mr.  Mayor,’  he  began,  £  or  Hamlet,  Prince  of  Den¬ 
mark  ’ - 

££  £  Wal,  sir,’  said  the  Mayor.  £  Didn’t  Nero  play  in  his 
own  theaytre  ?  ’ 

££  ‘  Mr.  Mayor,  or  Hamlet,  or  Nero,’  he  went  on,  £  we 
came  here  on  the  presumption  that  we  were  paying  for  our 
places,  and  bound  to  laugh  if  we  were  amused  at  the  per¬ 
formance.  Now,  sir,  this  performance  does  amuse  us  con¬ 
siderable.’ 

££  £  You  may  presump,’  said  the  Mayor,  £  what  you 
dam  please.  But  git.  Git  at  once,  or  I’ll  turn  on  the 
pumps.’ 

££  It  was  the  Ghost  who  came  to  the  front  with  the  hose  in 
his  hands  ready  to  begin. 

“  The  town  council  disappeared  before  he  had  time  to  play 
on  them,  and  we  went  on  with  the  tragedy. 

££  But  it  was  spoiled,  sir,  completely  spoiled.  And  I  have 
never  acted  since  then. 
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“  So  you  see,  Mr.  Dunquerque,  I  know  somethin’  about 
actin’.  ’Tisn’t  as  if  I  was  a  raw  youngster  starting  a 
theatrical  idea  all  at  once.  I  thought  of  it  to-night, 
while  I  saw  a  man  actin’  who  has  the  real  stuff  in  him, 
and  only  wants  rest.  I  mean  to  try  an  experiment  in 
London,  and  if  it  succeeds  I  shall  take  it  to  New  York, 
and  make  the  American  Drama  the  greatest  in  all  the 
world.” 

“  What  will  you  do  ?  ” 

“I  said  to  myself  in  that  theatre:  ‘We  want  a  place 
where  we  can  have  a  different  piece  acted  every  week ; 
we  want  to  give  time  for  rehearsals  and  for  altera¬ 
tion  ;  we  want  to  bring  up  the  level  of  the  second  -  rate 
actors ;  we  want  more  intelligence ;  and  we  want  more 
care.’  Now,  Mr.  Dunquerque,  how  would  you  tackle  that 
problem  ?  ” 

“  I  cannot  say.” 

“  Then  I  will  tell  you,  sir.  You  must  have  three  full 
companies.  You  must  give  up  expecting  that  Theatre  to 
pay  its  expenses ;  you  must  find  a  rich  man  to  pay  for  that 
Theatre ;  and  he  must  pay  up  pretty  handsome.” 

“  Lord  de  Molleteste  took  the  Royal  Hemisphere  last 
year.” 

“  Had  he  three  companies,  sir  ?  ” 

“  No  ;  he  only  had  one ;  and  that  was  a  bad  one.  Wanted 
to  bring  out  a  new  actress,  and  nobody  went  to  see  her.  Cost 
him  a  hundred  pounds  a  week  till  he  shut  it  up.” 

“Well,  we  will  bring  along  new  actresses  too,  but  in  a 
different  fashion.  They  will  have  to  work  their  way  up 
from  the  bottom  of  the  ladder.  My  Theatre  will  cost  me  a 
good  deal  more  than  a  hundred  pounds  a  week,  I  expect. 
But  I  am  bound  to  run  it.  The  idea’s  in  my  head  strong. 
It’s  the  thing  to  do.  A  year  or  two  in  London,  and  then  for 
the  States.  We  shall  have  a  Grand  National  Drama,  and 
the  lie  shall  pay  for  it.” 

He  took  paper  and  pen,  and  began  to  write. 

“  Three  companies,  all  complete,  for  tragedy  and  comedy. 
I’ve  been  to  every  theatre  in  London,  and  I’m  ready  with 
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my  list.  Now,  Mr.  Dunquerque,  you  listen  while  I  write 
them  down. 

“  I  say  first  company  ;  not  that  there’s  any  better  or  worse, 
but  because  one  must  begin  with  something. 

“  In  the  first  I  will  have  Mr.  Irving,  Mr.  Henry  Neville, 
Mr.  Willian  Farren,  Mr.  Toole,  Mr.  Emery,  Miss  Bateman, 
and  Miss  Nelly  Farren. 

“  In  the  second,  Mr.  George  Rignold — I  saw  him  in  Henry 
V.  last  winter  in  the  States — Mr.  Hare,  Mr.  Kendal,  Mr. 
Lionel  Brough,  Mrs.  Kendal,  and  that  clever  little  lady,  Miss 
Angelina  Claude. 

“  In  the  third  I  will  have  Mr.  Phelps,  Mr.  Charles 
Matthews,  Mr.  W.  J.  Hill,  Mr.  Arthur  Cecil,  Mr.  Kelly,  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Bancroft,  and  Mrs.  Scott- Siddons,  if  you  could 
only  get  her. 

“  I  should  ask  Mr.  Alfred  Wigan  to  be  stage-manager 
and  general  director,  and  I  would  give  him  absolute 
power. 

“  Every  company  will  play  for  a  week  and  rehearse  for  a 
fortnight.  The  principal  parts  shall  not  always  be  played 
by  the  best  actors.  And  I  will  not  have  any  piece  run  for 
more  than  a  week  at  a  time.” 

“And  how  do  you  think  your  teams  would  run  together?” 

“  Sir,  it  would  be  a  distinction  to  belong  to  that  Theatre. 
And  they  would  be  well  paid.  They  will  run  together  just 
for  the  very  same  reason  as  everybody  runs  together — for 
their  own  interest.” 

“  I  believe,”  said  Jack,  “  that  you  have  at  last  hit  upon  a 
plan  for  getting  rid  even  of  your  superfluous  cash.” 

“  It  will  cost  a  powerful  lot,  I  believe.  But  Lord,  Mr. 
Dunquerque !  what  better  object  can  there  be  than  to 
improve  the  Stage?  Think  what  it  would  mean.  The 
House  properly  managed ;  no  loafin’  around  behind  the 
scenes ;  every  actor  doing  his  darn  best,  and  taking  time  for 
study  and  rehearsal ;  people  cornin’  down  to  a  quiet  evening, 
with  the  best  artists  to  entertain  them,  and  the  best  pieces 
to  play.  The  Stage  would  revive,  sir.  We  should  hear  no 
more  about  the  decay  of  the  Drama.  The  Drama  decay! 
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That’s  bunkum,  sir.  That’s  the  invention  of  the  priests  and 
the  ministers,  who  go  about  down-cryin’  what  they  can’t 
have  their  own  finger  in.” 

“But  I  don’t  see  how  your  scheme  will  encourage  authors.” 

“  I  shall  pay  them  too,  sir.  I  should  say  to  Mr.  Byron : 
c  Sir,  you  air  a  clever  and  a  witty  man.  Go  right  away,  sir. 
Sit  down  for  a  twelvemonth,  and  do  nothin’  at  all.  Then 
write  me  a  play;  put  your  own  jokes  in  it,  not  old  jokes; 
put  your  own  situations  in  it,  not  old  ones.  Give  me  some¬ 
thin’  better.’  Then  I  should  say  to  Mr.  Gilbert :  ‘  Your 
pieces  have  got  the  real  grit,  young  gentleman :  but  you 
write  too  fast.  Go  away  too  for  six  months  and  do  nothin’. 
Then  sit  down  for  six  months  more,  and  write  a  piece  that 
will  be  pretty  and  sweet,  and  won’t  be  thin.’  And  there’s 
more  dramatists  behind — only  give  them  a  chance.  They 
shall  have  it  at  my  House.” 

“  And  what  will  the  other  houses  do  ?  ” 

“  The  other  houses,  sir,  may  go  on  playing  pieces  for  four 
hundred  nights  if  they  like.  I  leave  them  plenty  of  men 
to  stump  their  boards,  and  my  Theatre  won’t  hold  more  than 
a  certain  number.  I  shall  only  take  a  small  house  to  begin 
with,  such  a  house  as  the  Lyceum,  and  we  shall  gradually 
get  along.  But  no  profit  can  be  made  by  such  a  Stage,  and 
I  am  ready  to  give  half  my  lie  to  keep  it  goin’.  Of  course,” 
he  added,  “  when  it  is  a  success  in  London  I  shall  carry  it 
away,  company  and  all,  to  Hew  York.” 

He  rose  in  a  burst  of  enthusiasm. 

“  Gilead  P.  Beck  shall  be  known  for  his  collection  of 
pictures.  He  shall  be  known  for  his  Golden  Butterfly,  and 
the  Luck  it  brought  him.  But  he  shall  be  best  known,  Mr. 
Dunquerque,  because  he  will  be  the  first  man  to  take  the 
Stage  out  of  the  mud  of  commercial  enterprise,  and  raise  it 
to  be  the  great  educator  of  the  people.  He  shall  be  known 
as  the  founder  of  the  Grand  National  American  Drama. 
And  his  bust  shall  be  planted  on  the  top  of  every  American 
stage,” 
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CHAPTER  XXXIY. 

“  In  such  a  cause  who  would  not  give  ?  What  heart 
But  leaps  at  such  a  name  ?  ” 

TQEOPLE  of  rank  and  position  are  apt  to  complain  of  beg- 
JL  ging-letters.  Surely  England  must  be  a  bappy  country 
since  its  rick  people  complain  mostly  of  begging-letters ; 
for  they  are  so  easily  dropped  into  the  waste-paper  basket. 
A  country  squire — any  man  with  a  handle  to  his  name  and 
a  place  for  a  permanent  address — is  the  natural  prey  and 
victim  of  the  beggars.  The  lithographed  letter  comes  with 
every  post,  trying  in  vain  to  look  like  a  written  letter. 
And  though  in  fervid  sentences  it  shows  the  danger  to  your 
immortal  soul  if  you  refuse  the  pleading,  most  men  have 
the  courage  to  resist.  The  fact  is  that  the  letter  is  not  a 
nuisance  at  all,  because  it  is  never  read.  On  the  other  hand; 
a  new  and  very  tangible  nuisance  is  springing  up.  It  is 
that  of  the  people  who  go  round  and  call.  Sir  Roger  de 
Coverley  in  his  secluded  village  is  free  from  the  women  who 
give  you  the  alternative  of  a  day  with  Moody  and  Sankey, 
or  an  eternity  of  repentance;  he  never  sees  the  pair  of 
Sisters  got  up  like  Roman  Catholic  nuns,  who  stand  meekly 
before  you,  arms  crossed,  mutely  refusing  to  go  without  five 
shillings  at  least  for  their  Ritualist  hot-house.  But  he  who 
lives  in  chambers,  he  who  puts  up  at  a  great  hotel  and 
becomes  known,  he  who  has  a  house  in  any  address  from 
Chester  Square  to  Netting  Hill,  understands  this  trouble. 

In  some  mysterious  way  Gilead  Beck  had  become  known. 
Perhaps  this  was  partly  in  consequence  of  his  habit  of  going 
to  institutions,  charities,  and  the  like,  and  wanting  to  find 
out  everything.  In  some  vague  and  misty  way  it  became 
known  that  there  was  at  the  Langham  Hotel  an  American 
named  Gilead  P.  Beck,  who  was  asking  questions  philan- 
thropically.  Then  all  the  people  who  live  on  philanthropists, 
with  all  those  who  work  for  their  pleasure  among  philan¬ 
thropists,  began  to  tackle  Gilead  P.  Beck.  Letters  came  in 
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the  morning,  which  he  read  but  did  not  answer.  Circulars 
were  sent  to  him,  of  which  he  perhaps  made  a  note.  Tele¬ 
grams  were  even  delivered  to  him — people  somehow  must 
read  telegrams — asking  him  for  money.  Those  wonderful 
people  who  address  the  Affluent  in  the  Times  and  ask  for 
^300  on  the  security  of  an  honest  man’s  word ;  those 
unhappy  ladies  whose  father  was  a  gentleman  and  an  officer, 
on  the  strength  of  which  fact  they  ask  the  Benevolent  to 
help  them  in  their  undeserved  distress,  poor  things ;  those 
disinterested  advertisers  who  want  a  few  hundreds,  and  who 
will  give  fifteen  per  cent,  on  the  security  of  a  splendid  piano, 
a  small  gallery  of  undoubted  pictures,  and  some  unique 
china ;  those  tradesmen  who  try  to  stave  off  bankruptcy  by 
asking  the  world  generally  for  a  loan  on  the  strength  of  a 
simple  reference  to  the  clergyman  of  St.  Tinpot,  Hammer¬ 
smith  ;  those  artful  dodgers,  Mr.  Ally  Sloper  and  his  friends, 
when  they  have  devised  a  new  and  ingenious  method  of 
screwing  money  out  of  the  rich, — all  these  people  got  hold 
of  our  Gilead,  and  pelted  him  with  letters.  Did  they 
know,  the  ingenious  and  the  needy,  how  the  business  is 
overdone,  they  would  change  their  tactics  and  go  round 
calling. 

It  requires  a  front  of  brass,  entire  absence  of  self-respect, 
and  an  epidermis  like  that  of  the  rhinoceros  for  toughness, 
to  undertake  this  work.  Yet  ladies  do  it.  You  want  a 
temperament  off  which  insults,  gibes,  sneers,  and  blank 
refusals  fall  like  water  off  a  nasturtium-leaf  to  go  the 
begging-round.  Yet  women  do  it.  They  do  it  not  only  for 
themselves,  but  also  for  their  cause.  From  Ritualism  down 
to  Atheism,  from  the  fashionable  enthusiasm  to  the  nihilism 
which  the  British  workman  is  being  taught  to  regard  as  the 
hidden  knowledge,  there  are  women  who  will  brave  anything, 
dare  anything,  say  anything,  and  endure  anything.  They 
love  to  be  martyred,  so  long  especially  as  it  does  not  hurt ; 
they  are  angry  with  the  lukewarm  zeal  of  their  male  sup¬ 
porters,  forgetting  that  a  man  sees  the  two  sides  of  a  question, 
while  a  woman  never  sees  more  than  one;  they  mistake 
notoriety  for  fame,  and  contempt  for  jealous  admiration. 
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And  here,  in  the  very  heart  of  London,  was  a  man  who 
seemed  simply  horn  for  the  Polite  Beggar.  A  man  restless 
because  he  could  not  part  with  his  money.  Not  seeking 
profitable  investments,  not  asking  for  ten  and  twenty  per 
cent. ;  but  anxious  to  use  his  money  for  the  best  purposes ; 
a  man  who  was  a  philanthropist  in  the  abstract,  who  con¬ 
sidered  himself  the  trustee  of  a  gigantic  gift  to  the  human 
race,  and  was  desirous  of  exercising  that  trust  to  the  best 
advantage. 

In  London ;  and  at  the  same  time,  in  the  same  city,  thou¬ 
sands  of  people  not  only  representing  their  individual  dis¬ 
tresses  or  their  society’s  wants,  but  also  plans,  schemes,  and 
ideas  for  the  promotion  of  civilisation  in  the  abstract.  Do 
we  not  all  know  the  projectors  ?  I  myself  know  at  this 
moment  six  men  who  want  each  to  establish  a  daily  paper ; 
at  least  a  dozen  who  would  like  a  weekly ;  fifty  who  see  a 
way,  by  the  formation  of  a  new  society,  to  check  immorality, 
kill  infidelity  once  for  all,  make  men  sober  and  women  clean, 
prevent  strikes  and  destroy  Pepublicanism.  There  is  one 
man  who  would  11  save  ”  the  Church  of  England  by  establish¬ 
ing  a  preaching  order ;  one  who  knows  how  to  restore  Eng¬ 
land  to  her  place  among  the  nations  without  a  single  addi¬ 
tional  soldier;  one  who  burns  to  abolish  bishops’  aprons, 
and  would  make  it  penal  to  preach  in  a  black  gown.  The 
land  teems  with  idea’d  men.  They  yearn,  pray,  and  sigh 
daily  for  the  capitalist  who  will  reduce  their  idea  to  practice. 

And  besides  the  projectors,  there  are  the  inventors.  I 
once  knew  a  man  who  claimed  to  have  invented  a  means 
for  embarking  and  setting  down  passengers  and  goods  on 
a  railway  without  stopping  the  trains.  Think  of  the  con¬ 
venience.  Why  no  railways  have  taken  up  the  invention, 
I  cannot  explain.  Then  there  are  men  who  have  inventions 
which  will  reform  the  whole  system  of  domestic  appliances ; 
there  are  others  who  are  prepared  on  encouragement  to 
reform  the  whole  conduct  of  life  by  new  inventions.  There 
are  men  by  thousands  brooding  over  experiments  which 
they  have  not  money  to  carry  out ;  there  are  men  longing  to 
carry  on  experiments  whose  previous  failure  they  can  now 
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account  for.  All  these  men  are  looking  for  a  capitalist  as 
for  a  Messiah.  Had  they  known — had  they  but  dimly 
suspected — that  such  a  capitalist  was  in  June  of  last  year 
staying  at  the  Langham  Hotel,  they  would  have  sought  that 
hotel  with  one  consent,  and  besieged  its  portals.  The  world 
in  general  did  not  know  Mr.  Beck’s  resources.  But  they 
were  beginning  to  find  him  out.  The  voice  of  rumour  was 
spi’eading  abroad  his  reputation.  And  the  people  wrote 
letters,  sent  circulars,  and  called. 

“Twenty-three  of  them  came  yesterday  morning,”  Gilead 
Beck  complained  to  Jack  Dunquerque.  “  Three-and-twenty, 
and  all  with  a  tale  to  tell.  No,  sir,” — his  voice  rose  in 
indignation — I  did  not  give  one  of  them  so  much  as  a 
quarter- dollar.  The  Luck  of  the  Golden  Butterfly  is  not  to 
be  squandered  among  the  well-dressed  beggars  of  Great 
Britain.  Three-and-twenty,  counting  one  little  boy,  who 
came  by  himself.  His  mother  was  a  widow,  he  said,  and 
he  sat  on  the  chair  and  sniffed.  And  they  all  wanted 
money.  There  was  one  man  in  a  white  choker  who  had 
found  out  a  new  channel  for  doing  good — and  one  man  who 
wished  to  recommend  a  list  of  orphans.  The  rest  were 
women.  And  talk?  There’s  no  name  for  it.  With  little 
books,  and  pencils,  and  bundles  of  tracts.” 

While  he  spoke  there  was  a  gentle  tap  at  the  door. 

“  There’s  another  of  them,”  he  groaned.  “  Stand  by  me, 
Mr.  Dunquerque.  See  me  through  with  it.  Come  in,  come 
in  !  Good  Lord  !  ”  he  whispered,  “  a  brace  this  time.  Will 
you  tackle  the  young  one,  Mr.  Dunquerque  ?  ” 

A  pair  of  ladies.  One  of  them  a  lady  tall  and  thin,  stern 
of  aspect,  sharp  of  feature,  eager  of  expression.  She  wore 
spectacles ;  she  was  apparently  careless  of  her  dress,  which 
was  of  black  silk  a  little  rusty.  With  her  was  a  girl  of  about 
eighteen,  perhaps  her  daughter,  perhaps  her  niece ;  a  girl  of 
rather  sharp  but  pretty  features,  marked  by  a  look  of  deter¬ 
mination,  as  if  she  meant  to  see  the  bottom  of  this  business, 
or  know  the  reason  why. 

“  You  are  Mr.  Beck,  sir  ?”  the  elder  lady  began. 

“  I  am  Gilead  P.  Beck,  madam,”  he  replied, 
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He  was  standing  before  the  fireplace,  with  his  long  hands 
thrust  into  his  pockets,  one  foot  on  an  adjacent  chair,  and  his 
head  thrown  a  little  back — defiantly. 

“You  have  received  two  letters  from  me,  Mr.  Beck, 
written  by  my  own  hand,  and — how  many  circulars,  child  ?  ” 

“  Twenty,”  said  the  girl. 

“  And  I  have  had  no  answer.  I  am  come  for  your  answer, 
Mr.  Beck.  We  will  sit  down,  if  you  please,  while  you  con¬ 
sider  your  answer.” 

Mr.  Beck  took  up  a  waste-paper  basket  which  stood  at  his 
feet,  and  tossed  out  the  whole  contents  upon  the  table. 

“  Those  are  the  letters  of  yesterday  and  to-day,”  he  said. 
“What  was  yours,  madam?  Was  it  a  letter  asking  for 
money  ?  ” 

“  It  was.” 

“  Yesterday  there  were  seventy-four  letters  asking  for 
money.  To-day  there  are  only  fifty-two.  May  I  ask,  madam, 
if  you  air  the  widow  who  wants  money  to  run  a  mangle  ?  ” 

“  Sir,  I  am  unmarried.  A  mangle  !  ” 

He  dug  his  hand  into  the  pile,  and  took  out  one  at  random. 

“  You  air,  perhaps,  the  young  lady  who  writes  to  know  if 
I  want  a  housekeeper,  and  encloses  her  carte -de-visite  ?  No ; 
that  won’t  do.  Is  it  possible  you  are  the  daughter  of  the 
Confederate  general  who  lost  his  life  in  the  cause  ?  ” 

“  Really,  sir  !  ” 

“  Then,  madam,  we  come  to  the  lady  who  ’’—here  he  read 
from  another  letter — “  who  was  once  a  governess,  and  now  is 
reduced  to  sell  her  last  remaining  garments.” 

“Sir!” 

There  was  a  withering  scorn  on  the  lady’s  lips. 

“  I  represent  a  Cause,  Mr.  Beck.  I  am  not  a  beggar  for 
myself.  My  cause  is  the  sacred  one  of  Womanhood.  You, 
sir,  in  your  free  and  happy  Republic  ” - 

Mr.  Beck  bowed. 

“  Have  seen  woman  partially  restored  to  her  proper  place 
— on  a  level  with  man.” 

“  A  higher  level,”  murmured  the  girl,  who  had  far-off  eyes  and 
a  sweet  voice,  “  The  higher  level  reached  by  the  purer  heart.” 
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“  Only  partially  restored  at  present.  But  the  good  work 
goes  on.  Here  we  are  only  beginning.  Mr.  Beck,  the 
Cause  wants  help — your  help.” 

He  said  nothing  and  she  went  on. 

“We  want  our  rights  ;  we  want  suffrage ;  we  want  to  be 
elected  for  the  Houses  of  Parliament ;  we  insist  on  equality 
in  following  the  professions  and  in  enjoying  the  endowments 
of  Education.  We  shall  prove  that  we  are  no  whit  inferior 
to  men.  We  want  no  privileges.  Let  us  stand  by  our¬ 
selves.” 

“  Wal,  madam,  their  air  helpers  who  shove  up,  and  I  guess 
there  air  helpers  who  shove  down.” 

She  did  not  understand  him,  and  went  on  with  increasing 
volubility. 

“  The  subjection  of  the  Sex  is  the  most  monstrous  injustice 
of  all  those  which  blot  the  fair  fame  of  manhood.  What  is 
there  in  man’s  physical  strength  that  he  should  use  it  to  lord 
over  the  weaker  half  of  humanity  ?  Why  has  not  our  sex 
produced  a  Shakespeare  ?  ” 

“It  has,  madam,”  said  Mr.  Beck  gravely.  “It  has  pro¬ 
duced  all  our  greatest  men.” 

She  was  staggered. 

“  Your  answer,  if  you  please,  Mr.  Beck.” 

“  I  have  no  answer,  madam.” 

“  I  have  written  you  two  letters,  and  sent  you  twenty 
circulars,  urging  upon  you  the  claims  of  the  Woman’s  Rights 
Association.  I  have  the  right  to  ask  for  a  reply.  I  expect 
one.  You  will  be  kind  enough  sir,  to  give  categorically  your 
answer  to  the  several  heads.  This  you  will  do  of  your 
courtesy  to  a  lady.  We  can  wait  here  while  you  write  it.  I 
shall  probably,  I  ought  to  tell  you,  publish  it.” 

“We  can  wait,”  said  the  young  lady. 

They  sat  with  folded  hands  in  silence. 

Mr.  Beck  shifted  his  foot  from  the  chair  to  the  carpet. 
Then  he  took  his  hands  out  of  his  pockets  and  stroked  his 
chin.  Then  he  gazed  at  the  ladies  steadily. 

Jack  Dunquerque  sat  in  the  background,  and  rendered  no 
help  whatever. 
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“  Did  you  ever,  ladies,”  asked  Mr.  Beck,  after  a  tew 
moments  of  reflection,  “  hear  of  Paul  Deroon  of  Memphis  ?  He 
was  the  wickedest  man  in  all  that  city.  Which  was  allowed. 
He  kept  a  bar  where  the  whisky  was  straight  and  the  lan¬ 
guage  was  free,  and  where  Paul  would  tell  stories,  once  you  set 
him  on,  calculated  to  raise  on  end  the  hair  of  your  best  sofa. 
When  the  Crusade  began— I  mean  the  Whisky  Crusade— the 
ladies  naturally  began  with  Paul  Deroon  s  saloon. 

“  This  is  very  tedious,  my  dear,”  said  the  elder  lady  in  a 
loud  whisper. 

“  How  did  Paul  Deroon  behave  ?  Some  barkeepers  came 
out  and  cursed  while  the  Whisky  War  went  on;  some  gave 
in  and  poured  away  the  Bourbon  ;  some  shut  up  shop  and 
took  to  preachin’.  Paul  just  did  nothing.  You  couldnt  tell 
from  Paul’s  face  that  he  even  knew  of  the  forty  women  around 
him  prayin’  all  together.  If  he  stepped  outside  he  walked 
through  as  if  they  weren’t  there,  and  they  made  a  lane  for 
him.  If  he’d  been  blind  and  deaf  and  dumb,  Paul  Deroon 

couldn’t  have  taken  less  notice.” 

“  We  shall  not  keep  our  appointment,  I  fear,”  the  younger 

lady  remarked. 

“  They  prayed,  preached,  and  sang  hymns  for  a  whole 
week.  On  Sunday  they  sang  eighty  strong.  And  on  the 
seventh  day  Paul  took  no  more  notice  than  on  the  first. 
Once  they  asked  him  if  he  heard  the  singing  He  said  he 
did ;  and  it  was  very  soothin’  and  pleasant.  Said,  too,,  that 
he  liked  music  to  his  drink.  Then  they  asked  him.  if  he 
heard  the  prayers.  He  said  he  did  ;  said,  too,  that  it  was 
cool  work  sittin’  in  the  shade  and  listenin’;  also  that  it 
kinder  seemed  as  if  it  was  bound  to  do  somebody  or  other 
good  some  day.  Then  they  told  him  that  the  ladies  were 
waitin’  to  see  him  converted.  He  said  it  was  very  kind  of 
them,  and,  for  his  own  part,  he  didn’t  mind  meetin’  their 
wishes  half  way,  and  would  wait  as  long  as  they  did.” 

The  ladies  rose.  Said  the  elder  lady  viciously  :  “  You  are 
unworthy,  sir,  to  represent  your  great  country.  You  are  a 

common  scoffer.”  n 

“  General  Schenck  represents  my  country,  madam. 
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“You  are  unworthy  of  being  associated  with  a  great 
Cause.  We  have  wasted  our  time  upon  you.” 

Their  departure  was  less  dignified  than  their  entry. 

As  they  left  the  room  another  visitor  arrived.  It  was  a 
tall  and  handsome  man,  with  a  full  flowing  beard  and  a 
genial  presence. 

He  had  a  loud  voice  and  a  commanding  manner. 

“  Mr.  Beck  ?  I  thought  so.  I  wrote  to  you  yesterday, 
Mr.  Beck.  And  I  am  come  in  person — in  person,  sir — for 
your  reply.” 

“You  air  the  gentleman,  sir,  interested  in  the  orphan 
children  of  a  colonial  bishop  ?  ” 

“  No,  sir,  I  am  not.  Nothing  of  the  kind.” 

“  Then  you  air  perhaps  the  gentleman  who  wrote  to  say 
that  unless  I  sent  him  a  ten-pound  note  by  return  of  post  he 
would  blow  out  his  brains  ?  ” 

“  I  am  Major  Borington.  I  wrote  to  you,  sir,  on  behalf  of 
the  Grand  National  Movement  for  erecting  International 
Statues.” 

“  What  is  that  movement,  sir  ?  ” 

“  A  series  of  monuments  to  all  our  great  men,  Mr.  Beck. 
America  and  England,  sir,  have  ancestors  in  common.  We 
have  our  Shakespeare,  sir,  our  Milton.” 

“  Yes,  sir,  so  I  have  heard.  I  did  not  know  those  ancestors 
myself,  having  been  born  too  late,  and  therefore  I  do  not 
take  that  interest  in  their  stone  figures  as  you  do.” 

“Positively,  Mr.  Beck,  you  must  join  us.” 

“  It  is  your  idea,  Colonel,  is  it  ?  ” 

“  Mine,  Mr.  Beck.  I  am  proud  to  say  it  is  my  own.” 

“  I  knew  a  man  once,  Colonel,  in  my  country,  who  wanted 
to  be  a  great  man.  He  had  that  ambition,  sir.  He  wasn’t 
particular  how  he  got  his  greatness.  But  he  scorned  to  die 
and  be  forgotten,  and  he  yearned  to  go  down  to  posterity. 
His  name,  sir,  was  Hiram  Turtle.  First  of  all,  he  ambitioned 
military  greatness.  We  went  into  Bull’s  Run  together.  And 
we  came  out  of  it  together.  We  came  away  from  that  field 
side  by  side.  We  left  our  guns  there  too.  If  we  had  had 
shields,  we  should  have  left  them  as  well.  Hiram  concluded, 
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sir,  after  that  experience,  to  leave  military  greatness  to 
others.” 

Major  Borington  interposed  a  gesture. 

“One  moment,  Brigadier.  The  connection  is  coming. 
Hiram  Turtle  thought  the  ministry  opened  up  a  field.  So  he 
became  a  preacher.  Yes  ;  he  preached  once.  But  he  forgot 
that  a  preacher  must  have  something  to  say,  and  so  the 
elders  concluded  not  to  ask  Hiram  Turtle  any  more.  Then 
he  became  clerk  in  a  store  while  he  looked  about  him.  For 
a  year  or  two  he  wrote  poetry.  But  the  papers  in  America, 
he  found,  were  in  a  league  against  genius.  So  he  gave  up 
that  lay.  Politics  was  his  next  move;  and  he  went  for 
stump-orating  with  the  Presidency  in  his  eye.  Stumpin’ 
offers  amusement  as  well  as  gentle  exercise,  but  it  doesn’t 
pay  unless  you  get  more  than  one  brace  of  niggers  and  a 
bubbly-jock  to  listen.  Wal,  sir,  how  do  you  think  Hiram 
Turtle  made  his  greatness  ?  He  figured  around,  sir,  with  a 
List,  and  his  own  name  a-top,  for  a  Grand  National  Monu¬ 
ment  to  the  memory  of  the  great  men  who  fell  in  the  Civil 
War.  They  air  still  subscribing,  and  Hiram  Turtle  is  the 
great  Patriot.  Now,  General,  you  see  the  connection.” 

“  If  you  mean,  sir,”  cried  Major  Borington,  “to  imply  that 

my  motives  are  interested  ” - 

“  Not  at  all,  sir,”  said  Mr.  Beck  ;  “  I  have  told  you  a  little 
story.  Hiram  Turtle’s  was  a  remarkable  case.  Perhaps  you 

might  ponder  on  it.” 

“  Your  language  is  insulting,  sir  !  ” 

“  Colonel,  this  is  not  a  country  where  men  have  to  take 
care  what  they  say.  But  if  you  should  ever  pay  a  visit  out 
West,  and  if  you  should  happen  to  be  about  where  tar  and 
feathers  are  cheap,  you  would  really  be  astonished  at  the  con¬ 
sideration  you  would  receive.  No,  sir,  I  shall  not  subscribe 
to  your  Grand  National  Association.  But  go  on,  Captain, 
go  on.  This  is  a  charitable  country,  and  the  people  haven’t 
all  heard  the  story  of  Hiram  Turtle.  And  what’ll  you  take, 

Major  ?  ”  _  .  f 

But  Major  Borington,  clapping  on  his  hat,  stalked  out  o 

the  room. 
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The  visits  of  the  strong-minded  female  and  Major  Boring- 
ton,  which  were  typical,  took  place  on  the  day  which  was  the 
first  and  only  occasion  on  which  Phillis  went  to  the  theatre. 
Gilead  Beck  took  the  box,  and  they  went — Jack  Dunquerque 
being  himself  the  fourth,  as  they  say  in  Greek  exercise-books 
— to  the  Lyceum,  and  saw  Henry  Irving  play  Hamlet. 

Phillis  brought  to  the  play  none  of  the  reverence  with 
which  English  people  habitually  approach  Shakespeare,  in¬ 
somuch  that  while  we  make  superhuman  efforts  to  under¬ 
stand  him  we  have  lost  the  power  of  criticism.  To  her, 
George  III.’s  remark  that  there  was  a  great  deal  of  rubbish 
in  Shakespeare  would  have  seemed  a  perfectly  legitimate  con¬ 
clusion.  But  she  knew  nothing  about  the  great  dramatist. 

The  house,  with  its  decorations,  lights,  and  crowd,  pleased 
her.  She  liked  the  overture,  and  she  waited  with  patience 
for  the  first  scene.  She  was  going  to  see  a  representation 
of  life  done  in  show.  So  much  she  understood.  Instead  of 
telling  a  story  the  players  would  act  the  story. 

The  Ghost — perhaps  because  the  Lyceum  Ghost  was  so 
palpably  flesh  and  blood — inspired  her  with  no  terror  at  all. 
But  gradually  the  story  grew  into  her,  and  she  watched  the 
unfortunate  Prince  of  Denmark  torn  by  his  conflicting  emo¬ 
tions,  distraught  with  the  horror  of  the  deed  that  had  been 
done  and  the  deed  that  was  to  do,  with  a  beating  heart  and 
trembling  lip.  When  Hamlet  with  that  wild  cry  threw  him¬ 
self  upon  his  uncle’s  throne,  she  gasped  and  caught  Agatha 
by  the  hand.  When  the  play  upon  the  stage  showed  the 
King  how  much  of  the  truth  was  known,  she  trembled,  and 
looked  to  see  him  immediately  confess  his  crime  and  go  out 
to  be  hanged.  She  was  indignant  with  Hamlet  for  the 
slaughter  of  Polonius ;  she  was  contemptuous  of  Ophelia, 
whom  she  did  not  understand ;  and  she  was  impatient  when 
the  two  Gravediggers  came  to  the  front,  resolute  to  spare 
the  audience  none  of  their  somewhat  musty  old  jokes  and 
to  abate  nothing  of  the  stage-business. 

When  they  left  the  theatre  Phillis  moved  and  spoke  as  in 
a  dream.  War,  battle,  conspiracy,  murder,  crime — all  these 
things,  of  which  her  guardian  had  told  her,  she  saw  presented 
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before  her  on  the  stage.  She  had  too  much  to  think  of ;  she 
had  to  tit  all  these  new  surroundings  in  her  mind  with  the 
stories  of  the  past.  As  for  the  actors,  she  had  no  power 
whatever  of  distinguishing  between  them  and  the  parts  they 
played.  Irving  was  Hamlet ;  Miss  Bateman  was  Ophelia ; 
and  they  were  all  like  the  figures  of  a  dream,  because  she 
did  not  understand  how  they  could  be  anything  but  Hamlet, 
Ophelia,  and  the  Court  of  Denmark. 

And  this,  too,  was  part  of  her  education. 


CHAPTER  XXXV. 

“  Love  in  her  eyes  lay  hiding, 

His  time  in  patience  biding.” 

SQUARE  it  with  Colquhoun  before  you  go  any  farther,” 
said  Ladds. 

Square  it  with  the  guardian — speak  to  the  young  lady’s 

father _ make  it  all  right  with  the  authorities  :  what  excellent 

advice  to  give,  and  how  easy  to  follow  it  up !  Who  does  not 
look  forward  with  pleasure,  or  backward  as  to  an  agreeable 
reminiscence,  to  that  half-hour  spent  in  a  confidential  talk 
with  dear  papa?  How  calmly  critical,  how  severely  judicial, 
was  his  summing  up !  With  what  a  determined  air  did  he 
follow  up  the  trail,  elicited  in  cross-examination,  of  former 
sins!  With  how  keen  a  scent  did  he  disinter  forgotten 
follies,  call  attention  to  bygone  extravagances,  or  place  the 
finger  of  censure  upon  debts  which  never  ought  to  have  been 
incurred,  and  economies  which  ought  to  have  been  made  . 

Remember  his  “finally”— a  word  which  from  childhood 
has  been  associated  with  sweet  memories,  because  it  brings 
the  sermon  to  an  end,  but  which  henceforth  will  awake  in 
your  brain  the  ghost  of  that  mauvciis  quart  d’heure.  In  that 
brief  peroration  he  tore  the  veil  from  the  last  cherished 
morsel  of  self-illusion  ;  he  showed  you  that  the  furnishing  of 
a  house  was  a  costly  business,  that  he  was  not  going  to  do 

it  for  you,  that  servants  require  an  annual  income  of  con- 
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siderable  extent,  that  his  daughter  had  been  brought  up  a 
lady,  that  lady’s  dress  is  a  serious  affair,  that  wedlock  in 
due  season  brings  babies,  and  that  he  was  not  so  rich  as  he 
seemed. 

Well,  perhaps  he  said  “Yes”  reluctantly,  in  spite  of  draw¬ 
backs.  Then  you  felt  that  you  were  regarded  by  the  rest  of 
the  family  as  the  means  of  preventing  dear  Annabella  from 
making  a  brilliant  match.  That  humbled  you  for  life.  Or 
perhaps  he  said  “  No.”  In  that  case  you  went  away  sadly 
and  meditated  suicide.  And  whether  you  got  over  the  fit, 
or  whether  you  didn’t — though  of  course  you  did — the  chances 
were  that  Annabella  never  married  at  all,  and  you  are  still 
regarded  by  the  family  as  the  cause  of  that  sweet  creature 
not  making  the  exceptionally  splendid  alliance  which,  but 
for  you,  the  disturbing  influence,  would  have  been  her  lot. 

However,  the  thing  is  necessary,  unless  people  run  away, 
a  good  old  fashion  by  which  such  interviews,  together  with 
wedding-breakfasts,  wedding-garments,  and  wedding-pre¬ 
sents,  were  avoided. 

Running  away  is  out  of  fashion.  It  would  have  been  the 
worst  form  possible  in  Jack  Dunquerque  even  to  propose 
such  a  thing  to  Phillis,  and  I  am  not  at  all  certain  that  he 
would  ever  have  made  her  understand  either  the  necessity 
or  the  romance  of  the  thing.  And  I  am  quite  sure  that  she 
would  never  understand  that  Jack  Dunquerque  was  asking 
her  to  do  a  wrong  thing. 

Certainly  it  was  not  likely  that  this  young  man  would 
proceed  farther  in  the  path  of  irregularity — which  leads  to 
repentance — than  he  had  hitherto  done.  He  had  now  to 
confess  before  the  young  lady’s  guardian  something  of  the 
part  he  had  played. 

Looked  at  dispassionately,  and  unsoftened  by  the  haze  of 
illusion,  this  part  had,  as  he  acknowledged  with  groans,  an 
appearance  far  from  pleasing  to  the  Christian  moralist. 

He  had  taken  advantage  of  the  girl’s  total  ignorance  to 
introduce  himself  at  the  house  where  she  was  practically 
alone  for  the  whole  day ;  he  found  her  like  a  child  in  the 
absence  of  the  reserve  which  girls  are  trained  to  ;  he  stepped 
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at  once  into  the  position  of  a  confidential  friend ;  he  took 
her  about  for  walks  and  drives,  a  thing  which  might  have 
compromised  her  seriously ;  he  allowed  Joseph  Jagenal, 
without,  it  is  true,  stating  it  in  so  many  words,  to  believe 
him  an  old  friend  of  Phillis’s  ;  he  followed  her  to  Twickenham 
and  installed  himself  at  Mrs.  L’Estrange’s  as  an  ami  de 
famille  ;  he  had  done  so  much  to  make  the  girl’s  life  bright 
and  happy,  he  was  so  dear  to  her,  that  he  felt  there  was  but 
one  step  to  be  taken  to  pass  from  a  brother  to  a  lover. 

It  was  a  black  record  to  look  at,  and  it  was  poor  consola¬ 
tion  to  think  that  any  other  man  would  have  done  the  same. 

Jack  Dunquerque,  like  Phillis  herself,  was  changed  within 
a  month.  Somehow  the  fun  and  carelessness  which  struck 
Gilead  Beck  as  so  remarkable  in  a  man  of  five-and-twenty 
were  a  good  deal  damped.  For  the  first  time  in  his  life  he 
was  serious  ;  for  the  first  time  he  had  a  serious  and  definite 
object  before  him.  He  was  perfectly  serious  in  an  unbounded 
love  for  Phillis.  Day  by  day  the  sweet  beauty  of  the  girl, 
her  grace,  her  simple  faith,  her  child-like  affection,  sank  into 
his  heart  and  softened  him.  Day  after  day,  as  he  rowed 
along  the  meadows  of  the  Thames,  or  lazied  under  the  hang¬ 
ing  willows  by  the  shore,  or  sat  with  her  in  the  garden,  or 
rode  along  the  leafy  roads  by  her  side,  the  sincerity  of  her 
nature,  as  clear  and  cloudless  as  the  blue  depths  of  heaven  ; 
its  purity,  like  the  bright  water  that  leaps  and  bubbles  and 
flows  beneath  the  shade  of  Lebanon  ;  its  perfect  truthfulness, 
like  the  midday  sunshine  in  June  ;  the  innocence  with  which, 
even  as  another  Eve,  she  bared  her  very  soul  for  him  to  read 
— these  things,  when  he  thought  of  them,  brought  the 
unaccustomed  tears  to  his  eyes,  and  made  his  spirit  rise  and 
bound  within  him  as  to  unheard-of  heights.  For  love,  to  an 
honest  man,  is  like  Nature  to  a  poet  or  colour  to  an  artist— 
it  makes  him  see  great  depths,  and  gives  him,  if  only  for  once 
in  his  life,  a  Pisgah  view  of  a  Land  far,  far  holier,  a  life  far, 
far  higher,  a  condition  far,  far  sweeter  and  nobler  than  any¬ 
thing  in  this  world  can  give  us — except  the  love  of  a  good 
woman.  In  such  a  vision  the  ordinary  course  of  our  life  is 
suspended  ;  we  move  on  air ;  we  see  men  as  trees  walking, 
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and  regard  them  not.  Happy  the  man  who  once  in  his  life 
has  been  so  lifted  out  of  the  present,  and  knows  not  after¬ 
wards  whether  he  was  in  the  flesh  or  out  of  the  flesh. 

Jack,  with  the  influence  of  this  great  passion  upon  him, 
was  transformed.  Fortunately  for  us  this  emotion  had  its 
ebb  and  flow.  Else  that  great  dinner  to  Literature  had  never 
come  off.  But  at  all  times  he  was  under  its  sobering  influ¬ 
ence.  And  it  was  in  a  penitent  and  humble  mood  that  he 
sought  Lawrence  Colquhoun,  in  the  hope  of  “  squaring  it  ” 
with  him  as  Ladds  advised.  Good  fellow,  Tommy ;  none 
better  ;  but  wanting  in  the  higher  delicacy.  Somehow  the 
common  words  and  phrases  of  every-day  use  applied  to 
PhilJ  is  jarred  upon  him.  After  all,  one  feels  a  difficulty  in 
offering  a  princess  the  change  for  a  shilling  in  coppers.  If  I 
had  to  do  it,  I  should  fall  back  on  a  draught  upon  the  Cheque 
Bank. 

Lawrence  was  full  of  his  own  annoyances — most  of  us 
always  are,  and  it  is  one  of  the  less  understood  ills  of  life 
that  one  can  never  get,  even  for  five  minutes,  a  Monopoly  of 
Complaint.  But  he  listened  patiently  while  Jack — Jack  of 
the  Rueful  Countenance — poured  out  his  tale  of  repentance, 
woe,  and  prayer. 

“  You  see,”  he  said,  winding  up,  “  I  never  thought  what  it 
would  come  to.  I  dropped  into  it  by  accident,  and  then — 
then  ” - 

“When  people  come  to  flirt  they  stay  to  spoon,”  said 
Lawrence.  “  In  other  words,  my  dear  fellow,  you  are  in 
love.  Ah !  ” 

Jack  wondered  what  was  meant  by  the  interjection.  In 
all  the  list  of  interjections  given  by  Lindley  Murray,  or  the 
new  light  Dr.  Morris,  such  as  Pish  !  Pshaw  !  Alas  !  Humph  ! 
and  the  rest  which  are  in  everybody’s  mouth,  there  is  none 
which  blows  with  such  an  uncertain  sound  as  this.  Impos¬ 
sible  to  tell  whether  it  means  encouragement,  sympathy,  or 
cold  distrust. 

“  Ah  !  ”  said  Lawrence.  “  Sit  down  and  be  comfortable, 
Jack.  When  one  is  really  worried,  nothing  like  a  perfect 
chair  Take  my  own.  Now,  then,  let  us  talk  it  over.” 
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“  It  doesn’t  look  well,”  thought  Jack. 

“  Always  face  tke  situation,”  said  Lawrence  (he  had  got 
an  uncommonly  awkward  situation  of  his  own  to  face,  and  it 
was  a  little  relief  to  turn  to  some  one  else’s).  “  Nothing 
done  by  blinking  facts.  Here  we  are.  Young  lady  of 
eighteen  or  so — -just  released  from  a  convent ;  ignorant  of 
the  world  ;  pretty ;  attractive  ways  ;  rich,  as  girls  go — on 
the  one  hand.  On  the  other,  you :  good-looking,  as  my 
cousin  Agatha  L’Estrange  says,  though  I  can't  see  it ;  of  a 
cheerful  disposition — aptus  ludere,  fit  to  play,  cum  puelld , 
all  the  day  ” - 

“  Don’t  chaff,  Colquhoun ;  it’s  too  serious.” 

But  Colquhoun  went  on  : 

“  An  inflammable  young  man.  Well,  with  any  other  girl 
the  danger  would  have  been  seen  at  once  ;  poor  Phillis  is  so 
innocent  that  she  is  supposed  to  be  quite  safe.  So  you  go 
on  calling.  My  cousin  Agatha  writes  me  word  that  she  has 
been  looking  for  the  light  of  love,  as  she  calls  it,  in  Phillis’s 
eyes  ;  and  it  isn’t  there.  She  is  a  sentimentalist,  and  there¬ 
fore  silly.  Why  didn’t  she  look  in  your  eyes,  Jack  ?  That 
would  have  been  veiy  much  more  to  the  purpose.” 

“  She  has,  now.  I  told  her  yesterday  that  I — I — loved 
Phillis.” 

“  Did  she  ask  you  to  take  the  young  lady’s  hand  and  a 
blessing  at  once  ?  Come,  Jack,  look  at  the  thing  sensibly. 
There  are  two  or  three  very  strong  reasons  why  it  can’t  be.” 

“  Why  it  can’t  be  !  ”  echoed  Jack  dolefully. 

“  First,  the  girl  hasn’t  come  out.  Now,  I  ask  you,  would 
it  not  be  simply  sinful  not  to  give  her  a  fair  run  ?  In  any 
case  you  could  not  be  engaged  till  after  she  has  had  one 
season.  Then  her  father,  who  did  not  forget  that  he  was 
grandson  of  a  Peer,  wanted  his  daughter  to  make  a  good 
match,  and  always  spoke  of  the  fortune  he  was  to  leave  her 
as  a  guarantee  that  she  would  marry  well.  He  never  thought 
he  was  going  to  die,  of  course ;  but  at  all  events  I  know  so 
much  of  his  wishes.  Lastly,  my  dear  Jack  Dunquerque, 
vou  are  the  best  fellow  in  the  world,  but,  you  know — 
but” - 
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“  But  I  am  not  Lord  Isleworth.” 

“  That  is  just  it.  You  are  Lis  lordship’s  younger  brother, 
with  one  or  two  between  you  and  the  title.  Now  don’t  you 
see  ?  Need  we  talk  about  it  any  more  ?  ” 

££  I  suppose  Phil — I  mean  Miss  Fleming — will  be  allowed 
to  choose  for  herself.  You  are  not  going  to  make  her  marry 
a  man  because  he  happens  to  have  a  title  and  an  estate,  and 
offers  himself?” 

“  I  suppose,”  said  Lawrence,  laughing,  “  that  I  am  going 
to  lock  Phillis  up  in  a  tower  until  the  right  man  comes. 
No,  no,  Jack;  there  shall  be  no  compulsion.  If  she  sets 
her  heart  upon  marrying  you — she  is  a  downright  young 
lady — why,  she  must  do  it ;  but  after  she  has  had  her  run 
among  the  ball-rooms,  not  before.  Let  her  take  a  look 
round  first ;  there  will  be  other  Jack  Dunquerques  ready  to 
look  at,  be  sure  of  that.  Perhaps  she  will  think  them  fairer 
to  outwai'd  view  than  you.  If  she  does,  you  will  have  to 
give  her  up  in  the  end,  you  know.” 

“  I  have  said  no  word  of  love  to  her,  Colquhoun,  I  give 
you  my  honour,”  said  Jack  hotly.  “  I  don’t  think  she 
would  understand  it  if  I  did.” 

“  I  am  glad  of  that  at  least.” 

“  If  I  am  to  give  her  up  and  go  away,  I  dare  say,”  the 
poor  youth  went  on,  with  a  little  choking  in  his  throat, 
“  that  she  will  regret  me  at  first  and  for  a  day  or  two.  But 
she  will  get  over  that ;  and — as  you  say,  there  are  plenty  of 
fellows  in  the  world  better  than  myself — and  ” - 

“  My  dear  Jack,  there  will  be  no  going  away.  You  tell 
me  you  have  not  told  her  all  the  effect  that  her  beaux  yeux 
have  produced  upon  you.  Well,  then — and  there  has  been 
nothing  to  compromise  her  at  all  ?  ” 

££  Nothing ;  that  is,  once  we  went  to  the  Tower  in  a 
hansom  cab.” 

££0h,  that  is  all,  is  it?  Jack  Dunquerque — Jack 
Dunquerque !  ” 

££  And  we  have  been  up  the  river  a  good  many  times  in  a 
boat.” 

££  I  see.  The  river  is  pleasant  at  this  time  of  the  year.” 
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“  And  we  have  been  riding  together  a  good  deal.  Phil 
rides  very  well,  you  know.” 

“  Does  she  ?  It  seems  to  me,  J ack,  that  my  cousin 
Agatha  is  a  fool,  and  that  you  have  been  having  rather  a 
high  time  in  consequence.  Surely  you  cant  complain  if  I 
ask  you  to  consider  the  innings  over  for  the  present  ?  ’ 

“No;  I  can’t  complain,  if  one  may  hope  ” - 

££  Let  us  hope  nothing.  Sufficient  for  the  day.  He  who 
hopes  nothing  gets  everything.  Come  out  of  it  at  once, 
Jack,  before  you  get  hit  too  hard.” 

“  I  think  no  one  was  ever  hit  so  hard  before,”  said  Jack. 

“  Colquhoun,  you  don’t  know  your  ward.  It  is  impossible 
for  any  one  to  be  with  her  without  falling  in  love  with  her. 

She  is  ” -  Here  he  stopped,  because  he  could  not  get  on 

any  farther.  Anybody  who  did  not  know  the  manly  nature 
of  Jack  Dunquerque  might  have  thought  that  he  was  stopped 
by  emotion. 

“We  all  get  the  fever  some  time  or  other.  But  we 
worry  through.  Look  at  me,  Jack.  I  am  forty,  and,  as  you 
see,  a  comparatively  hale  and  hearty  man,  despite  my  years. 
It  doesn’t  shorten  life,  that  kind  of  fever;  it  doesn’t  take 
away  appetite;  it  doesn’t  interfere  with  your  powers  of 
enjoyment.  There  is  even  a  luxury  about  it.  You  cant 
remember  Geraldine  Arundale,  now  Lady  Newladegge,  when 
she  came  out,  of  course.  You  were  getting  ready  for  Eton 
about  that  time.  Well,  she  and  I  carried  on  for  a  whole 
season.  People  talked.  Then  she  got  engaged  to  her 
present  husband,  after  seeing  him  twice.  She  wanted  a 
Title,  you  see.  I  was  very  bad,  that  journey ;  and  I 
remember  that  Agatha,  who  was  in  my  confidence,  had  a 
hot  time  of  it  over  the  faithlessness  of  shallow  hearts.  But 
I  got  over  the  attack,  and  I  have  not  been  dangerously  ill, 
so  to  speak,  since.  That  is,  I  have  made  a  contemptible 
ass  of  myself  on  several  occasions,  and  I  dare  say  I  shall 
go  on  making  an  ass  of  myself  as  long  as  I  live.  Because 
the  older  you  grow,  somehow,  the  sweeter  do  the  flowers 

smell.”  . 

Jack  only  groaned.  It  really  is  no  kind  of  consolation  to 
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tell  a  suffering  man  tliat  you  have  gone  through  it  yourself. 
Gilead  Beck  told  me  once  of  a  man  who  lived  in  one  of  the 
Southern  States  of  America :  he  was  a  mild  and  placid 
creature,  inoffensive  as  a  canary  bird,  quiet  as  a  mongoose, 
and  much  esteemed  for  his  unusual  meekness.  This  harm¬ 
less  being  once  got  ear-ache — very  bad  ear-ache.  Boy¬ 
hood’s  ear-aches  are  awful  things  to  remember ;  but  those 
of  manhood,  when  they  do  come,  which  is  seldom,  are  the 
Devil.  To  him  in  agony  came  a  friend,  who  sat  down  beside 
him,  like  Eliphaz  the  Temanite,  and  sighed.  This  the  harm¬ 
less  being  who  had  the  ear-ache  put  up  with,  though  it  was 
irritating.  Presently  the  friend  began  to  relate  how  he  once 
had  the  ear-ache  himself.  Then  the  harmless  creature  rose 
up  suddenly,  and,  seizing  an  adjacent  chunk  of  wood,  gave 
that  friend  a  token  of  friendship  on  the  head  with  such 
effect  that  he  ceased  the  telling  of  that  and  all  other  stories, 
and  has  remained  quite  dumb  ever  since.  The  jury  acquitted 
that  inoffensive  and  meek  creature,  who  wept  when  the  ear¬ 
ache  was  gone,  and  often  laid  flowers  on  the  grave  of  his 
departed  friend. 

Jack  did  not  heave  chunks  of  wood  at  Colquhoun.  He 
only  looked  at  him  with  ineffable  contempt. 

“  Lady  Newladegge !  why,  she’s  five-and-thirty  !  and  she’s 
fat!” 

“  She  wasn’t  always  five-and-thirty,  nor  was  she  always 
fat.  On  the  contrary,  when  she  was  twenty,  and  I  was  in 
love  with  her,  she  was  slender,  and,  if  one  may  so  speak  of  a 
Peeress,  she  was  cuddlesome  !  ” 

“  Cuddlesome  !  ”  Jack  cried,  his  deepest  feelings  outraged. 
“  Good  Heavens  !  to  think  of  comparing  Phil  with  a  woman 
who  was  once  cuddlesome  !  ” 

Lawrence  Colquhoun  laughed. 

“In  fifteen  years,  or  thereabouts,  perhaps  you  will  take 
much  the  same  view  of  things  as  I  do.  Meantime  Jack,  let 
things  remain  as  they  are.  You  shall  have  a  fair  chance 
with  the  rest ;  and  you  must  remember  that  you  have  had  a 
much  better  chance  than  anybody  else,  because  you  have  had 
the  first  running.  Leave  off'  going  to  Twickenham  quite  so 
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much  ;  but  don’t  stop  going  altogether,  or  Phillis  may  be  led 
to  suspect.  Can’t  you  contrive  to  slack  off  by  degrees  ? 

Jack  breathed  a  little  more  freely.  The  house,  then,  was 
not  shut  to  him. 

(i  The  young  lady  will  have  her  first  season  next  year.  I 
don’t  say  I  hope  she  will  marry  anybody  else,  Jack,  but  I 
am  bound  to  give  her  the  chance.  As  soon  as  she  really 
understands  a  little  more  of  life  she  will  find  out  for  herselt 
what  is  best  for  her,  perhaps.  Now  we’ve  talked  enough 
about  it.” 

Jack  Dunquerque  went  away  sorrowful.  He  expected 
some  such  result  of  this  endeavour  to  “square”  it  with 
Colquhoun,  but  yet  he  was  disappointed. 

“Hang  it  all,  Jack,”  said  Ladds,  “what  can  you  want 
more  ?  You  are  told  to  wait  a  year.  N o  one  will  step  m 
between  you  and  the  young  lady  till  she  comes  out.  You  are 
not  told  to  discontinue  your  visits— only  not  to  go  too  often, 
and  not  to  compromise  her.  What  more  does  the  man  want  ? : 

“  You  are  a  very  good  fellow,  Tommy,”  sighed  the  lover ; 
“  a  very  good  fellow  in  the  main.  But,  you  see,  you  dont 
know  Phil.  Let  me  call  her  Phil  to  you,  old  man.  There’s 
not  another  man  in  the  world  that  I  could  talk  about  her  to 
_ not  one  by  Jove  ;  it  would  seem  a  desecration.” 

“  Go  on,  Jack— talk  away  ;  and  I’ll  give  you  good  advice.” 

He  did  talk  away!  What  says  Solomon?  “Ointment 
and  perfume  rejoice  the  soul  ;  so  doth  the  sweetness  of  a 
man’s  friend  by  hearty  counsel.”  The  Wise  Man  might 
have  expressed  himself  more  clearly,  but  his  meaning  can  be 

made  out.  _  . 

Meantime  Lawrence  Colquhoun,  pulling  himself  together 

after  Jack  went  away,  remembered  that  he  had  not  once 
gone  near  his  ward  since  he  drove  her  to  Twickenham.^ 

“  It  is  too  bad,”  said  Conscience  ;  “  a  whole  month.” 

“  It  is  all  that  woman’s  fault,”  he  pleaded.  “  I  have  been 
dangling  about,  in  obedience  to  her,  like  a  fool.” 

“  Like  a  fool !  ”  echoed  Conscience. 

He  went  that  very  day,  and  was  easily  persuaded  to  stay 
and  dine  with  the  two  ladies. 
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He  said  very  little,  but  Agatha  observed  him  watching  his 
ward  closely. 

After  dinner  she  got  a  chance. 

It  was  a  pleasant  evening,  early  in  June.  They  had  straw¬ 
berries  on  a  garden-table.  Phillis  presently  grew  tired  of 
sitting  under  the  shade,  and  strolled  down  to  the  river-side, 
where  she  sat  on  the  grass  and  threw  biscuits  to  the  swans. 

“  What  do  you  think,  Lawrence  ?  ” 

He  was  watching  her  in  silence. 

“  I  don’t  understand  it,  Agatha.  What  have  you  done 
to  her  ?  ” 

“  Nothing.  Are  you  pleased  ?  ” 

“  You  are  a  witch  ;  I  believe  you  must  have  a  familiar 
somewhere.  She  is  wonderful — wonderful !  ” 

“  Is  she  a  ward  to  be  proud  of  and  to  love,  Lawrence  ?  Is 
she  the  sweetest  and  prettiest  girl  you  ever  saw  ?  My  dear 
cousin,  I  declare  to  you  that  I  think  her  faultless.  At  least, 
her  very  faults  are  attractive.  She  is  impetuous  and  self- 
willed,  but  she  is  full  of  sympathy.  And  that  seems  to  have 
grown  up  in  her  altogether  in  the  last  few  months.” 

“  Her  manner  appears  to  be  more  perfect  than  anything  I 
have  ever  seen.” 

“  It  is  because  she  has  no  self-consciousness.  She  is  like 
a  child  still,  my  dear  Phillis,  so  far.” 

“  I  wonder  if  it  is  because  she  cannot  read  ?  Why  should 
we  not  prohibit  the  whole  sex  from  learning  to  read  ?  ” 

“  Nonsense,  Lawrence.  What  would  the  novelists  do  ? 
Besides,  she  is  learning  to  read  fast.  I  put  her  this  morning 
into  the  Third  Lesson  Book — two  syllables.  And  it  is  not 
as  if  she  were  ignorant,  because  she  knows  a  great  deal.” 

“  Then  why  is  it  ?  ” 

“  I  think  her  sweet  nature  has  something  to  do  with  it ; 
and,  besides,  she  has  been  shielded  from  many  bad  influences. 
We  send  girls  to  school,  and — and — well,  Lawrence,  we  can¬ 
not  all  be  angels,  any  more  than  men.  If  girls  learn  about 
love,  and  establishments,  and  flirtations,  and  the  rest  of  it, 
why,  they  naturally  want  their  share  of  these  good  things. 
Then  they  get  self-conscious.” 
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‘‘What  about  Jack  Dunquerque?”  asked  Lawrence 
abruptly.  “  He  bas  been  to  me  about  her.” 

Agatba  blushed  as  prettily  as  any  self-conscious  young  girl. 

“  He  loves  Phillis,”  she  said ;  “  but  Phillis  only  regards 
him  as  a  brother.” 

“  Agatha,  you  are  no  wiser  than  little  Red  Riding  Hood. 
Jack  Dunquerque  is  a  wolf.” 

“  I  am  sure  he  is  a  most  honourable,  good  young  man.” 

“  As  for  good,  goodness  knows.  Honourable  no  doubt,  and 
a  wolf.  You  are  a  matchmaker,  you  bad,  bad  woman.  I 
believe  you  want  him  to  marry  that  young  Princess  over 
there.” 

“  And  what  did  you  tell  poor  Jack  ?  ” 

“  Told  him  to  wait.  Acted  the  stern  guardian.  Won’t 
have  an  engagement.  Must  let  Phillis  have  her  run.  Mustnt 
come  here  perpetually  trying  to  gobble  up  my  dainty  heiress 
Think  upon  that  now,  Cousin  Agatha.” 

“  She  could  not  marry  into  a  better  family. 

“  Very  true.  The  Dunquerques  had  an  Ark  of  their  own,  I 
believe,  at  the  Deluge.  But  then  Jack  is  not  Lord  Isleworth  ; 
and  he  isn’t  ambitious,  and  he  isn’t  clever,  and  he  isn’t  rich.” 

“  Do  on,  Lawrence ;  it  is  charming  to  see  you  in  a  new 
character — Lawrence  the  Prudent !  ” 

“  Charmed  to  charm  la  belle  cousine.  He  is  in  love,  and 
he  is  hit  as  hard  as  any  man  I  ever  saw.  But  Phillis  shall 
not  be  snapped  up  in  this  hasty  aud  inconsiderate  manner. 
There  are  lots  of  better  partis  in  the  field.” 

Then  Phillis  came  back,  dangling  her  hat  by  its  ribbons. 
The  setting  sun  made  a  glory  of  her  hair,  lit  up  the  splendour 
of  her  eyes,  and  made  a  clear  outline  of  her  delicate  features 
and  tall  shapely  figure. 

“  Come  and  sit  by  me,  Phillis,”  said  her  guardian.  “  I 
have  neglected  you.  Agatha  will  tell  you  that  I  am  a 
worthless  youth  of  forty,  who  neglects  all  his  duties.  Y  ou 
are  so  much  improved,  my  child,  that  I  hardly  knew  you. 
Prettier  and — and — everything.  How  goes  on  the  educa- 
tion  ?  ” 

“  Reading  and  writing,”  said  Phillis,  “  do  not  make  educa- 
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tion.  Really,  Lawrence,  you  ought  to  know  better.  A  year 
or  two  with  Mr.  Dyson  would  have  done  you  much  good.  I 
am  in  words  of  two  syllables ;  and  Agatha  thinks  I  am 
getting  on  very  nicely.  I  am  in  despair  about  my  painting 
since  we  have  been  to  picture-galleries.  And  to  think  how 
conceited  I  was  once  over  it !  But  I  can  draw,  Lawrence  ;  I 
shall  not  give  up  my  drawing.” 

“  And  you  liked  your  galleries  ?  ” 

“  Some  of  them.  The  Academy  was  tiring.  Why  don’t 
they  put  all  the  portraits  in  one  room  together,  so  that  we 
need  not  waste  time  over  them  ?  ” 

“  What  did  you  look  at  ?  ” 

“  I  looked  at  what  all  the  other  people  pressed  to  see,  first 
of  all.  There  was  a  picture  of  Waterloo,  with  the  French 
and  English  crowded  together  so  that  they  could  shake 
hands.  It  was  drawn  beautifully  ;  but  somehow  it  made  me 
feel  as  if  War  was  a  little  thing.  Mr.  Dyson  used  to  say 
that  women  always  take  the  grandeur  and  strength  out  of 
Art.  Then  there  was  a  brown  man  with  a  sling  on  a  plat¬ 
form.  The  platform  rested  on  stalks  of  corn  ;  and  if  the 
man  were  to  throw  the  stone  he  would  topple  over,  and 
tumble  off  his  platform.  And  there  was  another  one,  of  a 
row  of  women  going  to  be  sold  for  slaves ;  a  curious  picture, 
and  beautifully  painted,  but  I  did  not  like  it.” 

“  What  did  you  like  ?  ” 

“  I  liked  some  that  told  their  own  story,  and  made  me 
think.  There  was  a  picture  of  a  moor — take  me  to  see  a 
moor,  Lawrence — with  a  windy  sky,  and  a  wooden  fence,  and 
a  light  upon  it.  Oh,  I  liked  all  the  landscapes.  I  think  our 
artists  feel  trees  and  sunshine.  But  what  is  my  opinion 
worth  ?  ” 

“  Come  with  me  to-morrow,  Phillis ;  we  will  go  through 
the  pictures  together,  and  you  shall  teach  me  what  to  like. 
Your  opinion  worth  ?  Why,  child,  all  the  opinions  of  all  the 
critics  together  are  not  worth  yours.” 
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CHAPTER  XXXYI. 

“  What  is  it  that  has  been  done  ?  ” 

THESE  anonymous  letters  and  this  fit  of  jealousy,  the 
more  dangerous  because  it  was  a  new  thing,  came  at 
an  awkward  time  for  Gabriel  Cassilis.  He  had  got  “  big 
things  in  hand,  and  the  eyes  of  the  City,  he  felt,  were  on 
him.  It  was  all-important  that  he  should  keep  his  clearness 
of  vision  and  unclouded  activity  of  brain.  For  the  first  time 
in  his  life  his  operations  equalled,  or  nearly  approached,  his 
ambition.  For  the  first  time  he  had  what  he  called  a  consider¬ 
able  sum  in  his  hands.  That  is  to  say,  there  was  his  own 
money_Jhe  was  reported  to  be  worth  three  hundred  thousand 
pounds— Gilead  Beck’s  little  pile,  with  his  unlimited  credit, 
and  smaller  sums  placed  in  his  hands  for  investment  by 
private  friends,  such  as  Colquhoun,  Ladds,  and  others.  A 
total  which  enabled  him  to  wait.  And  the  share-market 
oscillating.  And  telegrams  in  cipher  reaching  him  from  all 
quarters.  And  Gabriel  Cassilis  unable  to  work,  tormented 
by  the  one  thought,  like  Io  by  her  gad-fly,  attacked  by  fits 
of  giddiness  which  made  him  cling  to  the  arms  of  his  chair, 
and  relying  on  a  brain  which  was  active,  indeed,  because  it 
was  filled  with  a  never-ending  succession  of  pictures,  in 
which  his  wife  and  Colquhoun  always  formed  the  principal 
figures,  but  which  refused  steady  work. 

Gabriel  Cassilis  was  a  gamester  who  played  to  win.  His 
game  was  not  the  roulette-table,  where  the  bank  holds  one 
chance  out  of  thirty,  and  must  win  in  the  long-run  ;  it  was 
a  game  in  which  he  staked  his  foresight,  knowledge  of 
events,  financial  connections,  and  calm  judgment  against 
greed,  panic,  enthusiasm,  and  ignorance.  It  was  his  busi¬ 
ness  to  be  prepared  against  any  turn  of  the  tide.  He  would 
have  stood  calmly  in  the  Rue  Quincampoix,  buying  in  and 
selling  out  up  to  an  hour  before  the  smash.  And  that  would 
have  found  him  without  a  single  share  in  Law’s  great 
scheme.  A  great  game,  but  a  difficult  one.  It  requires 
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many  qualities,  and  when  you  have  got  these,  it  requires  a 
steady  watchfulness  and  attention  to  the  smallest  cloud 
appearing  on  the  horizon. 

There  were  many  clouds  on  the  horizon.  His  grand  coup 
was  to  be  in  Eldorado  Stock.  Thanks  to  Mr.  Wylie’s 
pamphlet  they  went  down,  and  Gabriel  Cassilis  bought  in — 
bought  all  he  could  ;  and  the  Stock  went  up.  There  was  a 
fortnight  before  settling-day. 

They  went  up  higher,  and  yet  higher.  El  Senor  Don 
Bellaco  de  la  Carambola,  Minister  of  the  Eldorado  Republic  at 
St.  James’s,  wrote  a  strong  letter  to  the  daily  papers  in  reply 
to  Mr.  Wylie’s  pamphlet.  He  called  attention  to  the  rapid 
— the  enormous — advance  made  in  the  State.  As  no  one  had 
seen  the  place,  it  was  quite  safe  to  speak  of  buildings,  banks, 
commercial  prosperity,  and  “openings  up.”  It  appeared, 
indeed,  from  his  letter  that  the  time  of  universal  wealth,  long 
looked  for  by  mankind,  was  actually  arrived  for  Eldorado. 

The  Stock  went  higher.  Half  the  country  clergy  who  had 
a  few  hundreds  in  the  bank  wanted  to  put  them  in  Eldorado 
Stock.  Still  Gabriel  Cassilis  made  no  move,  but  held  on. 

And  every  day  to  get  another  of  those  accursed  letters, 
with  some  new  fact ;  every  day  to  groan  under  fresh  torture  of 
suspicion ;  every  day  to  go  home  and  dine  with  the  calm  cold 
creature  whose  beauty  had  been  his  pride,  and  try  to  think 
that  this  impassive  woman  could  be  faithless  ! 

This  torture  lasted  for  weeks ;  it  began  when  Colquhoun 
first  went  to  his  house,  and  continued  through  May  into 
June.  His  mental  sufferings  were  so  great  that  his  speech 
became  affected.  He  found  himself  saying  wrong  words,  or 
not  being  able  to  hit  upon  the  right  word  at  all.  So  he  grew 
silent.  When  he  returned  home,  which  was  now  early,  he 
hovered  about  the  house.  Or  he  crept  up  to  his  nursery,  and 
played  with  his  year-old  child.  And  the  nurses  noticed 
how,  while  he  laughed  and  crowed  to  please  the  baby,  the 
tears  came  into  his  eyes. 

The  letters  grew  more  savage. 

He  would  take  them  out  and  look  at  them.  Some  of  the 
sentences  burned  into  his  brain  like  fire. 
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“  Mr.  Lawrence  Colqulioun  is  tlie  only  man  slie  ever  loved. 
Ask  lier  for  the  secret.  They  tkink  no  one  knows  it. 

“  Does  she  care  for  tlie  cliild — your  child  ?  Ask  Tomlinson 
how  often  she  sees  it. 

“  When  you  go  to  your  office,  Mr.  Colquhoun  comes  to  your 
house.  When  you  come  home,  he  goes  out  of  it.  Then  they 
meet  somewhere  else. 

“  Ask  him  for  the  secret.  Then  ask  her,  and  compare  what 
they  say. 

££  Live  years  ago  Mr.  Lawrence  Colquhoun  and  Miss 
Pengelley  were  going  to  be  married.  Everybody  said  so. 
She  went  to  Scotland.  He  went  after  her.  Ask  him  why. 

“  You  are  an  old  fool  with  a  young  wife.  She  loves  your 
money,  not  you ;  she  despises  you  because  you  are  a  City 
man  ;  and  she  loves  Mr.  Colquhoun.” 

He  sat  alone  in  his  study  after  dinner,  reading  these 
wretched  things,  in  misery  of  soul.  And  a  thought  came 
across  him. 

“  I  will  go  and  see  Colquhoun,”  he  said.  “  I  will  talk  to 
him,  and  ask  him  what  is  this  secret.” 

It  was  about  ten  o’clock.  He  put  on  his  hat  and  took  a 
cab  to  Colquhoun’s  chambers. 

On  that  day  Lawrence  Colquhoun  was  ill  at  ease.  It  was 
borne  in  upon  him  with  especial  force — probably  because  it 
was  one  of  the  sultry  and  thunderous  days  when  Conscience 
has  it  all  her  own  disagreeable  way — that  he  was  and  had 
been  an  enormous  Ass.  By  some  accident  he  was  acquainted 
with  the  fact  that  he  had  given  rise  to  talk  by  his  frequent 
visits  to  Victoria  Cassilis. 

a  And  to  think,”  he  said  to  himself,  a  that  I  only  went 
there  at  her  own  special  request,  and  because  she  likes 
quarrelling  !  ” 

He  began  to  think  of  possible  dangers,  not  to  himself,  but 
to  her  and  to  her  husband,  even  old  stories  revived  and  things 
forgotten  brought  to  light.  And  the  thing  which  she  had 
done  came  before  him  in  its  real  shape  and  ghastliness  a 
bad  and  ugly  thing ;  a  thing  for  whose  sake  he  should  have 
fled  from  her  presence  and  avoided  her ;  a  thing  which  he 
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was  guilty  in  hiding.  No  possible  danger  to  himself? 
Well,  in  one  sense  none;  in  every  other  sense  a, 11  dangers. 
He  had  known  of  this  thing,  and  yet  he  sat  at  her  table ;  he 
was  conscious  of  the  crime,  and  yet  he  was  seen  with  her  in 
public  places ;  he  was  almost  particeps  criminis,  because  he 
did  not  tell  what  he  knew  ;  and  yet  he  went  day  after  day 
to  her  house — for  the  pleasure  of  quarrelling  with  her. 

He  sat  down  and  wrote  to  her.  He  told  her  that  perhaps 
she  did  not  wholly  understand  him  when  he  told  her  that  the 
renewed  acquaintance  between  them  must  cease  ;  that,  con¬ 
sidering  the  past  and  with  an  eye  to  the  future,  he  was 
going  to  put  it  out  of  her  power  to  compromise  herself  by 
seeing  her  no  more.  He  reminded  her  that  she  had  a  great 
secret  to  keep  unknown,  and  a  great  position  to  lose ;  and 
then  he  begged  her  to  give  up  her  wild  attempts  at  renew¬ 
ing  the  old  ties  of  friendship. 

The  letter,  considering  what  the  secret  really  was,  seemed 
a  wretched  mockery  to  the  writer,  but  he  signed  it  and  sent 
it  by  his  servant. 

Then  he  strolled  to  his  club,  and  read  the  papers  before 
dinner.  But  he  was  not  easy.  There  was  upon  him  the 
weight  of  impending  misfortune.  He  dined,  and  tried  to 
drown  care  in  claret,  but  with  poor  success.  Then  he  issued 
forth — it  was  nine  o’clock  and  still  light — and  walked  gently 
homewards. 

He  walked  so  slowly  that  it  was  half-past  nine  when  he  let 
himself  into  his  chambers  in  the  Albany.  His  servant  was 
out,  and  the  rooms  looked  dismal  and  lonely.  They  were 
not  dismal,  being  on  the  second  floor,  where  it  is  light  and 
airy,  and  being  furnished  as  mediaeval  bachelorhood  with 
plenty  of  money  alone  understands  furniture.  But  he  was 
nervous  to-night,  and  grim  stories  came  into  his  mind  of 
spectres  and  strange  visitors  to  lonely  men  in  chambers. 
Such  things  happen  mostly,  he  remembered,  on  twilight 
evenings  in  midsummer.  He  was  quite  right.  The  only 
ghost  I  ever  saw  myself  was  in  one  of  the  Inns  of  Court,  in 
chambers,  at  nine  o’clock  on  a  June  evening. 

He  made  haste  to  light  a  lamp — no  such  abomination  as 
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gas  was  permitted  in  Lawrence  Colquhoun’s  chambers;  it 
was  one  of  the  silver  reading-lamps,  good  for  small  tables, 
and  provided  with  a  green  shade,  so  that  the  light  might  fall 
in  a  bright  circle,  beyond  which  was  Cimmerian  blackness 
shading  off  into  the  sepia  of  twilight.  It  was  his  habit,  too, 
to  have  lighted  candles  on  the  mantelshelf  and  on  a  table ; 
but  to-night  he  forgot  them,  so  that,  except  for  the  light 
cast  upwards  by  the  gas  in  the  court  and  an  opposite  window 
illuminated,  and  for  the  half-darkness  of  the  June  evening, 
the  room  was  dark.  It  was  very  quiet,  too.  There  were  no 
footsteps  in  the  court  below,  and  no  voices  or  steps  in  the 
room  near  him.  His  nearest  neighbour,  young  Lord  Orlebar, 
would  certainly  not  be  home  much  before  one  or  two,  when 
he  might  return  with  a  few  friends  connected  with  the  twin 
services  of  the  army  and  the  ballet  for  a  little  cheerful  supper. 
Below  him  was  old  Sir  Bichard  de  Counterpane,  who  was  by 
this  time  certainly  in  bed,  and  perhaps  sound  asleep.  Very 
quiet — he  had  never  known  it  more  quiet ;  and  he  began  to 
feel  as  if  it  would  be  a  relief  to  his  nerves  were  something  or 
somebody  to  make  a  little  noise. 

He  took  a  novel,  one  that  he  had  begun  a  week  ago. 
Whether  the  novel  of  the  day  is  inferior  to  the  novel  of 
Colquhoun’s  youth,  or  whether  he  was  a  bad  reader  of  fiction, 
certainly  he  had  been  more  than  a  week  over  the  first  volume 
alone. 

Now  it  interested  him  less  than  ever. 

He  threw  it  away  and  lit  a  cigar.  And  then  his  thoughts 
went  back  to  Victoria.  What  was  the  devil  which  possessed 
the  woman  that  she  could  not  rest  quiet  ?  What  was  the 
meaning  of  this  madness  upon  her  ? 

“  A  cold — an  Arctic  woman,”  Lawrence  murmured.  “  Cold 
when  I  told  her  how  much  I  loved  her ;  cold  when  she  engaged 
herself  to  me ;  cold  in  her  crime ;  and  yet  she  follows  me 
about  as  if  she  was  devoured  by  the  ardour  of  love,  like 
another  Sappho.” 

It  was  not  that,  Lawrence  Colquhoun ;  it  was  the  spretce 
injuria  formce ,  the  jealousy  and  hatred  caused  by  the  lost 
power. 
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“  I  wish,”  he  said,  starting  to  his  feet,  and  walking  like 
the  Polar  bear  across  his  den  and  back  again,  “I  wish  to 
heaven  I  had  gone  on  living  in  Empire  City  with  my  pair  of 
villainous  Chinamen.  At  least  I  was  free  from  her  over  there. 
And  when  I  saw  her  marriage,  by  Gad !  I  thought  it  was  a 
finisher.  Then  I  came  home  again.” 

He  stopped  in  his  retrospection,  because  he  heard  a  foot 
upon  the  stairs. 

A  woman’s  foot ;  a  light  step  and  a  quick  step. 

“  May  be  De  Counterpane’s  nurse.  Too  early  for  one  of 
young  Orlebar’s  friends.  Can’t  be  anybody  for  me.” 

But  it  was;  and  a  woman  stopped  at  his  doorway,  and 
seeing  him  alone,  stepped  in. 

She  had  a  hooded  cloak  thrown  about  an  evening-dress ; 
the  hood  was  drawn  completely  over  her  face,  so  that  you 
could  see  nothing  of  it  in  the  dim  light.  And  she  came  in 
without  a  word. 

Then  Colquhoun,  who  was  no  coward,  felt  his  blood  run 
cold,  because  he  knew  by  her  figure  and  by  her  step  that  it 
was  Victoria  Cassilis. 

She  threw  back  the  hood  with  a  gesture  almost  theatrical, 
and  stood  before  him  with  parted  lips  and  flashing  eyes. 

His  spirits  rallied  a  little  then,  because  he  saw  that  her 
face  was  white,  and  that  she  was  in  a  royal  rage.  Lawrence 
Colquhoun  could  tackle  a  woman  in  a  rage.  That  is  indeed 
elementary,  and  nothing  at  all  to  be  proud  of.  The  really 
difficult  thing  is  to  tackle  a  woman  in  tears  and  distress. 
The  stoutest  heart  quails  before  such  an  enterprise. 

“  What  is  this  ?  ”  she  began,  with  a  rush  as  of  the  liberated 
whirlwind.  “What  does  this  letter  mean,  Lawrence?” 

“Exactly  what  it  says,  Mrs.  Cassilis.  May  I  ask,  is  it 
customary  for  married  ladies  to  visit  single  gentlemen  in 
their  chambers,  and  at  night  ?  ” 

“  It  is  not  usual  for — married — ladies — to  visit — single— 
gentlemen,  Lawrence.  Do  not  ask  foolish  questions.  Tell 
me  what  this  means,  I  say.” 

“It  means  that  my  visits  to  your  house  have  been  too 
frequent,  and  that  they  will  be  discontinued.  In  other  words, 
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Mrs.  Cassilis,  the  thing  has  gone  too  far,  and  I  shall  cease  to 
be  seen  with  you.  I  suppose  you  know  that  people  will  talk. 

“Let  them  talk.  What  do  I  care  how  people  talk? 
Lawreuce,  if  you  think  that  I  am  going  to  let  you  go  like 
this,  you  are  mistaken.” 

“  I  believe  this  poor  lady  has  gone  mad,”  said  Lawrence 
quietly.  It  was  not  the  best  way  to  quiet  and  soothe  her, 
but  he  could  not  help  himself. 

“  You  think  you  are  going  to  play  fast  and  loose  with  me 
twice  in  my  life,  and  you  are  mistaken.  You  shall  not. 
Years  ago  you  showed  me  what  you  are — cold,  treacherous, 
and  crafty  ” - 

“  Go  on,  Victoria ;  I  like  that  kind  of  thing,  because  now 
I  know  that  you  are  not  mad.  Quite  in  your  best  style. 

“  And  I  forgave  you  when  you  returned,  and  allowed  you 
once  more  to  visit  me.  What  other  woman  would  have  acted 
so  to  such  a  man  ?  ” 

“  Yet  she  must  be  mad,”  said  Lawrence.  “  How  else  could 
she  talk  such  frightful  rubbish  ?  ” 

“  Once  more  we  have  been  friends.  Again  you  have  drawn 
me  on,  until  I  have  learned  to  look  to  you,  for  the  second 
time,  for  the  appreciation  denied  to  me  by  my — by  Mr. 
Cassilis.  Ho,  sir ;  this  second  desertion  must  not  and  shall 
not  be.” 

“One  would  think,”  said  Lawrence  helplessly,  “that  we 
had  not  quarrelled  every  time  we  met.  Now,  Mrs.  Cassilis, 
you  have  my  resolution.  What  you  please,  in  your  sweet 
romantic  way,  to  call  second  desertion  must  be  and  shall  be.” 

“Then  I  will  know  the  reason  why.” 

“  I  have  told  you  the  reason  why.  Dont  be  a  fool,  Mrs. 
Cassilis.  Ask  yourself  what  you  want.  Do  you  want  me  to 
run  away  with  you  ?  I  am  a  lazy  man,  I  know,  and  I  gene¬ 
rally  do  what  people  ask  me  to  do  ;  but  as  for  that  thing,  I 
am  damned  if  I  do  it !  ” 

“  Insult  me,  Lawrence !  ”  she  cried,  sinking  into  a  chair. 
“  Swear  at  me,  as  you  will.” 

“  Do  you  wish  me  to  philander  about  your  house  like  a 
ridiculous  tame  cat,  till  all  the  world  cries  out  ?  ” 
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She  started  to  her  feet. 

“No!”  she  cried.  “I  care  nothing  about  your  coming 
and  going.  But  I  know  why — Oh,  I  know  why  ! — you 
make  up  this  lame  excuse  about  my  good  name — my  good 
name !  As  if  you  ever  cared  about  that !  ” 

“  More  than  you  cared  about  it  yourself,”  he  retorted. 
“  But  pray  go  on.” 

“It  is  Phillis  Fleming ;  I  saw  it  from  the  very  first.  You 
began  by  taking  her  away  from  me  and  placing  her  with 
your  cousin,  where  you  could  have  her  completely  under 
your  own  influence.  You  let  Jack  Dunquerque  hang  about 
her  at  first,  just  to  show  the  ignorant  creature  what  was 
meant  by  flirtation,  and  then  you  send  him  about  his 
business.  Lawrence,  you  are  more  wicked  than  I  thought 
you.” 

“Jealousy,  by  Gad!”  he  cried.  “Did  ever  mortal  man 
hear  of  such  a  thing  ?  Jealousy !  And  after  all  that  she 
has  done” - 

“  I  warn  you.  You  may  do  a  good  many  things.  You 
may  deceive  and  insult  me  in  any  way  except  one.  But 
you  shall  never,  never  marry  Phillis  Fleming  !  ” 

Colquhoun  was  about  to  reply  that  he  never  thought  of 
marrying  Phillis  Fleming,  but  it  occurred  to  him  that  there 
was  no  reason  for  making  that  assertion.  So  he  replied 
nothing. 

“  I  escaped,”  she  said,  “  under  pretence  of  being  ill.  And 
I  made  them  fetch  me  a  cab  to  come  away  in.  My  cab  is 
at  the  Burlington  Gardens  end  of  the  court  now.  Before  I 
go  you  shall  make  me  a  promise,  Lawrence — you  used  to 
keep  your  promises — to  act  as  if  this  miserable  letter  had 
not  been  written.” 

“  I  shall  promise  nothing  of  the  kind.” 

“  Then  remember,  Lawrence — -you  shall  never  marry 
Phillis  Fleming  !  Not  if  I  have  to  stop  it  by  proclaiming 
my  own  disgrace — you  shall  not  marry  that  girl,  or  any 
other  girl.  I  have  that  power  over  you,  at  any  rate.  Now 
I  shall  go.” 

“  There  is  some  one  on  the  stairs,”  said  Lawrence  quietly. 
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“  Perhaps  he  is  coming  here.  You  had  better  not  be  seen. 
Best  go  into  the  other  room  and  wait.” 

There  was  only  one  objection  to  her  waiting  in  the  other 
room,  and  that  was  that  the  door  was  on  the  opposite  side ; 
that  the  outer  oak  was  wide  open ;  that  the  step  upon  the 
stairs  was  already  the  step  upon  the  landing ;  and  that  the 
owner  of  the  step  was  already  entering  the  room. 

Mrs.  Cassilis  instinctively  shrank  back  into  the  darkest 
corner — that  near  the  window.  The  curtains  were  of  some 
light-coloured  stuff.  She  drew  them  closely  round  her  and 
cowered  down,  covering  her  head  with  the  hood,  like  Guine¬ 
vere  before  her  injured  lord.  For  the  late  caller  was  no 
other  than  her  own  husband,  Gabriel  Cassilis. 

As  he  stood  in  the  doorway  the  light  of  the  reading-lamp — 
Mrs.  Cassilis  in  one  of  her  gestures  had  tilted  up  the  shade — 
fell  upon  his  pale  face  and  stooping  form.  Colquhoun  noticed 
that  he  stooped  more  than  usual,  and  that  his  grave  face 
bore  an  anxious  look — such  a  look  as  one  sees  sometimes  in 
the  faces  of  men  who  have  long  suffered  grievous  bodily  pain. 
He  hesitated  for  a  moment,  tapping  his  knuckles  with  his 
double  eyeglasses,  his  habitual  gesture. 

a  I  came  up  this  evening,  Colquhoun.  Are  you  quite  alone  ?  ” 
“  As  you  see,  Mr.  Cassilis,”  said  Colquhoun.  He  looked 
hastily  round  the  room.  In  the  corner  he  saw  the  dim  out¬ 
line  of  the  crouching  form.  He  adjusted  the  shade,  and 
turned  the  lamp  a  little  lower.  The  gas  in  the  chambers  on 
the  other  side  of  the  narrow  court  was  put  out,  and  the 
room  was  almost  dark.  “  As  you  see,  Mr.  Cassilis.  And 
what  gives  me  the  pleasure  of  this  late  call  from  you  ?  ” 

“  I  thought  I  would  come — I  came  to  say  ” - he  stopped 

helplessly,  and  threw  himself  into  a  chair.  It  was  a  chair 
standing  near  the  corner  in  which  his  wife  was  crouching ; 
and  he  pushed  it  back  until  he  might  have  heard  her 
breathing  close  to  his  ear,  and,  if  he  had  put  forth  his  hand, 
might  have  touched  her. 

u  Glad  to  see  you  always,  Mr.  Cassilis.  You  came  to 
speak  about  some  money  matters  ?  I  have  an  engagement 
in  five  minutes ;  but  we  shall  have  time,  I  dare  say.” 
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“  An  engagement  ?  Ah  !  a  lady,  perhaps.”  This  with 
a  forced  laugh,  because  he  was  thinking  of  his  wife. 

“  A  lady  ?  Yes — yes,  a  lady.” 

“Young  men — young  men” - said  Gabriel  Cassilis. 

“Well,  I  will  not  keep  you.  I  came  here  to  speak  to  you 
about — about  my  wife.” 

“  0  Lord !  ”  cried  Lawrence.  “  I  beg  your  pardon — 
about  Mrs.  Cassilis  ?  ” 

“  Yes ;  it  is  a  very  stupid  business.  You  have  known 
her  for  a  long  time.” 

“  I  have,  Mr.  Cassilis  ;  for  nearly  eight  years.” 

“  Ah,  old  friends ;  and  once,  I  believe,  people  thought  ” - 

“  Once,  Mr.  Cassilis,  I  myself  thought— I  cannot  tell 
you  what  I  thought  Victoria  Pengelley  might  be  to  me. 
But  that  is  over  long  since.” 

“  One  for  her,”  thought  Lawrence,  whose  nerves  were 
steady  in  danger.  His  two  listeners  trembled  and  shook, 
but  from  different  causes. 

“  Over  long  since,”  repeated  Gabriel  Cassilis.  “  There 
was  nothing  in  it,  then  ?  ” 

“We  were  two  persons  entirely  dissimilar  in  disposition, 
Mr.  Cassilis,”  Lawrence  replied  evasively.  “  Perhaps  I  was 
not  worthy  of  her — her  calm,  clear  judgment.” 

“  Another  for  her,”  he  thought,  with  a  chuckle.  The 
situation  would  have  pleased  him  but  that  he  felt  sorry  for 
the  poor  man. 

“Victoria  is  outwardly  cold,  yet  capable  of  the  deepest 
emotions.  It  is  on  her  account,  Colquhoun,  that  I  come 
here.  Foolish  gossip  has  been  at  work,  connecting  your 
names.  I  think  the  best  thing,  without  saying  anything 
to  Victoria,  who  must  never  suspect  ” - - 

“Never  suspect,”  echoed  Colquhoun. 

“  That  I  ever  heard  this  absurdity.  But  we  must  guard 
her  from  calumny,  Colquhoun.  Caesar’s  wife,  you  know ;  and 
— and — I  think  that,  perhaps,  if  you  were  to  be  a  little  less 
frequent  in  your  calls — and  ” - 

“  I  quite  understand,  Mr.  Cassilis :  and  I  am  not  in  the 
least  offended,  I  assure  you  most  sincerely — I  wish  Mrs. 
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Cassilis  were  here  to  listen — that  I  am  deeply  sorry  foi  hav¬ 
ing  innocently  pnt  yon  to  the  pain  of  saying  this.  However, 
the  world  shall  have  no  further  cause  of  gossip. 

Ho  motion  or  sign  from  the  dark  corner  where  the  hiding 

woman  crouched. 

Mr.  Cassilis  rose  and  tapped  his  knuckles  with  his  glasses. 

“  Thank  you,  Colqukoun.  It  is  good  of  you  to  take  this  most 
unusual  request  so  kindly.  With  such  a  wife  as  mine  jealousy 
would  be  absurd.  But  I  have  to  keep  her  name  from  even  a 

breath — even  a  breath. 

“  Quite  right,  Mr.  Cassilis.” 

He  looked  now  round  the  room. 

“  Snug  quarters  for  a  bachelor — ah !  I  lived  in  lodgings 
always  myself.  I  thought  I  heard  a  woman’s  voice  as  I  came 

up-stairs.”  . 

« From  Sir  Richard  de  Counterpane’s  rooms  down  stairs, 

perhaps.  His  nurses,  I  suppose.  The  poor  old  man  is  get¬ 
ting  infirm.” 

«  Ay _ ay  ;  and  your  bedroom  is  there,  I  suppose  . 

Lawrence  took  the  lamp  and  opened  the  door.  It  was  a 
bare  badly  furnished  room,  with  a  little  camp-bedstead,  and 
nothing  else  hardly.  For  Lawrence  kept  his  luxurious  habits 

Was  it  pure  curiosity  that  made  Gabriel  Cassilis  look  all 

round  the  room  ?  ,  n  „  T 

»  Ah  hermit-like.  Now,  I  like  a  large  bed.  However,  I 

am  very  glad  I  came.  One  word,  Colquhoun,  is  better  than 
a  thousand  letters ;  and  you  are  sure  you  do  not  misunder- 

“  Quite,”  said  Lawrence,  taking  his  hat.  “  I  am  going 
ut  too  ” 

0U“  No  jealousy  at  all,”  said  Gabriel  Cassilis  going  down  the 
stairs. 

“  Certainly  not.” 

“  Nothing  but  a  desire  to — to  ” - 

“  I  understand  perfectly,”  said  Lawrence.  . 

As  they  descended,  Lawrence  heard  steps  on  the  stairs 
behind  them.  They  were  not  yet,  then,  out  of  danger. 
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“Very  odd,”  said  Mr.  Cassilis.  “Coming  up  I  heard  a 
woman’s  voice.  Now  it  seems  as  if  there  were  a  woman’s 
feet.” 

“  Nerves,  perhaps,”  said  Colquhoun.  The  steps  above  them 
stopped.  “  I  hear  nothing.” 

“Nor  do  I.  Nerves — ah,  yes — nerves.” 

Mr.  Cassilis  turned  to  the  left,  Colquhoun  with  him.  Be¬ 
hind  them  he  saw  the  cloaked  and  hooded  figure  of  Victoria 
Cassilis.  At  the  Burlington  Gardens  end  a  cab  was  waiting- 
Near  the  horse’s  head  stood  a  woman’s  figure  which  Lawrence 
thought  he  knew.  As  they  passed  her  this  woman,  whoever 
she  was,  covered  her  face  with  a  handkerchief.  And  at  the 
same  moment  the  cab  drove  by  rapidly.  Gabriel  Cassilis  saw 
neither  woman  nor  cab.  He  was  too  happy  to  notice  any¬ 
thing.  There  was  nothing  in  it ;  nothing  at  all  except  mis¬ 
chievous  gossip.  And  he  had  laid  the  Ghost. 

“  Dear  me  !  ”  he  said  to  himself  presently,  “  I  forgot  to  ask 
about  the  Secret.  But  of  course  there  is  none.  How  should 
there  be  ?  ” 

Next  morning  there  came  another  letter. 

“You  have  been  fooled  worse  than  ever,”  it  said.  “  Your 
wife  was  in  Mr.  Colquhoun’s  chambers  the  whole  time  that 
you  were  there.  She  came  down  the  stairs  after  you ;  she 
passed  through  the  gate,  almost  touching  you,  and  she  drove 
past  you  in  a  hansom  cab.  I  know  the  number ,  and  will  give 
it  to  you  when  the  time  comes.  Mr.  Colquhoun  lied  to  you. 
How  long  ?  How  long  ?  ” 

It  should  have  been  a  busy  day  in  the  City.  To  begin 
with,  it  only  wanted  four  days  to  settling-day.  Telegrams 
and  letters  poured  in,  and  they  lay  unopened  on  the  desk  at 
which  Gabriel  Cassilis  sat,  with  this  letter  before  him,  mad 
with  jealousy  and  rage. 
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“  ‘Come  now,’  the  Master  Builder  cried, 

*  The  twenty  years  of  work  are  done  ; 

Flaunt  forth  the  Flag,  and  crown  with  pride 
The  Glory  of  the  Coping-stone.’  ” 

TACK  DUNQUERQUE  was  to  “slack  off”  his  visits  to 
J  Twickenham.  That  is  to  say,  as  he  interpreted  the  in¬ 
junction,  he  was  not  wholly  to  discontinue  them,  in  order  not 
to  excite  suspicion.  But  he  was  not  to  haunt  the  house  ;  he 
was  to  make  less  frequent  voyages  up  the  silver  Thames ;  he 
was  not  to  ride  in  leafy  lanes  side  by  side  with  Phillis — 
without  having  Phillis  by  his  side  he  cared  little  about  leafy 
lanes,  and  would  rather  be  at  the  club;  further,  by  these 
absences  he  was  to  leave  off  being  necessary  to  the  brightness 
of  her  life. 

It  was  a  hard  saying.  Nevertheless,  the  young  man  felt 
that  he  had  little  reason  for  complaint.  Other  fellows  he 
knew,  going  after  other  heiresses,  had  been  quite  peremptorily 
sent  about  their  business  for  good,  particularly  needy  young 
men  like  himself.  All  that  Colquhoun  extorted  of  him  was 
that  he  should  “  slack  off.”  He  felt,  in  a  manner,  grateful, 
although  had  he  been  a  youth  of  quicker  perception,  he  would 
have  remembered  that  the  lover  who  “  slacks  off”  can  be  no 
other  than  the  lover  who  wishes  he  had  not  begun.  But 
nobody  ever  called  Jack  a  clever  young  man. 

He  was  not  to  give  her  up  altogether.  He  was  not  even 
to  give  up  hoping.  He  was  to  have  his  chance  with  the  rest. 
But  he  was  warned  that  no  chance  was  to  be  open  to  him 
until  the  young  lady  should  enter  upon  her  first  season. 

Not  to  give  up  seeing  her.  That  was  everything.  Jack 
Dunquerque  had  hitherto  lived  the  life  of  all  young  men, 
careless  and  insouciant ,  with  its  little  round  of  daily  pleasures. 
He  was  only  different  from  other  young  men  that  he  had 
learned,  partly  from  a  sympathetic  nature  and  partly  by 
travel,  not  to  put  all  his  pleasure  in  that  life  about  town  and 
in  country  houses  which  seems  to  so  many  the  one  thing 
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which  the  world  has  to  offer.  He  who  has  lived  out  on  the 
Prairies  for  weeks  has  found  that  there  are  other  pleasures 
besides  the  gas-light  joys  of  Town.  But  his  life  had  been 
without  thought  and  purposeless — a  very  chaos  of  a  life. 
And  now  he  felt  vaguely  that  his  whole  being  was  changed. 
To  be  with  Phillis  day  after  day,  to  listen  to  the  outpourings 
of  her  freshness  and  innocence,  brought  to  him  the  same  sort 
of  refreshment  as  sitting  under  the  little  cataract  of  a  moun¬ 
tain  stream  brings  to  one  who  rambles  in  a  hot  West  Indian 
island.  Things  for  which  he  once  cared  greatly  he  now  cared 
for  no  more ;  the  club-life,  the  cards,  and  the  billiards  ceased 
to  interest  him  ;  he  took  no  delight  in  them.  Perhaps  it  was 
a  proof  of  a  certain  weakness  of  nature  in  Jack  Dunquerque 
that  he  could  not  at  the  same  time  love  things  in  which 
Phillis  took  no  part  and  the  things  which  made  the  simple 
pleasures  of  her  every-day  life. 

He  might  have  been  weak,  and  yet,  whether  he  was  weak 
or  strong,  he  knew  that  she  leaned  upon  him.  He  was  so 
sympathetic ;  he  seemed  to  know  so  much ;  he  decided  so 
quickly ;  he  was  in  his  way  so  masterful,  that  the  girl  looked 
up  to  him  as  a  paragon  of  wisdom  and  strength. 

I  think  she  will  always  so  regard  him,  because  the  know¬ 
ledge  of  her  respect  raises  Jack  daily  in  moral  and  spiritual 
strength,  and  so  her  hero  approaches  daily  to  her  ideal. 
What  is  the  highest  love  worth  if  it  have  not  the  power  of 
lifting  man  and  woman  together  up  to  the  higher  levels, 
where  the  air  is  purer,  the  sunshine  brighter,  the  vision 
clearer  ? 

But  Colquhoun’s  commands  had  wrought  a  further  change 
in  him ;  that  ugly  good-looking  face  of  his,  which  Agatha 
L’Estrange  admired  so  much,  and  which  was  wont  to  be 
wreathed  with  a  multitudinous  smile,  was  now  doleful.  To 
the  world  of  mankind — male  mankind — the  chief  charm  of 
Jack  Dunquerque,  the  main  cause  of  his  popularity — his 
unvarying  cheerfulness — was  vanished. 

“  You  ought  to  be  called  Doleful  Jack,”  said  Ladds.  “  Jack 
of  Rueful  Countenance.” 

“  You  don’t  know.  Tommy,”  replied  the  lover,  sorrowfully 
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wagging  Ms  head.  “I’ve  seen  Colquhoun;  and  he  won’t 

have  it.  Says  I  must  wait.  _ 

“  He’s  waited  till  forty.  I’ve  waited  to  five  and  thirty,  and 
we’re  both  pretty  jolly.  Come,  young  un,  yon  may  take 

courage  by  our  examples.  „ 

“You  never  met  Phil  when  you  were  five  and  twenty, 

said  Jack.  “  Nobody  ever  saw  a  girl  like  Phillis.” 

Five  and  thirty  seems  so  great  an  age  to  five  and  twenty. 
And  at  five  and  thirty  one  feels  so  young,  that  it  comes  upon 
the  possessor  of  so  many  years  like  a  shock  of  cold  water  to 
be  reminded  that  he  is  really  no  longer  young. 

One  good  thing— Lawrence  Colquhoun  did  not  reproach 
him.  Partly  perhaps  because,  as  a  guardian,  he  did  not 
thoroughly  realise  Jack’s  flagitious  conduct;  partly  because 
he  was  an  easy-going  man,  with  a  notion  in  his  head  that 
he  had  nothing  to  do  with  the  work  of  Duennas  and 
Keepers  of  the  Gynaeceum.  He  treated  the  confessions  0 
the  remorseful  lover  with  a  cheery  contempt— passed  them 
by  ;  no  great  harm  had  been  done;  and  the  girl  was  but  a 

His  own  conscience  it  was  which  bullied  Jack  so  tremen¬ 
dously.  One  day  he  rounded  on  his  accuser  like  the  pool 
worm  in  the  proverb,  who  might  perhaps  have  got  safe  back 
to  its  hole  but  for  that  ill-advised  turning.  He  met  the 
charges  like  a  man.  He  pleaded  that,  criminal  as  he  had 
been  nefarious  and  inexcusable  as  his  action  was,  this  action 
had  given  him  a  very  high  time;  and  that,  if  it  was  all  to 
do  over  again,  he  should  probably  alter  his  conduct  only  in 
degree,  but  not  in  kind;  that  is  to  say,  he  won  d  seePhilhs 
oftener  and  stay  with  her  longer.  Conscience  knocked  irn 
out  of  time  in.  a  couple  of  rounds  ;  but  still  he  did  have  t 

satisfaction  of  showing  fight.  #  . 

Of  course  he  would  do  the  same  thing  again.  There  has 
never  been  found  by  duenna,  by  guardian,  by  despotic  parent 
or  by  interested  relation,  any  law  of  restraint  strong  enough 
to  keep  apart  two  young  people  of  the  opposite  sex  an  1  e 
a£re  after  they  have  once  become  attracted  towards  each 
other.  Prudence  and  prudery,  jealousy  and  interest,  never 
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have  much  chance.  The  ancient  dames  of  duennadom  may 
purse  their  withered  lips  and  wrinkle  their  crow’s-footed  eyes  ; 
Love,  the  unconquered,  laughs  and  conquers  again. 

It  is  of  no  use  to  repeat  long  explanations  about  Phillis. 
Such  as  she  was,  we  know  her — a  law  unto  herself;  care¬ 
less  of  prohibitions  and  unsuspicious  of  danger.  Like  Una, 
she  wandered  unprotected  and  fearless  among  whatever 
two-legged  wolves,  bears,  eagles,  lions,  vultures,  and  other 
beasts  and  birds  of  prey  might  be  anxiously  waiting  to 
Bnap  her  up.  Jack  was  the  great-hearted  lion  who  was  to 
bear  her  safely  through  the  wistful  growls  of  the  meaner 
beasts.  The  lion  is  not  clever  like  the  fox  or  the  beaver, 
but  one  always  conceives  of  him  as  a  gentleman,  and  there¬ 
fore  fit  to  be  entrusted  with  such  a  beautiful  maiden  as 
Una  or  Phillis.  And  if  Jack  was  quietly  allowed  to  carry 
off  his  treasure  it  was  Agatha  L’Estrange  who  was  chiefly 
to  blame;  and  she,  falling  in  love  with  Jack  herself,  quite 
in  a  motherly  way,  allowed  the  wooing  to  go  on  under  her 
very  nose.  “  A  bad,  bad  woman,”  as  Lawrence  Colquhoun 
called  her. 

But  such  a  wooing !  Miss  Ethel  Citybredde,  when  she 
sees  Amandus  making  a  steady  but  not  an  eagerly  impe¬ 
tuous  advance  in  her  direction  at  a  ball,  feels  her  languid 
pulses  beat  a  little  faster.  “  He  is  coming  after  Me,”  she 
says  to  herself,  with  pride.  They  snatch  a  few  moments  to 
sit  together  in  a  conservatory.  He  offers  no  remark  worthy 
of  repetition,  nor  does  she ;  yet  she  thinks  to  herself,  “  He 
is  going  to  ask  me  to  marry  him ;  he  will  kiss  me ;  there 
will  be  a  grand  wedding ;  everybody  will  be  pleased ;  other 
girls  will  be  envious ;  and  I  shall  be  delighted.  Papa  knows 
that  he  is  well  off  and  well  connected.  How  charming !  ” 

Now  Phillis  allowed  her  lover  to  woo  her  without  one 
thought  of  love  or  marriage,  of  which,  indeed,  she  knew 
nothing.  But  if  the  passion  was  all  on  one  side,  the  affection 
was  equally  divided.  And  when  Jack  truly  said  that  Phillis 
did  not  love  him,  he  forgot  that  she  had  given  him  already 
all  that  she  knew  of  love  ;  in  that  her  thoughts,  which  on  her 
first  emancipation  leaped  forth,  bounding  and  running  in  all 
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directions  with  a  wild  yearning  to  behold  the  Great  Unknown, 
were  now  returning  to  herself,  and  mostly  flowed  steadily, 
like  streams  of  electric  influence,  in  the  direction  of  J ack ; 
inasmuch  as  she  referred  unconsciously  everything  to  Jack, 
as  she  dressed  for  him,  drew  for  him,  pored  diligently  over 
hated  reading-books  for  him,  and  told  him  all  her  thoughts. 

I  have  not  told,  nor  can  I  tell,  of  the  many  walks  and  talks 
these  two  young  people  had  together.  Day  after  day  J ack’s 
boat — that  comfortable  old  tub,  in  which  he  could,  and  often 
did,  cut  a  crab  without  spilling  the  contents  into  the  river — 
lay  moored  off  Agatha’s  lawn,  or  rolled  slowly  up  and  down 
the  river,  Jack  rowing,  while  Phillis  steered,  sang,  talked, 
and  laughed.  This  was  pleasant  in  the  morning  ;  but  it  was 
far  more  pleasant  in  the  evening,  when  the  river  was  so  quiet, 
so  still,  and  so  black,  and  when  thoughts  crowded  into  the 
girl’s  brain,  which  fled  like  spirits  when  she  tried  to  put 
them  into  words. 

Or  they  rode  together  along  the  leafy  roads  through 
Richmond  Park,  and  down  by  that  unknown  region,  far 
away  from  the  world,  where  heron  rise  up  from  the  water  s 
edge,  where  the  wild  fowl  fly  above  the  lake  in  figures  which 
remind  one  of  Euclid’s  definitions,  and  the  deer  collect  in 
herds  among  great  ferns  half  as  high  as  themselves.  There 
they  would  let  the  horses  walk,  while  Phillis,  with  the  slender 
curving  lines  of  her  figure,  her  dainty  dress  which  fitted  it 
so  well,  and  her  sweet  face,  made  the  heart  of  her  lover 
hungry  ;  and  when  she  turned  to  speak  to  him,  and  he  saw 
in  the  clear  depths  of  her  eyes  his  own  face  reflected,  his 
passion  grew  almost  too  much  for  him  to  bear. 

A  delicate  dainty  maiden,  who  was  yet  of  strong  and  healthy 
physique  ;  one  who  did  not  disdain  to  own  a  love  for  cake  and 
strawberries,  cream  and  ices,  and  other  pleasant  things ;  who 
had  no  young-ladyish  affectations  ;  who  took  life  eagerly,  not 
languidly.  And  not  a  coward,  as  many  maidens  boast  to  be : 
she  ruled  her  horse  with  rein  as  firm  as  Jack  Dunquerque, 
and  sat  him  as  steadily ;  she  clenched  her  little  fingers  and 
set  her  lips  hard  when  she  heard  a  tale  of  wrong ;  her  eyes 
lit  up  and  her  bosom  heaved  when  she  heard  of  heroic  gest ; 
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she  was  strong  to  endure  and  to  do.  Not  every  girl  would,  as 
Phillis  did,  rise  in  the  morning  at  five  to  train  her  untaught 
eyes  and  hand  over  those  little  symbols  by  which  we  read 
and  write ;  not  every  girl  would  patiently  begin  at  nineteen 
the  mechanical  drudgery  of  the  music-lesson.  And  she  did 
this  in  confidence,  because  Jack  asked  her  every  day  about 
her  lessons,  and  Agatha  L’E  strange  was  pleased. 

The  emotion  which  is  the  next  after,  and  worse  than  that 
of  love,  is  sympathy.  Phillis  passed  through  the  stages  of 
curiosity  and  knowledge  before  she  arrived  at  the  stage  of 
sympathy.  Perhaps  she  was  not  far  from  the  highest  stage 
of  all. 

She  learned  something  every  day,  and  told  Jack  what  it 
was.  Sometimes  it  was  an  increase  in  her  knowledge  of  evil. 
Jack,  who  was  by  no  means  so  clever  as  his  biographer, 
thought  that  a  pity.  His  idea  was  the  common  one — that  a 
maiden  should  be  kept  innocent  of  the  knowledge  of  evil.  I 
think  Jack  took  a  prejudiced,  even  a  Philistine,  view  of  the 
case.  He  put  himself  on  the  same  level  as  the  Frenchman 
who  keeps  his  daughter  out  of  mischief  by  locking  her  up  in 
a  convent.  It  is  not  the  knowledge  of  evil  that  hurts,  any 
more  than  the  knowledge  of  blackbeetles,  earwigs,  slugs, 
and  other  crawling  things :  the  pure  in  spirit  cast  it  off,  just 
as  the  gardener  who  digs  and  delves  among  his  plants  washes 
his  hands  and  is  clean.  The  thing  that  hurts  is  the  suspicion 
and  constant  thought  of  evil ;  the  loveliest  and  most  divine 
creature  in  the  world  is  she  who  neither  commits  any  ill,  nor 
thinks  any,  nor  suspects  others  of  ill — who  has  a  perfect  pity 
for  backsliders,  and  a  perfect  trust  in  the  people  around  her. 
Unfortunate  it  is  that  experience  of  life  turns  pity  into  anger, 
and  trust  into  hesitation. 

Or  they  would  be  out  upon  Agatha’s  lawn,  playing  croquet, 
to  which  that  good  lady  still  adhered,  or  lawn-tennis,  which 
she  tolerated.  There  would  be  the  curate— he  had  abandoned 
that  design  of  getting  up  all  about  Laud,  but  was  madly, 
ecclesiastically  madly,  in  love  with  Phillis ;  there  would  be 
occasionally  Ladds,  who,  in  his  heavy,  kindly  way,  pleased  this 
young  May  Queen.  Besides,  Ladds  was  fond  of  Jack.  There 
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would  be  Gilead  Beck  in  the  straigktest  of  frock-coats,  and 
on  tlie  most  careful  behaviour;  there  would  be  also  two  or 
three  young  ladies,  compared  with  whom  Phillis  was  as 
Rosalind  at  the  court  of  her  uncle,  or  as  Esther  among  the 
damsels  of  the  Persian  king’s  seraglio,  so  fresh  and  so  incom¬ 
parably  fair. 

“  Mrs.  L’ Estrange,”  Jack  whispered  one  day,  “  I  am  going 
to  say  a  rude  thing.  Did  you  pick  out  the  other  girls  on 
purpose  to  set  off  Phillis  ?  ” 

“What  a  shame,  Jack!”  said  Agatha,  who  like  the  rest 
of  the  world  called  him  by  what  was  not  his  Christian  name. 

«  The  girls  are  very  nice — not  so  pretty  as  Phillis,  but  good- 
looking,  all  of  them.  I  call  them  as  pretty  a  set  of  girls  as 
you  would  be  likely  to  see  on  any  lawn  this  season.’ 

«  Yeg,”  said  Jack ;  “  only  you  see  they  are  all  alike,  and 

Phillis  is  different.” 

That  was  it — Phillis  was  different.  The  girls  were  grace¬ 
ful  pleasant,  and  well  bred.  But  Phillis  was  all  this,  and 
more  The  others  followed  the  beaten  track,  in  which  the 
strength  of  life  is  subdued  and  its  intensity  forbidden. 
Phillis  was  in  earnest  about  everything,  quietly  m  earnest ; 
not  openly  bent  on  enjoyment,  like  the  young  ladies  who  run 
down  Greenwich  Hill,  for  instance,  but  in  her  way  making 
others  feel  something  of  what  she  felt  herself.  Her  intensity 
was  visible  in  the  eager  face,  the  mobile  flashes  of  her 
sensitive  lips,  and  her  brightening  eyes.  And,  most  unlike 
her  neighbours,  she  even  forgot  her  own  dress,  much  as  she 
loved  the  theory  and  practice  of  dress,  when  once  she  was 
interested,  and  was  careless  about  theirs. 

It  was  not  pleasant  for  the  minor  stars.  They  felt  m  a 
vague  uncomfortable  way  that  Phillis  was  far  more  attractive ; 
they  said  to  each  other  that  she  was  strange ;  one  who  pre¬ 
tended  to  know  more  French  than  the  others  said  that  she 

was  farouche.  .  ,  , 

She  was  not  in  the  least  farouche ,  and  the  young  lady  her 
calumniator  did  not  understand  the  adjective;  but  farouche 
she  continued  to  be  among  the  maidens  of  Twickenham  and 
Richmond. 
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Jack  Dunquerque  Heard  the  epithet  applied  on  one  occa¬ 
sion,  and  burst  out  laughing. 

Phillis  farouche !  Phillis,  without  fear  and  without  sus¬ 
picion  ! 

But  then  they  do  teach  French  so  badly  at  girls’  schools. 
And  so  poor  Phillis  remained  ticketed  with  the  adjective 
which  least  of  any  belonged  to  her. 

A  pleasant  six  weeks  from  April  to  June,  while  the  late 
spring  blossomed  and  flowered  into  summer ;  a  time  to 
remember  all  his  life  afterwards  with  the  saddened  joy 
which,  despite  Dante’s  observation,  does  still  belong  to  the 
memory  of  past  pleasures. 

But  every  pleasant  time  passes,  and  the  six  weeks  were 
over. 

Jack  was  to  “  slack  off.”  The  phrase  struck  him,  applied 
to  himself  and  Phillis,  as  simply  in  bad  taste;  but  the 
meaning  was  plain.  Pie  was  to  present  himself  at  Twicken¬ 
ham  with  less  frequency. 

Accordingly  he  began  well  by  going  there  the  very  next 
day.  Every  new  regime  has  to  be  commenced  somehow,  and 
Jack  began  his  at  once.  He  pulled  up  in  his  tub.  It  was 
a  cloudy  and  windy  day ;  drops  of  rain  fell  from  time  to 
time;  the  river  was  swept  by  sudden  gusts  which  came 
driving  down  the  stream,  marked  by  broad  black  patches ; 
there  were  no  other  boats  out,  and  Jack  struggled  upwards 
against  the  current :  the  exercise  at  least  was  a  relief  to  the 
oppression  of  his  thoughts. 

What  was  he  to  do  with  himself  after  the  “  slacking  off” 
had  begun — after  that  day,  in  fact?  The  visits  might  drop 
to  twice  a  week,  then  once  a  week,  and  then  ?  But  surely 
Colquhoun  would  be  satisfied  with  such  a  measure  of  self- 
denial.  In  the  intervals — say  from  Saturday  to  Saturday — 
he  could  occupy  himself  in  thinking  about  her.  He  might 
write  to  her — would  that  be  against  the  letter  of  the  law  ? 
It  was  clearly  against  the  spirit.  And — another  considera¬ 
tion — it  was  no  use  writing  unless  he  wrote  in  printed 
characters,  and  in  words  of  not  more  than  two  syllables. 
He  thought  of  such  a  love-letter,  and  of  Phillis  gravely 
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spelling  it  out  word  by  word  to  Mrs.  L’Estrange.  For  poor 
Phillis  had  not  as  yet  accustomed  herself  to  look  on  the 
printed  page  as  a  vehicle  for  thought,  although  Agatha  read 
to  her  every  day.  She  regarded  it  as  the  means  of  con¬ 
veying  to  the  reader  facts  such  as  the  elementary  reading- 
book  delights  to  set  forth ;  so  dry  that  the  adult  reader,  if 
a  woman,  presently  feels  the  dust  in  her  eyes,  and  if  a 
man,  is  fain  to  get  up  and  call  wildly  for  quarts  of  bitter 
beer.  No ;  Phillis  was  not  yet  educated  up  to  the  reception 
of  a  letter. 

He  would,  he  thought,  sit  in  the  least-frequented  room 
of  his  club — the  drawing-room — and  with  a  book  of  some 
kind  before  him,  just  for  a  pretence,  would  pass  the  leaden 
hours  in  thinking  of  Phillis’s  perfections.  Heavens !  when 
was  there  a  moment,  by  day  or  by  night,  that  he  did  not 
think  of  them  ? 

Bump !  It  was  the  bow  of  his  ship,  which  knew  by 
experience  very  well  when  to  stop,  and  grounded  herself 
without  any  conscious  volition  on  his  part  at  the  accustomed 
spot. 

Jack  jumped  out,  and  fastened  the  painter  to  the  tree  to 
which  Phillis  had  once  tied  him.  Then  he  strode  across  the 
lawns  and  flower-beds,  and  made  for  the  little  morning-room, 
where  he  hoped  to  find  the  ladies. 

He  found  one  of  them.  Fortune  sometimes  favours  lovers. 
It  was  the  younger  one — Phillis  herself. 

She  was  bending  over  her  work  with  brush  and  colour- 
box,  looking  as  serious  as  if  all  her  future  depended  on 
the  success  of  that  particular  picture ;  beside  her,  tossed 
contemptuously  aside,  lay  the  much-despised  Lesson-Book 
in  Reading ;  for  she  had  done  her  daily  task.  She  did  not 
hear  Jack  step  in  at  the  open  window,  and  went  on  with 
her  painting. 

She  wore  a  dress  made  of  that  stuff  which  looks  like 
brown  holland  till  you  come  close  to  it,  and  then  you  think 
it  is  silk,  but  are  not  quite  certain,  and  I  believe  they  call 
it  Indian  tussore.  Round  her  dainty  waist  was  a  leathern 
belt  set  in  silver  with  a  chatelaine,  like  a  small  armoury  of 
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deadly  weapons;  and  for  colour  she  had  a  crimson  ribbon 
about  her  neck.  To  shew  that  the  ribbon  was  not  entirely 
meant  for  vanity,  but  had  its  uses,  Phillis  had  slung  upon 
it  a  cross  of  Maltese  silver-work,  which  I  fear  Jack  had 
given  her  himself.  And  below  the  cross,  where  her  rounded 
figure  showed  it  off,  she  had  placed  a  little  bunch  of  sweet 
peas.  Such  a  dainty  damsel !  Not  content  with  the 
flower  in  her  dress,  she  had  stuck  a  white  jasamine-blossom 
in  her  hair.  All  these  things  Jack  noted  with  speechless 
admiration. 

Then  she  began  to  sing  in  a  low  voice,  all  to  herself,  a 
little  French  ballad  which  Mrs.  L’Estrange  had  taught  her 
— one  of  the  sweet  old  French  songs. 

She  was  painting  in  the  other  window,  at  a  table  drawn 
up  to  face  it.  The  curtains  were  partly  pulled  together, 
and  the  blind  was  half  drawn  down,  so  that  she  sat  in  a 
subdued  light,  in  which  only  her  face  was  lit  up,  like 
the  faces  in  a  certain  kind  of  photograph,  while  her  hair 
and  figure  lay  in  shadow.  The  hangings  were  of  some 
light-rose  hue,  which  tinted  the  whole  room,  and  threw 
a  warm  colouring  over  the  old-fashioned  furniture,  the 
pictures,  the  books,  the  flowers  on  the  tables,  and  the  ferns 
in  their  glasses.  Mrs.  L’Estrange  was  no  follower  after 
the  new  school.  Neutral  tints  had  small  charms  for  her ; 
she  liked  the  warmth  and  glow  of  the  older  fashion  in 
which  she  had  been  brought  up. 

It  looked  to  Jack  Dunquerque  like  some  shrine  dedicated 
to  peace  and  love,  with  Phillis  for  its  priestess — or  even 
its  goddess.  Outside  the  skies  were  grey ;  the  wind  swept 
down  the  river  with  driving  rain  ;  here  was  warmth,  colour, 
and  brightness.  So  he  stood  still  and  watched. 

And  as  he  waited  an  overwhelming  passion  of  love  seized 
him.  If  the  world  was  well  lost  for  Antony  when  he  threw 
it  all  away  for  a  queen  no  longer  young,  and  the  mother  of 
one  son  at  least  almost  grown  up,  what  would  it  have  been 
had  his  Cleopatra  welcomed  him  in  all  the  splendour  of  her 
white  Greek  beauty  at  sweet  seventeen?  There  was  no 
world  to  be  lost  for  this  obscure  cadet  of  a  noble  house, 
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but  all  the  world  to  be  won.  His  world  was  before  his 
eyes ;  it  was  an  unconscious  maid,  ignorant  of  her  own 
surpassing  worth,  and  of  the  power  of  her  beauty.  To  win 
her  was  to  be  the  lord  of  all  the  world  he  cared  for. 

Presently  she  laid  down  her  brush,  and  raised  her  head. 
Then  she  pushed  aside  the  curtains,  and  looked  out  upon 
the  gardens.  The  rain  drove  against  the  windows,  and  the 
wind  beat  about  the  branches  of  the  lilacs  on  the  lawn. 
She  shivered,  and  pulled  the  curtains  together  again. 

“I  wish  Jack  were  here,”  she  said  to  herself. 

“He  is  here,  Phil,”  Jack  replied. 

She  looked  round,  and  darted  across  the  room,  catching 
him  by  both  hands. 

“  Jack !  Oh,  I  am  glad !  There  is  nobody  at  home. 
Agatha  has  gone  up  to  town,  and  I  am  quite  alone.  What 
shall  we  do  this  afternoon  ?  ” 

Clearly  the  right  thing  for  him  to  propose  was  that  he 
should  instantly  leave  the  young  lady,  and  row  himself 
back  to  Richmond.  This,  however,  was  not  what  he  did 
propose.  On  the  contrary,  he  kept  Phillis’s  hands  in  his, 
and  held  them  tight,  looking  in  her  upturned  face,  where 
he  saw  nothing  but  undisguised  joy  at  his  appearance. 

“Shall  we  talk?  Shall  I  play  to  you?  Shall  I  draw 
you  a  picture?  What  shall  we  do,  Jack?” 

“  Well,  Phil,  I  think — perhaps — we  had  better  talk.” 

Something  in  his  voice  struck  her;  she  looked  at  him 
sharply. 

“  What  has  happened,  Jack  ?  You  do  not  look  happy.” 

“Nothing,  Phil — nothing  but  what  I  might  have  ex¬ 
pected.”  But  he  looked  so  dismal  that  it  was  quite  certain 
he  had  not  expected  it. 

“  Tell  me,  Jack.” 

He  shook  his  head. 

“  Jack,  what  is  the  good  of  being  friends  if  you  won’t  tell 
me  what  makes  you  unhappy  ?  ” 

“  I  don’t  know  how  to  tell  you,  Phil.  I  don’t  see  a  way 
to  begin.” 

“  Sit  down,  and  begin  somehow.”  She  placed  him  com- 
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fortably  in  the  largest  chair  in  the  room,  and  then  she  stood 
in  front  of  him,  and  looked  in  his  face  with  compassionate 
eyes.  The  sight  of  those  deep-brown  orbs,  so  full  of  light 
and  pity,  smote  her  lover  with  a  kind  of  madness.  “  What 
is  it  makes  people  unhappy  ?  Are  you  ill  ?  ” 

He  shook  his  head,  and  laughed. 

“  No,  Phil ;  I  am  never  ill.  You  see,  I  am  not  exactly 
unhappy  ” - 

“  But,  Jack,  you  look  so  dismal.” 

“Yes,  that  it  is  ;  I  am  a  little  dismal.  No,  Phil — no. 
I  am  really  unhappy,  and  you  are  the  cause.” 

“  I  the  cause  !  But,  Jack,  why  ?  ” 

“  I  had  a  talk  with  your  guardian,  Lawrence  Colquhoun, 
yesterday.  It  was  all  about  you.  And  he  wants  me — not 
to  come  here  so  often,  in  fact.  And  I  mustn’t  come.” 

“  But  why  not  ?  What  does  Lawrence  mean  ?  ” 

“That  is  just  what  I  cannot  explain  to  you.  You  must 
try  to  forgive  me.” 

“  Forgive  you,  Jack  ?  ” 

“  You  see,  Phil,  I  have  behaved  badly  from  the  begin¬ 
ning.  I  ought  not  to  have  called  upon  you  as  I  did  in  Car¬ 
narvon  Square ;  I  ought  not  to  have  let  you  call  me  Jack, 
nor  should  I  have  called  you  Phil.  It  is  altogether  improper 
in  the  eyes  of  the  world.” 

She  was  silent  for  a  while. 

“  Perhaps  I  have  known,  Jack,  that  it  was  a  little 
unusual.  Other  girls  haven’t  got  a  Jack  Dunquerque,  have 
they  ?  Poor  things  !  That  is  all  you  mean,  isn’t  it,  -Jack  ?  ’’ 

“  Phil,  don’t  look  at  me  like  that !  You  don’t  know — 
you  can’t  understand — No ;  it  is  more  than  unusual ;  it  is 
quite  wrong.” 

“I  have  done  nothing  wrong,”  the  girl  said  proudly. 
“If  I  had,  my  conscience  would  make  me  unhappy.  But 
I  do  begin  to  understand  what  you  mean.  Last  week 
Agatha  asked  me  if  I  was  not  thinking  too  much  about 
you.  And  the  curate  made  me  laugh  because  he  said, 
quite  by  himself  in  a  corner,  you  know,  that  Mr.  Dun¬ 
querque  was  a  happy  man ;  and  when  I  asked  him  why,  he 
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turned  very  red,  and  said  it  was  because  I  bad  given  to 
bim  wbat  all  tbe  world  would  long  to  bave.  He  meant, 
Jack” - 

“  I  wish  be  was  here,”  Jack  cried  botly,  “  for  me  to  wring 
bis  neck !  ” 

“  And  one  day  Laura  Herries  ” - 

“  That’s  tbe  girl  wbo  said  you  were  farouche ,  Phil.  Go  on.’’ 

“  Was  talking  to  Agatha  about  some  young  lady  wbo  bad 
got  compromised  by  a  gentleman’s  attentions.  I  asked 
why,  and  she  replied  quite  sharply  that  if  I  did  not  know, 
no  one  could  know.  Then  she  got  up  and  went  away. 
Agatha  was  angry  about  it,  I  could  see ;  but  she  only  said 
something  about  understanding  when  I  come  out.” 

“  Miss  Herries  ought  to  bave  her  neck  wrung  too,  as  well 
as  tbe  curate,”  said  Jack. 

u  Compromise — improper.”  Phil  beat  her  little  foot  on 
tbe  floor.  “  Wbat  does  it  all  mean  ?  Jack,  tell  me — what  is 
this  wrong  thing  that  yon  and  I  bave  done  ?  ” 

“  Not  you,  Phil ;  a  thousand  times  not  you.’ 

“  Then  I  do  not  care  much  wbat  other  people  say,”  she 
replied  simply.  “  Do  you  know,  Jack,  it  seems  to  me  as 
if  we  never  ought  to  care  for  what  people,  besides  people  we 
love,  say  about  us.” 

“  But  it  is  I  who  have  done  wrong,”  said  Jack. 

“ Have  you,  Jack?  Oh,  then  I  forgive  you.  I  think 
I  know  now.  You  should  have  come  to  me  with  an  unreal 
smile  on  your  face,  and  pretended  the  greatest  deference 
to  my  opinion,  even  when  you  knew  it  wasn’t  worth  having. 
That  is  what  the  curate  does  to  young  ladies.  I  saw  him 
yesterday  taking  Miss  Herries’s  opinion  on  Holman  Hunt’s 
picture.  She  said  it  was  ‘  sweetly  pretty.  He  said,  Do 
you  really  think  so?’  in  such  a  solemn  voice,  as  if  he 
wasn’t  quite  sure  that  the  phrase  summed  up  the  whole 
picture,  but  was  going  to  think  it  over  quietly.  Dont 
laugh,  Jack,  because  I  cannot  read  like  other  people,  and 
all  I  have  to  go  by  is  what  Mr.  Dyson  told  me,  and  Agatha 
tells  me,  and  what  I  see — and — and  what  you  tell  me, 
Jack,  which  is  worth  all  the  rest  to  me.” 
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The  tears  came  into  her  eyes,  but  only  for  a  moment, 
and  she  brushed  them  aside. 

“  And  I  forgive  you,  Jack,  all  the  more  because  you  did 
not  treat  me  as  you  would  have  treated  the  girls  who  seem 
to  me  so  lifeless  and  languid,  and — Jack,  it  may  be  wrong 
to  say  it,  but  Oh,  so  small !  What  compliment  could  you 
have  paid  me  better  than  to  single  me  out  for  your  friend 
— you  who  have  seen  so  much  and  done  so  much — my  friend, 
mine?  We  were  friends  from  the  first,  were  we  not?  And 
I  have  never  since  hidden  anything  from  you,  Jack,  and 
never  will.” 

He  kept  it  down  still,  this  mighty  yearning  that  filled 
his  heart,  but  he  could  not  bear  to  look  her  in  the  face. 
Every  word  that  she  said  stabbed  him  like  a  knife,  because 
it  showed  her  childish  innocence  and  her  utter  unconscious¬ 
ness  of  what  her  words  might  mean. 

And  then  she  laid  her  little  hand  in  his. 

“  And  now  you  have  compromised  me,  as  they  would  say  ? 
What  does  it  matter,  Jack  ?  We  can  go  on  always  just  the 
same  as  we  have  been  doing,  can  we  not  ?  ” 

He  shook  his  head  and  answered  huskily,  “No,  Phil. 
Your  guardian  will  not  allow  it.  You  must  obey  him.  He 
says  that  I  am  to  come  here  less  frequently ;  that  I  must 
not  do  you — he  is  quite  right,  Phil — any  more  mischief; 
and  that  you  are  to  have  your  first  season  in  London 
without  any  ties  or  entanglements.” 

“  My  guardian  leaves  me  alone  here  with  Agatha.  It 
is  you  who  have  been  my  real  guardian,  Jack.  I  shall  do 
what  you  tell  me  to  do.” 

“  I  want  to  do  what  is  best  for  you,  Phil — but - Child  ” 

— he  caught  her  by  the  hands,  and  she  half  fell,  half  knelt 
at  his  feet,  and  looked  up  in  his  eyes  with  her  face  full  of 
trouble  and  emotion — “  child,  must  I  tell  you  ?  Could  not 
Agatha  L’Estrange  tell  you  that  there  is  something  in  the 
world  very  different  from  friendship  ?  Is  it  left  for  me  to 
teach  you  ?  They  call  it  Love,  Phil.” 

He  whispered  the  last  words. 

“  Love  ?  But  I  know  all  about  it,  Jack.” 
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“  No,  Phil,  yon  know  nothing.  It  isn’t  the  love  that  you 
bear  to  Agatha  that  I  mean.” 

“Is  it  the  love  I  have  for  you,  Jack?”  she  asked  in  all 
innocence. 

“It  may  be,  Phil.  Tell  me  only” — he  was  reckless  now, 
and  spoke  fast  and  fiercely — “  tell  me  if  you  love  me  as  I 
love  you.  Try  to  tell  me.  I  love  you  so  much  that  I  cannot 
sleep  for  thinking  of  yon ;  and  I  think  of  you  all  day  long. 
It  seems  as  if  my  life  must  have  been  a  long  blank  before 
I  saw  you  ;  all  my  happiness  is  to  be  with  you  ;  to  think  of 
going  on  without  you  maddens  me.” 

“  Poor  Jack !  ”  she  said  softly.  She  did  not  offer  to  with¬ 
draw  her  hands,  but  let  them  lie  in  his  warm  and  tender 
grasp. 

“  My  dear,  my  darling — my  queen  and  pearl  of  girls  - 
who  can  help  loving  you  ?  And  even  to  be  with  you,  to 
have  you  close  to  me,  to  hold  your  hands  in  mine — that 
isn’t  enough.” 

“  What  more — 0  Jack,  Jack!  what  more? 

She  began  to  tremble,  and  she  tried  to  take  back  her 
hands.  He  let  them  go,  but  before  she  could  change  her 
position  he  bent  down,  threw  his  arms  about  her,  and  held 
her  face  close  to  his  while  he  kissed  it  a  thousand  times. 

“What  more?  My  darling,  my  angel,  this— and  this! 
Phil,  Phil!  wake  at  last  from  your  long  childhood;  leave 
the  Garden  of  Eden  where  you  have  wandered  so  many 
years,  and  come  out  into  the  other  world— the.  world  of 
love.  My  dear,  my  dear!  can  you  love  me  a  little,  only 
a  little,  in  return?  We  are  all  so  different  from  what  you 
thought  us;  you  will  find  out  some  day  that  I  am  not 
clever  and  good  at  all ;  that  I  have  only  one  thing  to  give 

you my  love.  Phil,  Phil,  answer  me  —  speak  to  me— 

forgive  me !  ” 

He  let  her  go,  for  she  tore  herself  from  him  and  sprang 
to  her  feet,  burying  her  face  in  her  hands  and  sobbing 

aloud. 

“  Forgive  me — forgive  me !  ”  It  was  all  that  he  could  say. 

«  Jack,  what  is  it?  what  does  it  mean?  0  Jack!”— she 
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lifted  her  face  and  looked  about  her,  with  hands  outstretched 
as  one  who  feels  in  the  darkness ;  her  cheeks  were  white  and 
her  eyes  wild — “what  does  it  mean?  what  is  it  you  have 
said  ?  what  is  it  you  have  done  ?  ” 

“  Phil !  ” 

“Yes  !  Hush!  don’t  speak  to  me — not  yet,  Jack.  Wait 
a  moment.  My  brain  is  full  of  strange  thoughts” — she 
put  out  trembling  hands  before  her,  like  one  who  wakes 
suddenly  in  a  dream,  and  spoke  with  short,  quick  breath. 
“  Something  seems  to  have  come  upon  me.  Help  me,  Jack ! 
Oh,  help  me !  I  am  frightened.” 

He  took  her  in  his  arms  and  soothed  and  caressed  her 
like  a  child,  while  she  sobbed  and  cried. 

“  Look  at  me,  Jack,”  she  said  presently.  “  Tell  me,  am  I 
the  same  ?  Is  there  any  change  in  me  ?  ” 

“Yes,  Phil;  yes,  my  darling.  You  are  changed.  Your 
sweet  eyes  are  full  of  tears,  like  the  skies  in  April ;  and 
your  cheeks  are  pale  and  white.  Let  me  kiss  them  till  they 
get  their  own  colour  again.” 

He  did  kiss  them,  and  she  stood  unresisting.  But  she 
trembled. 

“  I  know,  Jack,  now,”  she  said  softly.  “  It  all  came 
upon  me  in  a  moment,  when  your  lips  touched  mine.  0 
Jack,  Jack !  it  was  as  if  something  snapped ;  as  if  a  veil 
fell  from  my  eyes.  I  know  now  what  you  meant  when  you 
said  just  now  that  yon  loved  me.” 

“  Do  you,  Phil  ?  And  can  you  love  me,  too  ?  ” 

“  Yes,  Jack.  I  will  tell  you  when  I  am  able  to  talk 
again.  Let  me  sit  down.  Sit  with  me,  Jack.” 

She  drew  him  beside  her  on  the  sofa  and  murmured  low, 
while  he  held  her  hands. 

“Do  you  like  to  sit  just  so,  holding  my  hands?  Are 
you  better  now,  Jack  ? 

“  Do  you  think,  Jack,  that  I  can  have  always  loved  you 
— without  knowing  it  at  all — just  as  you  love  me?  0  my 
poor  Jack ! 

“My  heart  beats  so  fast.  And  I  am  so  happy.  What 
have  you  said  to  me,  Jack,  that  I  should  be  so  happy  ? 
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tf  S00,  th©  sun  has  com©  out — and  the  showers  ar©  ovei 
and  gone— and  th©  birds  are  singing— all  the  sweet  birds 
— they  are  singing  for  me,  Jack,  for  you  and  me  Oh,  foi 
you  and  for  me  !  ” 

Her  voice  broke  down  again,  and  she  hid  her  face  upon 
her  lover’s  shoulder,  crying  happy  tears. 

He  called  her  a  thousand  endearing  names  ;  he  told  her  that 
they  would  be  always  together;  that  she  had  made  him  the 
happiest  man  in  all  the  world ;  that  he  loved  her  more  than  any 
girl  ever  had  been  loved  in  the  history  of  mankind;  that  she 
was  the  crown  and  pearl  and  queen  of  all  the  women  who  ever 
lived  •  and  then  she  looked  up,  smiling  through  her  tears. 

Ah,  happy,  happy  day  !  Ah,  day  for  ever  to  be  remembered 
even  when,  if  ever,  the  years  shall  bring  its  fiftieth  anniversary 
to  an  aged  pair,  whose  children  and  grandchildren  stand 
around  their  trembling  feet !  Ah,  moments  that  live  for 
ever  in  the  memory  of  a  life !  They  die,  but  are  immortal. 
They  perish  all  too  quickly,  but  they  bring  forth  the  precious 
fruits  of  love  and  constancy,  of  trust,  affection,  good  works, 
peace,  and  joy,  which  never  perish. 

“  Take  me  on  the  river,  Jack,”  she  said  presently.  I  want 
to  think  it  all  over  again,  and  try  to  understand  it  better.” 

He  fetched  cushion  and  wrapper,  for  the  boat  was  wet,  and 
placed  her  tenderly  in  the  boat.  And  then  he  began  to  pull 
gently  up  the  stream. 

The  day  had  suddenly  changed.  The  morning  had  been 
gloomy  and  dull,  but  the  afternoon  was  bright ;  the  strong 
wind  was  dropped  for  a  light  cool  breeze;  the  swans  were 
cruising  about  with  their  lordly  pretence  of  not  caring  tor 
things  external ;  and  the  river  ran  clear  and  bright 

They  were  very  silent  now ;  the  girl  sat  in  her  place,  look¬ 
ing  with  full  soft  eyes  on  the  wet  and  dripping  branches  or 

in  the  cool  depths  of  the  stream. 

Presently  they  passed  an  old  gentleman  fishing  m  a  punt , 
he  was  the  same  old  gentleman  whom  Phillis  saw  one  morn - 
ing — now  so  long  ago— when  he  had  that  little  misfortune 
we  have  narrated,  and  tumbled  backwards  m  Ins  ark.  He 
saw  them  coming,  and  adjusted  his  spectacles. 
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“  Youth  and  Beauty  again,”  he  murmured.  “  And  she’s 
been  crying.  That  young  fellow  has  said  something  cruel 
to  her.  Wish  I  could  break  his  head  for  him.  The  pretty 
creature  !  He’ll  come  to  a  bad  end,  that  young  man.”  Then 
he  impaled  an  immense  worm  savagely  and  went  on  fishing. 

A  very  foolish  old  gentleman  this. 

“I  am  trying  to  make  it  all  out  quite  clearly,  Jack,” 
Phillis  presently  began.  “  And  it  is  so  difficult.”  Her  eyes 
were  still  bright  with  tears,  but  she  did  not  tremble  now, 
and  the  smile  was  back  upon  her  lips. 

“  My  darling,  let  it  remain  difficult.  Only  tell  me  now, 
if  you  can,  that  you  love  me.” 

“Yes,  Jack,”  she  said,  not  in  the  frank  and  childish 
unconsciousness  of  yesterday,  but  with  the  soft  blush  of  a 
woman  who  is  wooed.  “Yes,  Jack,  I  know  now  that  I  do 
love  you,  as  you  love  me,  because  my  heart  beat  when  you 
kissed  me,  and  I  felt  all  of  a  sudden  that  you  were  all  the 
world  to  me.” 

“  Phil,  I  don’t  deserve  it.  I  don’t  deserve  you.” 

“Not  deserve  me?  0  Jack,  you  make  me  feel  humble 
when  you  say  that !  And  I  am  so  proud. 

“  So  proud  and  so  happy,”  she  went  on,  after  a  pause. 
“  And  the  girls  who  know  all  along — how  do  they  find  it 
out  ? — want  every  one  for  herself  this  great  happiness,  too.  I 
have  heard  them  talk,  and  never  understood  till  now.  Poor 
girls  !  I  wish  they  had  their — their  own  Jack,  not  my  Jack.” 

Her  lover  had  no  words  to  reply. 

“  Poor  boy !  And  you  went  about  with  your  secret  so 
long.  Tell  me  how  long,  Jack  ?  ” 

“  Since  the  very  first  day  I  saw  you  in  Carnarvon  Square, 
Phil.” 

“All  that  time?  Did  you  love  me  on  that  day — not  the 
first  day  of  all,  Jack  ?  Oh,  surely  not  the  very  first  day  ?  ” 

“Yes;  not  as  I  love  you  now — now  that  I  know  you  so 
well,  my  Phillis — mine — but  only  then  because  you  were 
so  pretty.” 

“Do  men  always  fall  in  love  with  a  girl  because  she  is 
pretty  ?  ” 
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“  Yes,  Phil.  They  begin  because  she  is  pretty,  and  they 
love  her  more  every  day  when  she  is  so  sweet  and  so  good 
as  my  darling  Phil.” 

All  this  time  Jack  had  been  leaning  on  his  oars,  and  the 
boat  was  drifting  slowly  down  the  current.  It  was  now  close 
to  the  punt  where  the  old  gentleman  sat  watching  them. 

“They  have  made  it  up,”  he  said.  “That’s  right.” 
And  he  chuckled. 

She  looked  dreamy  and  contented ;  the  tears  were  gone 
out  of  her  eyes,  and  a  sweet  softness  lay  there,  like  the  sun¬ 
shine  on  a  field  of  grass. 

«  She  is  a  rose  of  Sharon  and  a  lily  of  the  valley,”  said  this 
old  gentleman.  “  That  young  fellow  ought  to  be  banished 
from  the  State  for  making  other  people  envious  of  his  luck. 

Looks  a  good-tempered  rogue,  too.” 

He  observed  with  delight  that  they  were  thinking  of  each 
other  while  the  boat  drifted  nearer  to  his  punt.  Presently— 

bump — butnp !  m  mi  iu 

Jack  seized  his  sculls  and  looked  up  guiltily.  The  old 

gentleman  was  nodding  and  smiling  to  Phillis. 

“Made  it  up?”  he  asked  most  impertinently. .  “  That  is 
right,  that  is  right.  Give  you  joy,  sir,  give  you  joy.  Wish 
you  both  happiness.  Wish  I  had  it  to  do  all  ovei  again. 
God  bless  yon,  my  dear  !  ” 

His  jolly  red  face  beamed  like  the  setting  sun  under  his 
big  straw  hat,  and  he  wagged  his  head  and  laughed. 

Jack  laughed  too ;  at  other  times  he  would  have  thought 
the  old  angler  an  extremely  impertinent  person.  Now  he 


only  laughed. 

Then  he  turned  the  boat’s  head,  and  rowed 


his  bride  swiftly 


homewards.  <  .  „  ,  . , 

“  Phil,  I  am  like  Jason  bringing  home  Medea,  he  saicl, 

with  a  faint  reminiscence  of  classical  tradition.  I  have  ex¬ 
plained  that  Jack  was  not  clever. 

“I  hope  not,”  said  Phil ;  “ Medea  was  a  dreadful  person. 

«  Then  Paris  bringing  home  Helen — No,  Phil ;  only  your 
lover  bringing  home  the  sweetest  girl  that  ever  was.  And 
worthy  five  and  thirty  Helens.” 
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When  they  landed  Agatha  L’Estrange  was  on  the  lawn 
waiting  for  them.  To  her  surprise,  Phillis,  on  disembarking, 
took  Jack  by  the  arm,  and  his  hand  closed  over  hers.  Mrs. 
L’Estrange  gasped.  And  in  Phillis’s  tear-bright  eyes  she 
saw  at  last  the  light  and  glow  of  love  ;  and  in  Phillis’s  blush¬ 
ing  face  she  saw  the  happy  pride  of  the  celestial  Venus  who 
has  met  her  only  love. 

“  Children — children  !  ”  she  said,  “  what  is  this  ?  ” 

Phillis  made  answer,  in  words  which  Abraham  Dyson  used 
to  read  to  her  from  a  certain  Book,  but  which  she  never 
understood  till  now — made  answer  with  her  face  upturned  to 
her  lover — 

“  I  am  my  beloved’s,  and  his  desire  is  toward  me.” 

They  were  a  quiet  party  that  evening.  Jack  did  not  want 
to  talk.  He  asked  Phillis  to  sing ;  he  sat  by  in  a  sort  of 
rapture  while  her  voice,  in  the  songs  she  most  affected, 
whispered  and  sang  to  his  soul  not  words,  but  suggestions  of 
every  innocent  delight.  She  recovered  something  of  her 
gaiety,  but  their  usual  laughter  was  hushed  as  if  by  some 
unexpressed  thought.  It  will  never  come  back  to  her  again, 
that  old  mirth  and  light  heart  of  childhood.  She  felt  while 
she  played  as  if  she  was  in  some  great  cathedral ;  the  fancies 
of  her  brain  built  over  her  head  a  pile  more  mystic  and 
wonderful  than  any  she  had  seen.  Its  arches  towered  to  the 
sky ;  its  aisles  led  far  away  into  dim  space.  She  was  walk¬ 
ing  slowly  up  the  church  hand-in-hand  with  Jack,  towards 
a  great  rose  light  in  the  east.  An  anthem  of  praise  and 
thanksgiving  echoed  along  the  corridors,  and  pealed  like 
thunder  among  the  million  rafters  of  the  roof.  Round  them 
floated  faces  which  looked  and  smiled.  And  she  heard  the 
voice  of  Abraham  Dyson  in  her  ear — 

“  Life  should  be  twofold,  not  single.  That,  Phillis,  is  the 
great  secret  of  the  world.  Every  man  is  a  priest;  every 
woman  is  a  priestess ;  it  is  a  sacrament  which  you  have 
learned  of  J ack  this  day.  Go  on  with  him  in  faith  and  hope. 
Love  is  the  Universal  Church  and  Heaven  is  everywhere.  Live 
in  it ;  die  in  it ;  and  dying  begin  your  life  of  love  again.” 
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“Phil,”  cried  Jack,  “  wliat  is  it?  You  look  as  if  you  had 
seen  a  vision.” 

“  I  kave  heard  the  voice  of  Abraham  Dyson,”  she  said 
solemnly.  “  He  is  satisfied  and  pleased  with  us,  Jack.” 

That  was  nothing  to  what  followed,  for  presently  there 
occurred  a  really  wonderful  thing. 

On  Phillis’s  table — they  were  all  three  sitting  in  the 
pleasant  morning-room — lay  among  her  lesson-books  and 
drawing  materials  a  portfolio.  Jack  turned  it  over  care¬ 
lessly.  There  was  nothing  at  all  in  it  except  a  single  sheet 
of  white  paper,  partly  written  over.  But  there  had  been 
other  sheets,  and  these  were  torn  off. 

“  It  is  an  old  book  full  of  writing,”  said  Phillis  carelessly. 
“  I  have  torn  out  all  the  leaves  to  make  rough  sketches  at 
the  back.  There  is  only  one  left  now.” 

Jack  took  it  up  and  read  the  scanty  remnant. 

“  Good  heavens  !  ”  he  cried.  “  Have  you  really  destroyed 
all  these  pages,  Phil  ?  ” 

Then  he  laughed. 

“  What  is  it,  Jack  ?  Yes  I  have  torn  them  all  out,  drawn 
rough  things  on  them,  and  then  burnt  them,  every  one.” 

“  Is  it  anything  important  ?  ”  asked  Mrs.  L’Estrange. 

“  I  should  think  it  was  important !  ”  said  Jack.  “  Ho,  ho  ! 
Phillis  has  destroyed  the  whole  of  Mr.  Dyson’s  lost  chapter 
on  the  Coping-stone.  And  now  his  will  is  not  worth  the 
paper  it  is  written  on.” 

It  was  actually  so.  Bit  by  bit,  while  Joseph  Jagenal  was 
leaving  no  corner  unturned  in  the  old  house  at  Highgate  in 
search  of  the  precious  document,  without  which  Mr.  Dyson’s 
will  was  so  much  waste  paper,  this  young  lady  was  con¬ 
tentedly  cutting  out  the  sheets  one  by  one,  and  using  them 
up  for  her  first  unfinished  groups.  Of  course  she  could  not 
read  one  word  of  what  was  written.  It  was  a  fitting  Nemesis 
to  the  old  man’s  plans  that  they  were  frustrated  through  the 
very  means  by  which  he  wished  to  regenerate  the  world. 

And  now  nothing  at  all  left  but  a  tag  end,  a  bit  of  the 
peroration,  the  last  words  of  the  final  summing-up.  And 
this  was  what  Jack  read  aloud — 
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“ .  .  .  these  provisions  and  no  other.  Thus  will  I  have 
my  College  for  the  better  Education  of  Women  founded  and 
maintained.  Thus  shall  it  grow  and  develop  till  the  land 
is  full  of  the  gracious  influence  of  womankind  at  her  best 
and  noblest.  The  Coping-stone  of  a  girl’s  Education  should 
be,  and  must  be,  Love.  When  Phillis  Fleming,  my  ward, 
whose  example  shall  be  taken  as  the  model  for  my  college, 
feels  the  passion  of  Love,  her  education  is  finally  completed. 
She  will  have  much  afterwards  to  learn.  But  self-denial, 
sympathy,  and  faith  come  best  through  Love.  Woman  is 
born  to  be  loved;  that  woman  only  approaches  the  higher 
state  who  has  been  wooed  and  who  has  loved.  When 
Phillis  loves,  she  will  give  herself  without  distrust  and 
wholly  to  the  man  who  wins  her.  It  is  my  prayer,  my 
last  prayer  for  her,  that  he  may  be  worthy  of  her.”  Here 
Jack’s  voice  faltered  for  a  moment.  “  Her  education  has 
occupied  my  whole  thoughts  for  thirteen  years.  It  has 
been  the  business  of  my  later  years.  Now  I  send  her  out 
into  the  world  prepared  for  all,  except  treachery,  neglect, 
and  ill-treatment.  Perhaps  her  character  would  pass 
through  these  and  come  out  the  brighter.  But  we  do 
not  know ;  we  cannot  tell  beforehand.  Lord,  lead  her 
not  into  temptation ;  and  so  deal  with  her  lover  as  he 
shall  deal  with  her.” 

“  Amen,”  said  Agatha  L’Estrange. 

But  Phillis  sprang  to  her  feet  and  threw  up  her  arms. 

“  I  have  found  it !  ”  she  cried.  “  Oh,  how  often  did  he 
talk  to  me  about  the  Coping-stone.  Now  I  have  nothing 
more  to  learn.  0  Jack,  Jack!”  she  fell  into  his  arms,  and 
lay  there  as  if  it  was  her  proper  place.  “We  have  found 
the  Coping-stone — you  and  I  between  us — and  it  is  here,  it 
is  here !  ” 
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CHAPTER  XXXVIII. 

“  ’Tis  well  to  be  off  with  the  old  love, 

Though  you  never  get  on  with  a  new.” 

DURING  the  two  or  three  weeks  following  their  success 
with  Gilead  Beck  the  Twins  were  conspicuous,  had 
any  one  noticed  them,  for  a  recklessness  of  expenditure 
quite  without  parallel  in  their  previous  history.  They 
plunged  as  regarded  hansoms,  paying  whatever  was  asked 
with  an  airy  prodigality;  they  dined  at  the  club  every  day, 
and  drank  champagne  at  all  hours;  they  took  half-guinea 
stalls  at  theatres  ;  they  went  down  to  Greenwich  and  had 
fish-dinners ;  they  appeared  with  new  chains  and  rings ; 
they  even  changed  their  regular  hours  of  sleep,  and  some¬ 
times  passed  the  whole  day  broad  awake,  in  the  pursuit  of 
youthful  pleasures.  They  winked  and  nodded  at  each 
other  in  a  way  which  suggested  all  kinds  of  delirious 
delights;  and  Cornelius  even  talked  of  adding  an  episode 
to  the  Epic,  based  on  his  own  later  experiences,  which  he 
would  call,  he  said,  the  Jubilee  of  Joy. 

The  funds  for  this  fling,  all  too  short,  were  provided  by 
their  American  patron.  Gilead  Beck  had  no  objection  to 
advance  them  something  on  account ;  the  young  gentlemen 
found  it  so  pleasant  to  spend  money,  that  they  quickly 
overcame  scruples  about  asking  for  more ;  perhaps  they 
would  have  gone  on  getting  more,  but  for  a  word  of 
caution  spoken  by  Jack  Dunquerque.  In  consequence  of 
this  unkindness  they  met  each  other  one  evening  in  the 
Studio  with  melancholy  faces. 

“  I  had  a  letter  to-day  from  Mr.  Gilead  Beck,”  said  Cor¬ 
nelius  to  Humphrey. 

“  So  had  I,”  said  Humphrey  to  Cornelius. 

“  In  answer  to  a  note  from  me,”  said  Cornelius. 

“ In  reply  to  a  letter  of  mine,”  said  Humphrey. 

“  It  is  sometimes  a  little  awkward,  brother  Humphrey,” 
Cornelius  remarked^  with  a  little  temper,  a  that  our  inclina- 
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tions  so  often  prompt  us  to  do  the  same  thing  at  the  same 
time.” 

Said  Humphrey,  “  I  suppose  then,  Cornelius,  that  you 
asked  him  for  money  ?” 

“  I  did,  Humphrey.  How  much  has  the  Patron  advanced 
you  already  on  the  great  Picture  ?  ” 

“  Two  hundred  only.  A  mere  trifle.  And  now  he  refuses 
to  advance  any  more  until  the  Picture  is  completed.  Some 
enemy,  some  jealous  brother  artist,  must  have  corrupted  his 
mind.” 

“  My  case,  too.  I  asked  for  a  simple  fifty  pounds.  It  is 
the  end  of  May,  and  the  country  would  be  delightful  if  one 
could  go  there.  I  have  already  drawn  four  or  five  cheques 
of  fifty  each,  on  account  of  the  Epic.  He  says,  this  mer¬ 
cenary  and  mechanical  patron,  that  he  will  not  lend  me  any 
more  until  the  Poem  is  brought  to  him  finished.  Some 
carping  critic  has  been  talking  to  him.” 

“  How  much  of  the  Poem  is  finished  ?  ” 

“  How  much  of  the  Picture  is  done  ?  ” 

The  questions  were  asked  simultaneously,  but  no  answer 
was  returned  by  either. 

Then  each  sat  for  a  few  moments  in  gloomy  silence. 

“The  end  of  May,”  murmured  Humphrey.  “We  have 
to  be  ready  by  the  beginning  of  October.  June — July — 
only  four  months.  My  painting  is  designed  for  many 
hundreds  of  figures.  Tour  poem  for — how  many  lines, 
brother?” 

“  Twenty  cantos  of  about  five  hundred  lines  each.” 

“  Twenty  times  five  hundred  is  ten  thousand.” 

Then  they  relapsed  into  silence  again. 

“  Brother  Cornelius,”  the  Artist  went  on,  “  this  has  been 
a  most  eventful  year  for  us.  We  have  been  rudely  dis¬ 
turbed  from  the  artistic  life  of  contemplation  and  patient 
work  into  which  we  had  gradually  dropped.  We  have 
been  hurried — hurried,  I  say,  brother — into  Action,  perhaps 
prematurely  ” - 

Cornelius  grasped  his  brother’s  hand,  but  said  nothing. 

“  You,  Cornelius,  have  engaged  yourself  to  be  married.” 
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Cornelius  dropped  Ms  brother’s  band.  “  Pardon  me, 
Humphrey ;  it  is  you  that  is  engaged  to  Phillis  Fleming.” 

“  I  am  nothing  of  the  sort,  Cornelius,”  the  other  returned 
sharply.  “  I  am  astonished  that  you  should  make  such  a 
statement.” 

“  One  of  us  certainly  is  engaged  to  the  young  lady.  And 
as  certainly  it  is  not  1.  ‘  Let  your  brother  Humphrey  hope,’ 

she  said.  Those  were  her  very  words.  I  do  think,  brother, 
that  it  is  a  little  ungenerous,  a  little  ungenerous  of  you,  after 
all  the  trouble  I  took  on  your  behalf,  to  try  to  force  this  young 
lady  on  me.” 

Humphrey’s  cheek  turned  pallid.  He  plunged  his  hands 
into  his  silky  beard,  and  walked  up  and  down  the  room 
gesticulating. 

“I  went  down  on  purpose  to  tell  Phillis  about  him.  I 
spoke  to  her  of  his  ardour.  She  said  she  appreciated — 
said  she  appreciated  it,  Cornelius.  I  even  went  so  far  as 
to  say  that  you  offered  her  a  virgin  heart — perilling  my 
own  soul  by  those  very  words — a  virgin  heart  ” — he  laughed 
melodramatically.  “And  after  that  German  milkmaid! 
Ha,  ha !  The  Poet  and  the  milkmaid  !  ” 

Cornelius  by  this  time  was  red  with  anger.  The  brothers, 
alike  in  so  many  things,  differed  in  this,  that,  when  roused 
to  passion,  while  Humphrey  grew  white  Cornelius  grew 
crimson. 

“And  what  did  I  do  for  you?”  he  cried  out.  The 
brothers  were  now  on  opposite  sides  of  the  table,  walking 
backwards  and  forwards  with  agitated  strides.  “  I  told  her 
that  you  brought  her  a  heart  which  had  never  beat  for 
another — that,  after  your  miserable  little  Roman  model! 
An  artist  not  able  to  resist  the  charms  of  his  own 
model !  ” 

“Cornelius!”  cried  Humphrey,  suddenly  stopping  and 
bringing  his  fist  with  a  bang  upon  the  table. 

“  Humphrey !  ”  cried  his  brother,  exactly  imitating  his 
gesture. 

Their  faces  glared  into  each  other’s ;  Cornelius,  as  usual, 
wrapped  in  his  long  dressing-gown,  his  shaven  cheeks 
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purple  with  passion ;  Humphrey  in  his  loose  velvet  jacket, 
his  white  lips  and  cheeks,  and  his  long  silken  beard  trem¬ 
bling  to  every  hair. 

It  was  the  first  time  the  brothers  had  ever  quarrelled  in 
all  their  lives.  And  like  a  tempest  on  Lake  Windermere,  it 
sprang  up  without  the  slightest  warning. 

They  glared  in  a  steady  way  for  a  few  minutes,  and  then 
drew  back  and  renewed  their  quick  and  angry  walk  side  by 
side,  with  the  table  between  them. 

“  To  bring  up  the  old  German  business  !  ”  said  Cornelius. 

“  To  taunt  me  with  the  Roman  girl !  ”  said  Humphrey. 

“  Will  you  keep  your  engagement  like  a  gentleman,  and 
marry  the  girl  ?  ”  cried  the  Poet. 

“  Will  you  behave  as  a  man  of  honour,  and  go  to  the 
Altar  with  Phillis  Fleming  ?  ”  asked  the  Artist. 

“  I  will  not,”  said  Cornelius.  “  Nothing  shall  induce  me 
to  get  married.” 

“  Nor  will  I,”  said  Humphrey.  “  I  will  see  myself  drawn 
and  quartered  first.” 

“  Then,”  said  Cornelius,  “  go  and  break  it  to  her  yourself, 
for  I  will  not.” 

“Break  what?”  asked  Humphrey  passionately.  “Break 
her  heart,  when  I  tell  her,  if  I  must,  that  my  brother  repu¬ 
diates  his  most  sacred  promises  ?  ” 

Cornelius  was  touched.  He  relented.  He  softened. 

“  Can  it  be  that  she  loves  us  both  ?  ” 

I  hey  were  at  the  end  of  the  table,  near  the  chairs,  which 
as  usual  were  side  by  side. 

“  Can  that  be  so,  Cornelius  ?  ” 

They  drew  nearer  the  chairs  ;  they  sat  down  ;  they  turned, 
by  force  of  habit,  lovingly  towards  each  other ;  and  their  faces 
cleared. 

“Brother  Humphrey,”  said  Cornelius,  “I  see  that  we 
have  mismanaged  this  affair.  It  will  be  a  wrench  to  the  poor 
girl,  but  it  will  have  to  be  done.  I  thought  you  wanted  to 
marry  her.” 

“  I  thought  you  did.” 

“  And  so  we  each  pleaded  the  other  s  cause.  And  the 
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poor  girl  loves  us  both.  Good  heavens !  What  a  dreadful 
thing  for  her.” 

“  I  remember  nothing  in  fiction  so  startling.  To  be  sure, 
there  is  some  excuse  for  her.” 

“  But  she  can’t  marry  us  both.” 

“N — n — no.  I  suppose  not.  No — certainly  not.  Heaven 
forbid  !  And  as  you  will  not  marry  her  ” - 

Humphrey  shook  his  head  in  a  decided  manner. 

“  And  I  will  not  ” - 

“Marry?”  interrupted  Humphrey.  “What!  And  give 
up  this  ?  Have  to  get  up  early  ;  to  take  breakfast  at  nine  ; 
to  be  chained  to  work ;  to  be  inspected  and  interfered  with 
while  at  work — Phillis  drew  me  once,  and  pinned  the  portrait 
on  my  easel ;  to  be  restricted  in  the  matter  of  port ;  to  have 
to  go  to  bed  at  eleven ;  perhaps,  Cornelius,  to  have  babies ; 
and  beside,  if  they  should  be  Twins !  Fancy  being  shaken 
out  of  your  poetic  dream  by  the  cries  of  Twins  !  ” 

“  No  sitting  up  at  night  with  pipes  and  brandy-and- 
water,”  echoed  the  Poet.  “  And,  Humphrey  ” — here  he 
chuckled,  and  his  face  quite  returned  to  its  brotherly  form 
— “  should  we  go  abroad,  no  flirting  with  Roman  models— 
eh,  eh,  eh  ?  ” 

“Ho,  ho,  ho!”  laughed  the  Artist  melodiously.  “And 
no  carrying  milk-pails  up  the  Heidelberg  hills — eh,  eh,  eh  ?  ” 

“  Marriage  be  hanged  !  ”  cried  the  Poet,  starting  up  again. 
“We  will  preserve  our  independence,  Humphrey.  We  will 
be  free  to  woo,  but  not  to  wed.” 

Was  there  ever  a  more  unprincipled  Bard  ?  It  is  sad  to 
relate  that  the  Artist  echoed  his  brother. 

“We  will,  Cornelius — we  will.  Vive  la  liberty! ”  He 
snapped  his  fingers,  and  began  to  sing : 

“  Quand  on  est  ii  Paris 
On  £crit  k  son  p&re, 

Qui  fait  r^ponse,  ‘  Brigand, 

Tu  n'en  as - ’  ” 

He  broke  short  off,  and  clapped  his  hands  like  a  school¬ 
boy.  “We  will  go  to  Paris  next  week,  brother.” 
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“We  will,  Humphrey,  if  we  can  get  any  more  money. 
And  now- — how  to  get  out  of  the  mess  ?  ” 

“  Do  you  think  Mrs.  L’Estrange  will  interfere  ?  ” 

“  Or  Colquhoun  ?  ” 

“  Or  Joseph  ?  ” 

“The  best  way  would  be  to  pretend  it  was  all  a  mis¬ 
take.  Let  us  go  to-morrow,  and  cry  off  as  well  as  we 
can. 

“  We  will,  Cornelius.” 

The  quarrel  and  its  settlement  made  them  thirsty,  and 
they  drank  a  whole  potash-and-brandy  each  before  pro¬ 
ceeding  with  the  interrupted  conversation. 

“  Poor  little  Phillis  !  ”  said  the  Artist,  filling  his  pipe. 
“  I  hope  she  won’t  pine  much.” 

“  Ariadne,  you  know,”  said  the  Poet ;  and  then  he  for¬ 
got  what  Ariadne  did,  and  broke  off  short. 

“  It  isn’t  our  fault,  after  all.  Men  of  genius  are  always 
run  after.  Women  are  made  to  love  men,  and  men  are 
made  to  break  their  hearts.  Law  of  nature,  dear  Cornelius 
— law  of  Nature.  Perhaps  the  man  is  a  fool  who  binds 
himself  to  one.  Art  alone  should  be  our  mistress — glorious 
Art !  ” 

“Yes,”  said  Cornelius  ;  “you  are  quite  right.  And  what 
about  Mr.  Gilead  Beck  ?  ” 

This  was  a  delicate  question,  and  the  Artist’s  face  grew 
grave. 

“  What  are  we  to  do,  Cornelius  ?  ” 

“  I  don’t  know,  Humphrey.” 

“Will  the  Poem  be  finished  ?  ” 

“  No.  Will  the  picture  ?  ” 

“Not  a  chance.” 

“  Had  we  not  better,  Humphrey,  considering  all  the 
circumstances,  make  up  our  minds  to  throw  over  the 
engagement  ?  ” 

“  Tell  me,  Cornelius — how  much  of  your  Poem  remains 
to  be  done  ?  ” 

“  Well,  you  see,  there  is  not  much  actually  written.” 

“  Will  you  show  it  to  me — what  there  is  of  it  ?  ” 
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“  It  is  all  in  my  Lead,  Humphrey.  Nothing  is  written.” 

He  blushed  prettily  as  he  made  the  confession.  But  the 
Artist  met  him  half-way  with  a  frank  smile. 

«  It  is  curious,  Cornelius,  that  up  to  the  present  I  have  not 
actually  drawn  any  of  the  groups.  My  figures  are  still  in 

m' Botlfwere  surprised.  Each,  spending  his  own  afternoons 
in  sleep,  had  given  the  other  credit  for  working  during 
that  part  of  the  day.  But  they  were  too  much  accustomed 
to  keep  up  appearances  to  make  any  remark  upon  t  is 
curious  coincidence. 

“  Then,  brother,”  said  the  Poet,  with  a  sigh  of  rebel, 

“  there  really  is  not  the  slightest  use  in  leading  Mr.  Beck 
to  believe  that  the  works  will  be  finished  by  October,  an 
we  had  better  ask  for  a  longer  term.  A  year  longer  would 

do  for  me.”  „  . ,  n 

“  A  year  longer  would,  I  think,  do  for  me,  said  Hum¬ 
phrey,  stroking  his  beard,  as  if  he  was  calculating  how 
long  each  figure  would  take  to  put  in.  “  We  will  go  and 

see  Mr.  Beck  to-morrow.” 

«  Better  not,”  said  the  sagacious  Poet. 

“Why  not?” 

«  He  might  ask  for  the  money  back. 

«  True  brother.  He  must  be  capable  of  that  meanness, 
or  he  would  have  given  us  that  cheque  we  asked  for.  Very 

true.  We  will  write.” 

“  What  excuse  shall  we  make  ?  ” 

«  We  will  state  the  exact  truth,  Brother.  No  excuse  neec 
be  invented.  We  will  tell  our  Patron  that  Art  cannot 

must)  not — bo  forcod.  .  1  ,  np 

This  settled,  Cornelius  declared  that  a  weight  was  oft 
his  mind,  which  had  oppressed  him  since  the  engagement 
with  Mr.  Beck  was  first  entered  into.  Nothing  he  sai  , 
so  much  obstructed  the  avenues  of  fancy,  checked  the  ow 
of  ideas,  and  destroyed  grasp  of  language  as  a  slavish  time- 
engagement.  Now,  he  went  on  to  explain,  he  felt  free 
already  his  mind,  like  a  garden  in  May,  was  blossoming 
m  a  thousand  sweet  flowers.  Now  he  was  at  peace  with 
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mankind.  Before  this  relief  he  had  been — Humphrey 
would  bear  him  out — inclined  to  lose  his  temper  over 
trifles;  and  the  feeling  of  thraldom  caused  him  only  that 
very  evening  to  use  harsh  words  even  to  his  twin  brother. 
Here  he  held  out  his  hand,  which  Humphrey  grasped  with 
effusion. 

They  wrote  their  letters  next  day — not  early  in  the  day, 
because  they  prolonged  their  evening  parliament  till  late, 
and  it  was  one  o’clock  when  they  took  breakfast.  But 
they  wrote  the  letters  after  breakfast,  and  at  two  they 
took  the  train  to  Twickenham. 

Phillis  received  them  in  her  morning-room.  They 
appeared  almost  as  nervous  and  agitated  as  when  they 
called  a  week  before.  So  shaky  were  their  hands  that 
Phillis  began  by  prescribing  for  them  a  glass  of  wine 
each,  which  they  took,  and  said  they  felt  better. 

“We  come  for  a  few  words  of  serious  explanation,”  said 
the  Poet. 

“  Yes,”  said  Phillis.  “  Will  Mrs.  L’Estrange  do  ?  ” 

“  On  the  contrary,  it  is  with  you  that  we  would  speak.” 

“Very  well,”  she  replied.  “  Pray  go  on.” 

They  were  sitting  side  by  side  on  the  sofa,  looking  as 
grave  as  a  pair  of  owls.  There  was  something  Gog  and 
Magogish,  too,  in  their  proximity. 

Phillis  found  herself  smiling  when  she  looked  at  them. 
So,  to  prevent  laughing  in  their  very  faces,  she  changed  her 
place,  and  went  to  the  open  window. 

“Now,”  she  said. 

Cornelius,  with  the  gravest  face  in  the  world,  began 
again. 

“It  is  a  delicate  and,  I  fear,  a  painful  business,”  he  said. 
“Miss  Fleming,  you  doubtless  remember  a  conversation  I 
had  with  you  last  week  on  your  lawn  ?  ” 

“  Certainly.  You  told  me  that  your  brother,  Mr. 
Humphrey,  adored  me.  You  also  said  that  he  brought 
me  a  virgin  heart.  I  remember  perfectly.  I  did  not 
understand  your  meaning  then.  But  I  do  now.  I  under¬ 
stand  it  now,'’  She  spoke  the  last  words  with  softened 
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voice,  because  sbe  was  thinking  of  the  Coping-stone  and 
Jack  Dunquerque. 

Humphrey  looked  indignantly  at  his  brother.  Here  was 
a  position  to  be  placed  in !  But  Cornelius  lifted  his  hand, 
with  a  gesture  which  meant,  “  Patience ;  I  will  see  you 

through  this  affair,”  and  went  on — 

“You  see,  Miss  Fleming,  I  was  under  a  mistake.  My 
brother,  who  has  the  highest  respect,  in  the  abstract,  for 
womanhood,  which  is  the  incarnation  and  embodiment  of 
all  that  is  graceful  and  beautiful  in  this  fair  world  of  ours, 

does  not — does  not — after  all  - 

Phillis  looked  at  Humphrey.  He  sat  by  his  brother, 
trembling  with  a  mixture  of  shame  and  terror.  .  They  were 
not  brave  men,  these  Twins,  and  they  certainly  drank 
habitually  more  than  is  g6od  for  the  nervous  system.  . 

She  began  to  laugh,  not  loudly,  but  with  a  little  ripple  of 
mirth  which  terrified  them  both,  because  in  their  vanity 
they  thought  it  the  first  symptoms  of  hysterical  grief.  Then 
she  stepped  to  the  sofa,  and  placed  both  her  hands  on  the 

unfortunate  Artists  shoulder.  .  . 

He  thought  that  she  was  going  to  shake  him,  and  his  soul 


sank  into  his  boots.  , 

“  You  mean  that  he  does  not,  after  all,  adore  me.  O  Mr. 
Humphrey,  Mr.  Humphrey  !  was  it  for  this  that  you  offeree 
me  a  virgin  heart?  Is  this  your  gratitude  to  me  for  draw¬ 
ing  your  likeness  when  you  were  hard  at  work  m  the 
Studio?  What  shall  I  say  to  your  brother  Joseph,  and 

what  will  he  say  to  you  ?  ” 

“My  dear  young  lady,”  Cornelius  interposed  lias  ay, 
« there  is  not  the  slightest  reason  to  bring  Joseph  into  the 
business  at  all.  He  must  not  be  told  of  this  unfortunate 
mistake.  Humphrey  does  adore  you— speak,  brother  , -do 
you  not  adore  Miss  Fleming?  ” 

Humphrey  was  gasping  and  panting. 

“I  do,”  he  ejaculated,  “I  do — Oh,  most  certain  y. 

Then  Phillis  left  him  and  turned  to  his  brother. 

■<  But  there  is  yourself,  Mr.  Cornelius.  You  are  not  an 
artist;  yon  are  a  poet;  you  spend  yonr  days  in  the  Work- 
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shop,  where  Jack  Dunquerque  and  I  iound  you  rapt  in  so 
poetic  a  dream  that  your  eyes  were  closed  and  your  mouth 
open.  If  you  made  a  mistake  about  Humphrey,  it  is  impos¬ 
sible  that  he  could  have  made  a  mistake  about  you.” 

“This  is  terrible,”  said  Cornelius.  “Explain,  brother 
Humphrey.  Miss  Fleming,  we — no,  you  as  well — are  victims 
of  a  dreadful  error.” 

He  wiped  his  brow  and  appealed  to  his  brother. 

Released  from  the  terror  of  Phillis’s  hands  upon  his 
shoulder,  the  Artist  recovered  some  of  his  courage  and 
spoke.  But  his  voice  was  faltering.  “I,  too,”  he  said, 
“  mistook  the  respectful  admiration  of  my  brother  for  some¬ 
thing  dearer.  Miss  Fleming,  he  is  already  wedded.” 

“Wedded?  Are  you  a  married  man,  Mr.  Cornelius? 
Oh,  and  where  is  the  virgin  heart  ?  ” 

“  Wedded  to  his  art,”  Humphrey  explained.  Then  he 
went  a  little  off  his  head,  I  suppose,  in  the  excitement  of 
this  crisis,  because  he  continued  in  broken  words,  “Wedded 
— long  ago — object  of  his  life’s  love — with  milk-pails  on  the 
hills  of  Heidelberg,  and  light  blue  eyes — the  Muse  of  Song. 
But  he  regards  you  with  respectful  admiration.” 

“  Most  respectful,”  said  Cornelius.  “  As  Petrarch  regarded 
the  wife  of  the  Count  de  Sade.  Will  you  forgive  us,  Miss 
Fleming,  and — and— try  to  forget  us  ?  ” 

“  So,  gentlemen,”  the  young  lady  said,  with  sparkling 
eyes,  “  you  come  to  say  that  you  would  rather  not  marry  me. 
I  wonder  if  that  is  usual  with  men  ?  ” 

“  No,  no  !  ”  they  both  cried  together.  “  Happy  is  the 
man  ” - 

“  You  may  be  the  happy  man,  Humphrey,”  said  Cornelius. 

“  No  ;  you,  brother — you.” 

Never  had  wedlock  seemed  so  dreadful  a  thing  as  it  did 
now,  with  a  possible  bride  standing  before  them,  apparently 
only  waiting  for  the  groom  to  make  up  his  mind. 

“  I  will  forgive  you  both,”  she  said ;  “  so  go  away  happy. 
But  I  am  afraid  I  shall  never,  never  be  able  to  forget  you. 
And  if  I  send  you  a  sketch  of  yourselves  just  as  you  look 
now,  so  ashamed  and  so  foolish,  perhaps  you  will  hang  it  up 
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in  the  Workshop  or  the  Studio,  to  be  looked  at  when  you 
are  awake;  that  is,  when  you  are  not  at  work.” 

They  looked  guiltily  at  each  other  and  drew  a  little  apart. 
It  was  the  most  cruel  speech  that  Phillis  had  ever  made;  but 
she  was  a  little  angry  with  this  vain  and  conceited  pair  of 
windbags. 

«  I  shall  not  tell  Mr.  Joseph  Jagenal,  because  he  is  a 
sensible  man  and  would  take  it  ill,  I  am  sure.  And  I  shall 
not  tell  my  guardian,  Lawrence  Colquhoun,  because  I  do 
not  know  what  he  might  say  or  do.  And  I  shall  not  tell 
Mrs  L’Estrange;  that  is,  I  shall  not  tell  her  the  whole  of 
it  for  your  sakes.  But  I  must  tell  Jack  Dunquerque, 
because  I  am  engaged  to  be  married  to  Jack,  and  because  I 

love  him  and  must  tell  him  everything. 

They  cowered  before  her  as  they  thought  of  the  possible 

consequences  of  this  information. 

“  You  need  not  be  frightened,”  she  went  on ;  „  Jack  will 
not  call  to  see  you  and  disturb  you  at  your  work.” 

Her  eyes,  that  began  by  dancing  with  fun,  now  flashed 
indignation.  It  was  not  that  she  felt  angry  at  what  most 
girls  would  have  regarded  as  a  deliberate  insult,  but  the  un- 
manliness  of  the  two  filled  her  with  contempt.  They  looked 
so  small  and  so  mean. 

“  Go  ”  she  said,  pointing  to  the  door.  I  forgive  you. 
But  never  again  dare  to  offer  a  girl  each  others  virgin 

b  They  literally  slunk  away  like  a  pair  of  beaten  hounds. 
Then  Phillis  suddenly  felt  sorry  for  them  as  they  crept  out 
of  the  door,  one  after  the  other.  She  ran  after  them  and 


called  them  back.  , 

«  Stop,”  she  cried  ;  “  we  must  not  part  like  that,  bhahe 
hands  Cornelius.  Shake  hands,  Humphrey.  Come  back 
and  take  another  glass  of  wine.  Indeed  you  want  it ;  you 
are  shaking  all  over ;  come.” 

She  led  them  back,  one  in  each  hand,  and  poured  out  a 

o-l ass  of  sherry  for  each.  ,  . , 

'  “  You  could  not  have  married  me,  you  know  she  said, 

laughing,  “  because  I  am  going  to  marry  Jack,  there 
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— forgive  me  for  speaking  unkindly,  and  we  will  remain 
friends.” 

They  took  her  hand,  but  they  did  not  speak,  and  some¬ 
thing  like  a  tear  stood  in  their  eyes.  When  they  left  her 
Phillis  observed  that  they  did  not  take  each  other’s  arm 
as  usual,  but  walked  separate.  And  they  looked  older. 


CHAPTER  XXXIX. 


“  What  is  it  you  see  ? 

A  nameless  thing — a  creeping  snake  in  the  grass.” 


WHO  was  the  writer  of  the  letters  ?  They  were  all  in  one 
hand,  and  that  a  feigned  hand. 

Gabriel  Cassilis  sat  with  these  anonymous  accusations 
against  his  wife  spread  out  upon  the  table  before  him.  He 
compared  one  with  another ;  he  held  them  up  to  the  light ; 
he  looked  for  chance  indications  which  a  careless  moment 
might  leave  behind :  there  were  none — not  a  stroke  of  the 
pen ;  not  even  the  name  of  the  shop  where  the  paper  was 
sold.  They  were  all  posted  at  the  same  place  ;  but  that  was 
nothing. 

The  handwriting  was  large,  upright,  and  perhaps  de¬ 
signedly  ill  -  formed  ;  it  appeared  to  be  the  writing  of  a 
woman,  but  of  this  Mr.  Cassilis  was  not  sure. 

Always  the  same  tale  ;  always  reference  to  a  secret  between 
Colquhoun  and  his  wife.  What  was  that  secret  ? 

In  Colquhoun’s  room — alone  with  him — almost  under  his 
hand.  But  where  ?  He  went  into  the  bedroom,  which  was 
lighted  by  the  gas  of  the  court ;  an  open  room,  furnished  with¬ 
out  curtains ;  there  was  certainly  no  one  concealed,  because 
concealment  was  impossible.  And  in  the  sitting-room  — 
then  he  remembered  that  the  room  was  dimly  lighted ; 
curtains  kept  out  the  gaslight  of  the  court ;  Colquhoun  had 
on  his  entrance  lowered  the  silver  lamp ;  there  was  a 
heavy  green  shade  on  this ;  it  was  possible  that  she  might 
have  been  in  the  room  while  he  was  there,  and  listening  to 
every  word, 
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The  thought  was  maddening.  He  tried  to  put  it  all 
before  himself  in  logical  sequence,  but  could  not ;  he  tried 
to  fence  with  the  question,  but  it  would  not  be  evaded ;  he 
tried  to  persuade  himself  that  suspicions  resting  on  an  anony¬ 
mous  slander  were  baseless,  but  every  time  his  mind  fell  back 
upon  the  voice  which  proclaimed  his  wife’s  dishonour. 

A  man  on  the  rack  might  as  well  try  to  dream  of  soft 
beds  and  luxurious  dreamless  sleep  ;  a  man  being  flogged 
at  the  cart-tail  might  as  well  try  to  transport  his  thoughts 
to  boyhood’s  games  upon  a  village  green ;  a  man  at  the  stake 
might  as  well  try  to  think  of  deep  delicious  draughts  of  ice- 
cold  water  from  a  shady  brook.  The  agony  and  shame  of  the 
present  are  too  much  for  any  imagination. 

It  was  so  to  Gabriel  Cassilis.  The  one  thing  which  he 
trusted  in,  after  all  the  villainies  and  rogueries  he  had 
learned  during  sixty -five  years  mostly  spent  among  men 
trying  to  make  money,  was  his  wife’s  fidelity.  It  was  like 
the  Gospel — a  thing  to  be  accepted  and  acted  upon  with 
unquestioning  belief.  Good  heavens  !  if  a  man  cannot  believe 
in  his  wife’s  honesty,  in  what  is  he  to  believe  ? 

Gabriel  Cassilis  was  not  a  violent  man;  he  could  not 
find  relief  in  angry  words  and  desperate  deeds  like  a  Moor 
of  Venice;  his  jealousy  was  a  smouldering  fire;  a  flame 
which  burned  with  a  dull  fierce  heat ;  a  disease  which  crept 
over  body  and  mind  alike,  crushing  energy,  vitality,  and  life 
out  of  both. 

Everything  might  go  to  ruin  round  him ;  he  was  no 
longer  capable  of  thought  or  action.  Telegrams  and  letters 
lay  piled  before  him  on  the  table,  and  he  left  them  un¬ 
opened. 

Outside,  his  secretary  was  in  dismay.  His  employer  would 
receive  no  one,  and  would  attend  to  nothing.  He  signed 
mechanically  such  papers  as  were  brought  him  to  sign,  and 
then  he  motioned  the  secretary  to  the  door. 

This  apathy  lasted  for  four  days— the  four  days  most 
important  of  any  in  the  lives  of  himself,  of  Gilead  Beck, 
and  of  Lawrence  Colquhoun.  For  the  fortunes  of  all  hung 
upon  his  shaking  it  off,  and  he  did  riot  shake  it  off. 
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On  the  second  day,  the  day  when  he  got  the  letter  telling 
him  that  his  wife  had  been  in  Colquhoun’s  chambers  while 
he  was  there,  he  sent  for  a  private  detective. 

He  put  into  his  hands  all  the  letters. 

“  Written  by  a  woman,”  said  the  officer.  “  Have  you  any 
clue,  sir  ?  ” 

“  None — none  whatever.  I  want  you  to  watch.  You  will 
watch  my  wife  and  you  will  watch  Mr.  Colquhoun.  Get  every 
movement  watched,  and  report  to  me  every  morning.  Can 
you  do  this  ?  Good.  Then  go,  and  spare  neither  pains  nor 
money.” 

The  next  morning’s  report  was  unsatisfactory.  Colquhoun 
had  gone  to  the  Park  in  the  afternoon,  dined  at  his  club, 
and  gone  home  to  his  chambers  at  eleven.  Mrs.  Cassilis, 
after  dining  at  home,  went  out  at  ten,  and  returned  early — ■ 
at  half-past  eleven. 

But  there  came  a  letter  from  the  anonymous  corres¬ 
pondent. 

“  You  are  having  a  watch  set  on  them.  Good.  But 
that  won’t  find  out  the  Scotch  secret.  She  was  in  his 
room  while  you  were  there — hidden  somewhere,  but  I  do 
not  know  where.” 

He  went  home  to  watch  his  wife  with  his  own  eyes.  He 
might  as  well  have  watched  a  marble  statue.  She  met  his 
eyes  with  the  calm  cold  look  to  which  he  was  accustomed. 
There  was  nothing  in  her  manner  to  show  that  she  was 
other  than  she  had  always  been.  He  tried  in  her  presence 
to  realise  the  fact,  if  it  was  a  fact.  “  This  woman,”  he 
said  to  himself,  “  has  been  lying  hidden  in  Colquhoun’s 
chambers  listening  while  I  talked  to  him.  She  was  there 
before  I  went;  she  was  there  when  I  came  away.  What  is 
her  secret  ?  ” 

What,  indeed  !  She  seemed  a  woman  who  could  have  no 
secrets ;  a  woman  whose  life  from  her  cradle  might  have 
been  exposed  to  the  whole  world,  who  would  have  found 
nothing  but  cause  of  admiration  and  respect. 

In  her  presence,  under  her  influence,  his  jealousy  lost 
something  of  its  fierceness,  He  feared  her  too  much  to 
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suspect  her  while  in  his  sight.  It  was  at  night,  in  his 
office,  away  from  her,  that  he  gave  full  swing  to  the  bitter¬ 
ness  of  his  thoughts.  In  the  hours  when  he  should  have 
been  sleeping  he  paced  his  room,  wrapped  m  his  dressmg- 
gown — a  long  lean  figure,  with  eyes  aflame,  and  thoughts 
that  tore  him  asunder;  and  in  the  hours  when  he  should 
have  been  waking  he  sat  with  bent  shoulders,  glowering  at 
the  letters  of  her  accuser,  gazing  into  a  future  which  seemed 

as  black  as  ink.  .  „  , 

His  life,  he  knew,  was  drawing  to  its  close.  Yet  a  te 

more  brief  years,  and  the  summons  would  come  for  him  to 
cross  the  Biver.  Of  that  he  had  no  fear;  but  it  was 
dreadful  to  think  that  his  age  was  to  be.  diskonouiec. 
Success  was  his ;  the  respect  which  men  give  to  success 
was  his;  no  one  inquired  very  curiously  into  the  means 
by  which  success  was  commanded;  he  was  a  name  anc 
a  power.  Now  that  name  was  to  be  tarnished;  by  no  act 
of  his  own,  by  no  fault  of  his :  by  the  treachery  of.  the  only 
creature  in  the  world,  except  his  infant  child,  m  whom 

^  He  would  have,  perhaps,  to  face  the  publicity  of  an  open 
court ;  to  hear  his  wrongs  set  forth  to  a  jury ;  o  rea  is 
“  case  ”  in  the  daily  papers. 

And  he  would  have  to  alter  his  will.  ,  ,  , 

Oddly  enough,  of  all  the  evil  things  which  seemed  about 
to  fall  on  him,  not  one  troubled  him  more  than  the  las  . 

His  detective  brought  him  no  news  on  the  next  day.  B 

his  unknown  correspondent  did.  _  , 

“  She  is  tired,”  the  letter  said,  “  of  not  seeing  Mr.  Colquhoun 
for  three  whole  days.  She  will  see  him  to-morrow.  There 
is  to  be  a  garden-party  at  Mrs.  grange's  Twickenham 
villa  Mr.  Colquhoun  will  be  there,  and  s  is  is  going,  oo, 
to  meet  him.  If  you  dared,  if  you  had  the  heart  of  a 
mouse,  you  would  be  there  too.  Ton  would  arrive  late 
“  n  would  watch  and  see  for  yourself,  unseen,  i possible, 
Cw  they  meet,  and  what  they  say  to  each  other  An 
invitation  lies  for  you,  as  well  as  your  wile,  upon  the  table. 

Go!” 
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While  he  was  reading  this  document  his  secretary  came  in, 
uncalled. 

“  The  Eldorado  Stock,”  he  said,  in  his  usual  whisper. 
“  Have  you  decided  what  to  do  ?  Settling  day  on  Friday. 
Have  you  forgotten  what  you  hold,  sir  ?  ” 

“  I  have  forgotten  nothing,”  Gabriel  Cassilis  replied. 
“  Eldorado  Stock  ?  I  never  forget  anything.  Leave  me. 
I  shall  see  no  one  to-day ;  no  one  is  to  be  admitted.  I  am 
very  busy.” 

“  I  don’t  understand  it,”  the  secretary  said  to  himself. 
“  Has  he  got  information  that  he  keeps  to  himself?  Has 
he  got  a  deeper  game  on  than  I  ever  gave  him  credit  for  ? 
What  does  it  mean  ?  Is  he  going  off  his  head  ?  ” 

More  letters  and  more  telegrams  came.  They  were  sent 
in  to  the  inner  office  ;  but  nothing  came  out  of  it. 

That  night  Gabriel  Cassilis  left  his  chair  at  ten  o’clock. 
He  had  eaten  nothing  all  day.  He  was  faint  and  weak ;  he 
took  something  at  a  City  railway  station,  and  drove  home 
in  a  cab.  His  wife  was  out. 

In  the  hall  he  saw  her  woman,  the  tall  woman  with  the 
unprepossessing  face. 

“  You  are  Mrs.  Cassilis’s  maid  ?  ”  he  asked. 

“I  am,  sir.” 

“  Come  with  me.” 

He  took  her  to  his  own  study,  and  sat  down.  Now  he 
had  the  woman  with  him  he  did  not  know  what  to  ask  her. 

“You  called  me,  sir,”  she  said.  “Do  you  want  to  know 
anything  ?  ” 

“  How  long  have  you  been  with  your  mistress  ?  ” 

“I  came  to  her  when  her  former  maid,  Janet,  died, 
sir.  Janet  was  with  her  for  many  years  before  she 
married.” 

“  Janet — Janet — a  Scotch  name.” 

“  Janet  was  with  my  mistress  in  Scotland.” 

“Yes — Mrs.  Cassilis  was  in  Scotland — yes.  And — and 

— Janet  was  in  your  confidence?” 

“We  had  no  secrets  from  each  other,  sir.  Janet  told 
me  everything.” 
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“  What  was  there  to  tell  ?  ” 

“  Nothing,  sir.  What  should  there  be  ?  ” 

This  was  idle  fencing. 

“You  may  go,”  he  said.  “  Stay.  Let  them  send 
me  up  something — a  cup  of  tea,  a  slice  of  meat — any¬ 
thing.” 

Then  he  recommenced  his  dreary  walk  up  and  down  the 
room. 

Later  on  a  curious  feeling  came  over  him — quite  a 
strange  and  novel  feeling.  It  was  as  if,  while  he  thought, 
or  rather  while  his  fancies  like  so  many  devils  played 
riot  in  his  brain,  he  could  not  find  the  right  words  in 
which  to  clothe  his  thoughts.  He  struggled  against  the 
feeling.  He  tried  to  talk.  But  the  wrong  words  came 
from  his  lips.  Then  he  took  a  book ;  yes — he  could  read.  It 
was  nonsense;  he  shook  off  the  feeling.  But  he  shrank 
from  speaking  to  any  servant,  and  went  to  bed. 

That  night  he  slept  better,  and  in  the  morning  was  less 
agitated.  He  breakfasted  in  his  study,  and  then  he  went 
down  to  his  office. 

It  was  the  fourth  day  since  he  had  opened  no  letters 
and  attended  to  no  business.  He  remembered  this,  and 
tried  to  shake  off  the  gloomy  fit.  And  then  he  thought 
of  the  coming  coup ,  and  tried  to  bring  his  thoughts  back 
to  their  usual  channel.  How  much  did  he  hold  of  Eldorado 
Stock  ?  Rising  higher  day  by  day.  But  three  days,  three 

short  days,  before  settling-day. 

The  largest  stake  he  had  ever  ventured;  a  stake  so 
large  that  when  he  thought  of  it  his  spirit  and  nerve  came 
back  to  him. 

Eor  once — for  the  last  time— he  entered  his  office,  hold¬ 
ing  himself  erect,  and  looking  brighter  than  he  had  done 
for  days;  and  he  sat  down  to  his  letters  with  an  air  of 
resolution. 

Unfortunately,  the  first  letter  was  from  the  anonymous 
correspondent. 

“  She  wrote  to  him  to-day ;  she  told  him  that  she  could 
bear  her  life  no  longer;  she  threatened  to  tell  the  secret 
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right  out ;  she  will  have  an  explanation  with  him  to-morrow 
at  Mrs.  L’Estrange’s.  Do  you  go  down  and  you  will  hear 
the  explanation.  Be  quiet,  and  be  secret.” 

He  started  from  his  chair,  the  letter  in  his  hand,  and 
looked  straight  before  him.  Was  it,  then,  all  true  ?  Would 
that  very  day  give  him  a  chance  of  finding  out  the  secret 
between  Lawrence  Colquhoun  and  his  wife  ? 

He  put  up  his  glasses  and  read  the  letter — the  last  of  a 
long  series,  every  one  of  which  had  been  a  fresh  arrow  in 
his  heart — again  and  again. 

Then  he  sat  down  and  burst  into  tears. 

A  young  man’s  tears  may  be  forced  from  him  by  many 
a  passing  sorrow,  but  an  old  man’s  only  by  the  reality  of  a 
sorrow  which  cannot  be  put  aside.  The  deaths  of  those  who 
are  dear  to  the  old  man  fall  on  him  as  so  many  reminders 
that  his  own  time  will  soon  arrive;  but  it  is  not  for  such 
things  as  death  that  he  laments. 

“  I  loved  her,”  moaned  Gabriel  Cassilis.  “  I  loved  her, 
and  I  trusted  her  ;  and  this  the  end  !  ” 

He  did  not  curse  her,  nor  Colquhoun,  nor  himself.  It  was 
all  the  hand  of  Fate.  It  was  hard  upon  him,  harder  than 
he  expected  or  knew,  but  he  bore  it  in  silence. 

He  sat  so,  still  and  quiet,  a  long  while. 

Then  he  put  together  all  the  letters,  which  the  detective 
had  brought  back,  and  placed  them  in  his  pocket.  Then 
he  dallied  and  played  with  the  paper  and  pencils  before 
him,  just  as  one  who  is  restless  and  uncertain  in  his 
mind.  Then  he  looked  at  his  watch — it  was  past  three; 
the  garden-party  was  for  four ;  and  then  he  rose  suddenly, 
put  on  his  hat,  and  passed  out.  His  secretary  asked  him, 
as  he  went  through  his  office,  if  he  would  return,  and  at 
what  time. 

Mr.  Cassilis  made  a  motion  with  his  hand,  as  if  to 
put  the  matter  off  for  a  few  moments,  and  replied  nothing. 
When  he  got  into  the  street  it  occurred  to  him  that  he 
could  not  answer  the  secretary  because  that  same  curious 
feeling  was  upon  him  again,  and  he  had  lost  the  power 
of  speech.  It  was  strange,  and  he  laughed.  Then  the 
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power  of  speech  as  suddenly  returned  to  him.  He  called 
a  cab  and  told  the  driver  where  to  go.  It  is  a  long 
drive  to  Twickenham.  He  was  absorbed  in  his  thoughts, 
and  as  he  sat  back,  gazing  straight  before  him,  the  sensa¬ 
tion  of  not  being  able  to  speak  kept  coming  and  going  in 
his  brain.  This  made  him  uneasy,  but  not  much,  because 
he  had  graver  things  to  think  about. 

At  half-past  four  he  arrived  within  a  few  yards  of 
Mrs.  L’Estrange’s  house,  where  he  alighted  and  dismissed 
his  cab.  The  cabman  touched  his  hat  and  said  it  was  a  fine 
day,  and  seasonable  weather  for  the  time  of  the  year. 

“  Ay,”  replied  Gabriel  Cassilis  mechanically.  “  A  fine  day, 
and  seasonable  weather  for  the  time  of  the  year.” 

And  as  he  walked  along  under  the  lime-trees  he  found 
himself  saying  over  again,  as  if  it  was  the  burden  of  a  song  : 

“A  fine  day,  and  seasonable  weather  for  the  time  of 
the  year.” 


CHAPTER  XL. 

“  How  green  are  you  and  fresh  in  this  old  world  !  ” 

ON  the  morning  of  the  garden-party  Joseph  Jagenal  called 
on  Lawrence  Colquhoun. 

“  I  have  two  or  three  things  to  say,”  he  began,  “  if  you  can 
give  me  five  minutes.” 

“  Twenty,”  said  Lawrence.  “Now  then.” 

He  threw  himself  back  in  his  easiest  chair  and  prepared 
to  listen. 

“  I  am  in  the  way  of  hearing  things  sometimes,”  Joseph 
said.  “And  I  heard  a  good  deal  yesterday  about  Mr. 
Gabriel  Cassilis.” 

“  What  ?  ”  said  Lawrence,  aghast ;  “  he  surely  has  not 
been  telling  all  the  world  about  it !  ” 

“I  think  we  are  talking  of  different  things,”  Joseph 
answered  after  a  pause.  “  Don’t  tell  me  what  you  mean,  but 
what  I  mean  is  that  there  is  an  uneasy  feeling  about  Gabriel 
Cassilis.” 
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“  Ay  ?  In  what  way  ?  ” 

“  Well,  they  say  he  is  strange  ;  does  not  see  people  ;  does 
not  open  letters ;  and  is  evidently  suffering  from  some  mental 
distress.” 

“  Yes” 

“  And  when  such  a  man  as  Gabriel  Cassilis  is  in  mental 
distress,  money  is  at  the  bottom  of  it.” 

“  Generally.  Not  always.” 

“  It  was  against  my  advice  that  you  invested  any  of  your 
money  by  his  direction.” 

“  I  invested  the  whole  of  it ;  and  all  Phillis’s,  too.  Mr. 
Cassilis  has  the  investment  of  our  little  all,”  Lawrence  added, 
laughing. 

But  the  lawyer  looked  grave. 

“  Don’t  do  it,”  he  said  ;  “  get  it  in  your  own  hands  again  ; 
let  it  lie  safely  in  the  three  per  cents.  What  has  a  pigeon 
like  you  to  do  among  the  City  hawks  ?  And  Miss  Fleming’s 
money,  too.  Let  it  be  put  away  safely,  and  give  her 
what  she  wants,  a  modest  and  sufficient  income  without 
risk.” 

“  I  believe  you  are  right,  Jagenal.  In  fact,  I  am  sure  you 
are  right.  But  Cassilis  would  have  it.  He  talked  me  into 
an  ambition  for  good  investments  which  I  never  felt  before. 
I  will  ask  him  to  sell  out  for  me,  and  go  back  to  the  old 
three  per  cents,  and  railway  shares — which  is  what  I  have 
been  brought  up  to.  On  the  other  hand,  you  are  quite 
wrong  about  his  mental  distress.  That  is — I  happen  to 
know — you  are  a  lawyer  and  will  not  talk — it  is  not  due  to 
money  matters ;  and  Gabriel  Cassilis  is,  for  what  I  know,  as 
keen  a  hand  as  ever  at  piling  up  the  dollars.  The  money  is 
all  safe  ;  of  that  I  am  quite  certain.” 

“Well,  if  you  think  so - But  don’t  let  him  keep  it,”  said 

Joseph  the  Doubter. 

“  After  all,  why  not  get  eight  and  nine  per  cent,  if  you 
can  ?  ” 

“  Because  it  isn’t  safe,  and  because  you  ought  not  to  expect 
it.  What  do  you  want  with  more  money  than  you  have  got  ? 
However,  I  have  told  you  what  men  say.  There  is  another 
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tiling.  I  am  sorry  to  say  that  my  brothers  have  made  fools 
of  themselves,  and  I  am  come  to  apologise  for  them.” 

“  Don’t  if  it  is  disagreeable,  my  dear  fellow.” 

“  It  is  not  very  disagreeable,  and  I  would  rather.  They 
are  fifty,  but  they  are  not  wise.  In  fact,  they  have  lived  so 
much  out  of  the  world  that  they  do  not  understand  things. 
And  so  they  went  down  and  proposed  for  the  hand  of  your 
ward,  Phillis  Fleming.” 

“  Oh  !  Both  of  them  ?  And  did  she  accept  ?  ” 

“  The  absurd  thing  is  that  I  cannot  discover  which  of  them 
wished  to  be  the  bridegroom,  nor  which  Phillis  thought  it 
was.  She  is  quite  confused  about  the  whole  matter.  How¬ 
ever,  they  went  away  and  thought  one  of  them  was  accepted, 
which  explains  a  great  deal  of  innuendo  and  reference  to 
some  unknown  subject  of  mirth  which  I  have  observed  lately. 
I  say  one  of  them,  because  I  find  it  impossible  to  ascertain 
which  of  them  was  the  man.  Well,  whether  they  were 
conscience-stricken  or  whether  they  repented,  I  do  not  know, 
but  they  went  back  to  Twickenham  and  solemnly  repudiated 
the  engagement.” 

u  And  Phillis  ?  ” 

u  She  laughs  at  them,  of  course.  Do  not  fear  ;  she  wasn’t 
in  the  least  annoyed.  I  shall  speak  to  my  brothers  this 
evening.” 

Colquhoun  thought  of  the  small,  fragile-looking  pair, 
and  inwardly  hoped  that  their  brother  would  be  gentle 
with  them. 

“  And  there  is  another  thing,  Colquhoun.  Do  you  want 
to  see  your  ward  married  ?  ” 

“  To  Jack  Dunquerque  ?  ” 

“  Yes.” 

«  Not  yet.  I  want  her  to  have  her  little  fling  first.  Why 
the  poor  child  is  only  just  out  of  the  nursery,  and  he  wants 
to  marry  her  off-hand — it’s  cruel.  Let  her  see  the  world  for 
a  year,  and  then  we  will  consider  it.  Jagenal,  I  wish  I  could 
marry  the  girl  myself.” 

“  So  do  I,”  said  Joseph,  with  a  sigh. 

“  I  fell  in  love  with  her,”  said  Lawrence,  “  at  first  sight. 
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That  is  why,”  he  added,  in  his  laziest  tones,  “  I  suppose  that 
is  why  I  told  Jack  Dunquerque  not  to  go  there  any  more. 
But  he  has  gone  there  again,  and  he  has  proposed  to  her,  I 
hear,  and  she  has  accepted  him.  So  that  I  can’t  marry  her, 
and  you  can’t,  and  we  are  a  brace  of  fogies.” 

“  And  what  have  you  said  to  Mr.  Dunquerque  ?  ” 

“I  acted  the  jealous  guardian,  and  I  ordered  him  not  to 
call  on  my  ward  any  more  for  the  present.  I  shall  see  how 
Phillis  takes  it,  and  give  in,  of  course,  if  she  makes  a  fuss. 
Then  Beck  has  been  here  offering  to  hand  over  all  his  money 
to  Jack,  because  he  loves  the  young  man.” 

“  Quixotic,”  said  the  lawyer. 

“  Yes.  The  end  of  it  will  be  a  wedding,  of  course.  You 
and  I  may  shake  a  leg  at  it  if  we  like.  As  for  me,  I  never 
can  marry  any  one  ;  and  as  for  you  ” - 

“  As  for  me,  I  never  thought  of  marrying  her.  I  only 
remarked  that  I  had  fallen  in  love,  as  you  say,  with  her. 
That’s  no  matter  to  anybody.” 

“  Well,  things  go  on  as  they  like,  not  as  we  like.  What 
nonsense  it  is  to  say  that  man  is  master  of  his  fate  !  Now, 
what  I  should  like  would  be  to  get  rid  of  the  reason  that 
prevents  my  marrying ;  to  put  Jack  Dunquerque  into  the 
water-butt  and  sit  on  the  lid ;  and  then  for  Phillis  to  fall 
in  love  with  me.  After  that,  strawberries  and  cream  with 
a  little  champagne  for  the  rest  of  my  Methuselam-like 
career.  And  I  can’t  get  any  of  these  things.  Master  of  his 
fate !  ” 

“Have  you  heard  of  the  Coping-stone  chapter?  It  is 
found.” 

“  Agatha  told  me  something,  in  a  disjointed  way.  What 
is  the  effect  of  it  ?  ” 

Joseph  laughed. 

“It  is  all  torn  up  but  the  last  page.  A  righteous 
retribution,  because  if  Phillis  had  been  taught  to  read 
this  would  not  have  happened.  Now,  I  suspect  the  will 
must  be  set  aside,  and  the  money  will  mostly  go  to  Gabriel 
Cassilis,  the  nearest  of  kin,  who  doesn’t  want  it.” 
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CHAPTER  XLI. 

La  langue  des  femmes  est  leur  dpde,  et  elles  ne  la  laissent  pas  rouiller.” 

THE  grounds  of  the  house  formed  a  parallelogram,  of  which 
the  longer  sides  were  parallel  with  the  river.  In  the 
north-east  corner  stood  the  house  itself,  its  front  facing  west. 
It  was  not  a  large  house,  as  has  been  explained.  A  con¬ 
servatory  was  built  against  nearly  the  whole  length  of 
the  front.  The  lawns  and  flower-beds  spread  to  west  and 
south,  sloping  down  to  the  river’s  edge.  The  opposite 
angle  was  occupied  by  stables,  kitchen-garden,  and  boat¬ 
house.  Gabriel  Cassilis  approached  it  from  the  east.  An 
iron  railing  and  a  low  hedge,  along  which  were  planted 
limes,  laburnums,  and  lilacs,  separated  the  place  from  the 
road.  But  before  reaching  the  gate  —  in  fact,  at  the 
corner  of  the  kitchen-garden — he  could,  himself  unseen, 
look  through  the  trees  and  observe  the  party.  They 
were  all  there.  He  saw  Mrs.  L’Estrange,  Phillis,  his 
own  wife — Heavens !  how  calm  and  cold  she  looked,  and 
how  beautiful  he  thought  her  ! — with  half  a  dozen  other 
ladies.  The  men  were  few.  There  was  the  curate.  He 
was  dangling  round  Phillis,  and  wore  an  expression  of 
holiness-out-for-a-holiday,  which  is  always  so  charming 
in  these  young  men.  Gabriel  Cassilis  also  noticed  that 
he  was  casting  eyes  of  longing  at  the  young  lady.  There 
was  Lawrence  Colquhoun.  Gabriel  Cassilis  looked  every¬ 
where  for  him,  till  he  saw  him,  lying  beneath  a  tree,  his 
head  on  his  hand.  He  was  not  talking  to  Victoria,  nor 
was  he  looking  at  her.  On  the  contrary,  he  was  watching 
Phillis.  There  was  Captain  Ladds.  He  was  talking  to 
one  of  the  young  ladies,  and  he  was  looking  at  Phillis. 
The  young  lady  evidently  did  not  like  this.  And  there 
was  Gilead  Beck.  He  was  standing  apart,  talking  to 
Mrs.  L’Estrange,  with  his  hands  in  his  pockets,  leaning 
against  a  tree.  But  he,  too,  was  casting  furtive  glances 
at  Phillis. 
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They  all  seemed,  somehow,  looking  at  the  girl.  There 
was  no  special  reason  why  they  should  look  at  her,  except 
that  she  was  so  bright,  so  fresh,  and  so  charming  for  the 
eye  to  rest  upon.  The  other  girls  were  as  well  dressed, 
but  they  were  nowhere  compared  with  Phillis.  The  lines 
of  their  figures,  perhaps,  were  not  so  fine ;  the  shape  of 
their  heads  more  commonplace ;  their  features  not  so 
delicate ;  their  pose  less  graceful.  There  are  some  girls 
who  go  well  together.  Helena  and  Hermia  are  a  foil 
to  each  other ;  but  when  Desdemona  shows  all  other 
beauties  pale  like  lesser  lights.  And  the  other  beauties 
do  not  like  it. 

Said  one  of  the  fair  guests  to  another — 

“  What  do  they  see  in  her  ?  ” 

11 1  cannot  tell,”  replied  her  friend.  “  She  seems  to  me 
more  farouche  than  ever.” 

For,  having  decided  that  farouche  was  the  word  to 
express  poor  Phillis’s  distinguishing  quality,  there  was  no 
longer  any  room  for  question,  and  farouche  she  continued 
to  be.  If  there  is  anything  that  Phillis  never  was,  it  is 
that  quality  of  fierce  shy  wildness  which  requires  the 
adjective  farouche.  But  the  word  stuck,  because  it  sounded 
well.  To  this  day — to  be  sure,  it  is  only  a  twelvemonth 
since — the  girls  say  still,  “  Oh  yes !  Phillis  Fleming.  She 
was  pretty,  but  extremely  farouche .” 

Gabriel  Cassilis  stood  by  the  hedge  and  looked  through 
the  trees.  He  was  come  all  the  way  from  town  to  attend 
this  party,  and  now  he  hesitated  at  the  very  gates.  For  he 
became  conscious  of  two  things :  first,  that  the  odd  feeling 
of  not  finding  his  words  was  upon  him  again ;  and  secondly, 
that  he  was  not  exactly  dressed  for  a  festive  occasion.  Like 
most  City  men  who  have  long  remained  bachelors,  Gabriel 
Cassilis  was  careful  of  his  personal  appearance.  He  con¬ 
sidered  a  garden-party  as  an  occasion  demanding  something 
special.  Now  he  not  only  wore  his  habitual  pepper-and-salt 
suit,  but  the  coat  in  which  he  wrote  at  his  office — a  comfort¬ 
able  easy  old  frock,  a  little  baggy  at  the  elbows.  His  mind 
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was  strung  to  such  an  intense  pitch,  that  such  a  trifling 
objection  as  his  dress— because  Gabriel  Cassilis  never  looked 
other  than  a  gentleman  —  appeared  to  him  insuperable. 
He  withdrew  from  the  hedge,  and  retraced  his  steps.  Pre¬ 
sently  he  came  to  a  lane.  He  left  the  road,  and  turned  down 
the  path.  He  found  himself  by  the  river.  He  sat  down 

under  a  tree,  and  began  to  think. 

He  thought  of  the  time  when  his  lonely  life  was  wearisome 
to  him,  when  he  longed  for  a  wife  and  a  house  of  his  own. 
He  remembered  how  he  pictured  a  girl  who  would  be  his 
darling,  who  would  return  his  caresses  and  love  him  for 
his  own  sake.  And  how,  when  he  met  Victoria  Pengelley, 
his  thoughts  changed,  and  he  pictured  that  girl,  state  y 
and  statuesque,  at  the  head  of  his  table.  There  would  be 
no  pettings  and  caressings  from  her,  that  was  quite  certain. 
On  the  other  hand,  there  would  be  a  woman  of  whom  lie 
would  be  proud— one  who  would  wear  his  wealth  properly. 
And  a  woman  of  good  family,  well  connected  all  round. 
There  were  no  caresses,  he  remembered  now;  there  was 
the  coldest  acceptance  of  him;  and  there  had  been  no 
caresses  since.  But  he  had  been  proud  of  her ;  and  as  for 
her  honour— how  was  it  possible  that,  the  doubt  should 
arise  ?  That  man  must  be  himself  distinctly  of  the  lower 
order  of  men  who  would  begin  by  doubting  or  suspecting 

his  wife.  ,  . 

To  end  in  this :  doubt  so  strong  as  to  be  almost  cer¬ 
tainty ;  suspicion  like  a  knife  cutting  at  his  heart;  his  brain 
clouded;  and  he  himself  driven  to  creep  down  clandestinely 

to  watch  his  wife.  .  .  .  , ,  , 

He  sat  there  till  the  June  sun  began  to  sink  m  the  west. 

The  river  was  covered  with  the  evening  craft.  They  were 
manned  by  tie  young  City  men  bat  just  beginning  the 
worship  of  Mammon,  who  would  have  looked  with  envy 
upon  the  figure  sitting  motionless  m  the  shade  by  the 
river’s  edge  had  they  known  who  he  was.  Presently  he 
roused  himself,  and  looked  at  his  watch..  It  was  past  seven. 
Perhaps  the  party  would  be  over  by  this  time  ;  lie  coulc  go 
home  with  his  wife  ;  it  would  be  something,  at  least,  to  be 
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with  her,  to  keep  her  from  that  other  man  He  rose, — his 
brain  in  a  tumult — and  repaired  once  more  to  his  point  of 
vantage  at  the  hedge.  The  lawn  was  empty  ;  there  was  no 
one  there.  But  he  saw  his  own  carriage  in  the  yard,  and 
therefore  his  wife  was  not  yet  gone. 

In  the  garden,  no  one.  He  crept  in  softly,  and  looked 
round  him.  Ho  one  saw  him  enter  the  place ;  and  he 
felt  something  like  a  burglar  as  he  walked,  with  a  stealthy 
step  which  he  vainly  tried  to  make  confident,  across  the 
lawn. 

Two  ways  of  entrance  stood  open  before  him.  One  was 
the  porch  of  the  house,  covered  with  creepers  and  hung 
with  flowers.  The  door  stood  open,  and  beyond  it  was  the 
hall,  looking  dark  from  the  bright  light  outside.  He  heard 
voices  within.  Another  way  was  by  the  conservatory,  the 
door  of  which  was  also  open.  He  looked  in.  Among  the 
flowers  and  the  vines  there  stood  a  figure  he  knew — his 
wife’s.  But  she  was  alone.  And  she  was  listening.  On 
her  face  was  an  expression  which  he  had  never  seen  there, 
and  never  dreamed  of.  Her  features  were  distorted ;  her 
hands  were  closed  in  a  tight  clutch ;  her  arms  were  stiffened 
— but  she  was  trembling.  What  was  she  doing  ?  To  whom 
was  she  listening  ? 

He  hesitated  a  moment,  and  then  he  stepped  through 
the  porch  into  the  hall.  The  voices  came  from  the  right ; 
in  fact,  from  the  morning-room, — Phillis’s  room, — which 
opened  by  its  single  window  upon  the  lawn,  and  by  its 
two  doors  into  the  hall  on  one  side  and  the  conservatory 
on  the  other. 

And  Gabriel  Cassilis,  like  his  wife,  listened.  He  put  off 
his  hat,  placed  his  umbrella  in  the  stand,  and  stood  in 
attitude,  in  case  he  should  be  observed,  to  push  open  the 
door  and  step  in.  He  was  so  abject  in  his  jealousy  that  he 
actually  did  not  feel  the  disgrace  and  degradation  of  the  act. 
He  was  so  keen  and  eager  to  lose  no  word,  that  he  leaned 
his  head  to  the  half-open  door,  and  stood,  his  long  thin 
figure  trembling  with  excitement,  like  some  listener  in  a 
melodrama  of  the  transpontine  stage. 
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There  were  t.wo  persons  in  the  room,  and  one  was  a 
woman  ;  and  they  were  talking  together.  One  was  Lawrence 
Colqnhoun,  and  the  other  was  Phillis  Fleming. 

Oolquhoun  was  not,  according  to  his  wont,  lying  on  a 
sofa,  nor  sitting  in  the  easiest  of  the  chairs.  He  was  stand¬ 
ing,  and  he  was  speaking  in  an  earnest  voice. 

“  When  I  saw  you  first,”  he  said,  “  you  were  little  Phillis 
— a  wee  toddler  of  six  or  seven.  I  went  away,  and  forgot 
all  about  you — almost  forgot  your  very  existence,  Phillis, — 
till  the  news  of  Mr.  Dyson’s  death  met  me  on  my  way  home 
again.  I  fear  that  I  have  neglected  you  since  I  came  home ; 
but  I  have  been  worried.” 

“  What  has  worried  you,  Lawrence  ?  ”  asked  the  girl. 

She  was  sitting  on  the  music-stool  before  the  piano;  and 
as  she  spoke  she  turned  from  the  piano,  her  fingers  resting 
silently  on  the  notes.  She  was  dressed  for  the  party, — 
which  was  over  now,  and  the  guests  departed, — in  a  simple 
muslin  costume,  light  and  airy,  which  became  her  well. 
And  in  her  hair  she  had  placed  a  flower.  There  were 
flowers  all  about  the  room,  flowers  at  the  open  window, 
flowers  in  the  conservatory  beyond,  flowers  on  the  bright 
green  lawns  beyond. 

“  How  pretty  you  are,  Phillis  !  ”  answered  her  guardian. 

He  touched  her  cheek  with  his  finger  as  she  sat. 

“  I  am  your  guardian,”  he  said,  as  if  in  apology. 

“  And  you  have  been  worried  about  things  ?  ”  she  persisted. 
“  Agatha  says  you  never  care  what  happens.” 

u  Agatha  is  right,  as  a  rule.  In  one  case,  of  which 
she  knows  nothing,  she  is  wrong.  Tell  me,  Phillis,  is 
there  anything  you  want,  in  the  world,  that  I  can  get 
for  you  ?  ” 

“  I  think  I  have  everything,”  she  said,  laughing.  “  And 
what  you  will  not  give  me  I  shall  wait  for  till  I  am 
twenty-one.” 

“  You  mean  ” - 

“  I  mean — Jack  Dunquerque,  Lawrence.” 

Only  a  short  month  ago,  and  Jack  Dunquerque  was  her 
friend.  She  could  speak  of  him  openly  and  freely,  without 
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change  of  voice  or  face.  Now  she  blushed,  and  her  voice 
trembled  as  she  uttered  his  name.  That  is  one  of  the  out¬ 
ward  and  visible  signs  of  an  inward  and  spiritual  state 
known  to  the  most  elementary  observers. 

“  I  wanted  to  speak  about  him.  Phillis,  you  are  very 
young ;  you  have  seen  nothing  of  the  world ;  you  know  no 
other  men.  All  I  ask  you  is  to  wait.  Do  not  give  your  pro¬ 
mise  to  this  man  till  you  have  at  least  had  an  opportunity 
of— of  comparing — of  learning  your  own  mind.” 

She  shook  her  head. 

“  I  have  already  given  my  promise,”  she  said. 

“  But  it  is  a  promise  that  may  be  recalled,”  he  urged. 
“  Dunqiierque  is  a  gentleman  ;  he  will  not  hold  you  to  your 
word  when  he  feels  that  he  ought  not  to  have  taken  it  from 
you.  Phillis,  you  do  not  know  yourself.  You  have  no  idea 
of  what  it  is  that  you  have  given,  or  its  value.  How  can  I 
tell  you  the  truth  ?  ” 

“  I  think  you  mean  the  best  for  me,  Lawrence,”  she  said. 
“  But  the  best  is — Jack.” 

Then  she  began  to  speak  quite  low,  so  that  the  listeners 
heard  nothing. 

“  See,  Lawrence,  you  are  kind,  and  I  can  tell  you  all  with¬ 
out  being  ashamed.  I  think  of  Jack  all  day  long  and  all 
night.  I  pray  for  him  in  the  morning  and  in  the  evening. 
When  he  comes  near  me  I  tremble ;  I  feel  that  I  must  obey 
him  if  he  were  to  order  me  in  anything.  I  have  no  more 
command  of  myself  when  he  is  with  me  ” - 

£<  Stop,  Phillis,”  Lawrence  interposed  ;  “  you  must  not  tell 
me  any  more.  I  was  trying  to  act  for  the  best ;  but  I  will 
make  no  further  opposition.  See,  my  dear  ” — he  took  her 
hand  in  his  in  a  tender  and  kindly  way — “  if  I  write  to  Jack 
Dunquerque  to-day,  and  tell  the  villain  he  may  come  and  see 
you  whenever  he  likes,  and  that  he  shall  marry  you  whenever 
you  like,  will  that  do  for  you  ?  ” 

She  started  to  her  feet,  and  threw  her  left  hand — Lawrence 
still  holding  the  right — upon  his  shoulder,  looking  him  full 
in  the  face. 

“  Will  it  do  ?  0  Lawrence !  Agatha  always  said  you 
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were  the  kindest  man  in  the  world  ;  and  I— forgive  me ! — I 
did  not  believe  it,  I  could  not  understand  it.  0  Jack,  Jack, 
we  shall  be  so  happy,  so  happy !  He  loves  me,  Lawrence,  as 
much  as  I  love  him.” 

The  listeners  in  the  greenhouse  and  the  hall  craned  their 
necks,  but  they  could  hear  little,  because  the  girl  spoke  low. 

“Does  he  love  you  as  much  as  you  love  him,  Phillis  ?  Does 
he  love  you  a  thousand  times  better  than  you  can  understand? 
Why,  child,  you  do  not  know  what  love  means.  Perhaps 
women  never  do  (puite  realise  what  it  means.  Only  go  on 
believing  that  he  loves  you,  and  love  him  in  return,  and  all 
will  be  well  with  you.” 

“  I  do  believe  it,  Lawrence  ;  and  I  love  him  too. 

Looking  through  the  flowers  and  the  leaves  of  the  con¬ 
servatory  glared  a  face  upon  the  pair  strangely  out  of  harmony 
with  the  peace  which  breathed  in  the  atmosphere  of  the  place 
—a  face  violently  distorted  by  passion,  a  face  in  which  every 
evil  feeling  was  at  work,  a  face  dark  with  rage.  Phillis  might 
have  seen  the  face  had  she  looked  in  that  direction,  but  she 
did  not ;  she  held  Lawrence’s  hand,  and  she  was  shyly  press¬ 
ing  it  in  gratitude. 

“  Phillis,”  said  Lawrence  hoarsely,  “  Jack  Dunquerque  is  a 
lucky  man.  We  all  love  you,  my  dear;  and  I  almost  as 
much  as  Jack.  But  I  am  too  old  for  you  ;  and  besides, 
besides  ” _ He  cleared  his  throat,  and  spoke  more  dis¬ 

tinctly.  “  I  do  love  you,  however,  Phillis  ;  a  man  could  not 
be  long  beside  you  without  loving  you. 

There  was  a  movement  and  a  rustle  in  the  leaves. 

The  man  at  the  door  stood  bewildered.  What  was  it  all 
about  ?  Oolquhoun  and  a  woman— not  his  wife— talking  of 
love.  What  love  ?  what  woman  ?  And  his  wife  in  the  con¬ 
servatory,  looking  as  he  never  saw  her  look  before,  and  listen¬ 
ing.  What  did  it  all  mean  1  what  thing  was  coming  over 
him  ?  He  pressed  his  hand  to  his  forehead,  trying  to  make 
out  what  it  all  meant,  for  he  seemed  to  be  in  a  dream  ;  and, 
as  before,  while  he  tried  to  shape  the  words  in  his  mind  for 
some  sort  of  an  excuse,  or  a  reassurance  to  himself,  he  found 
that  no  words  came,  or,  if  any,  then  the  wrong  words. 
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The  house  was  very  quiet ;  no  sounds  came  from  any  part 
of  it,— the  servants  were  resting  in  the  kitchen,  the  mistress 
of  the  house  was  resting  in  her  room,  after  the  party, — no 
voices  but  the  gentle  talk  of  the  girl  and  her  guardian. 

“  Kiss  me,  Phillis,”  said  Lawrence.  “  Then  let  me  hold 
you  in  my  arms  for  once,  because  you  are  so  sweet,  and— and 
I  am  your  guardian,  you  know,  and  we  all  love  you.” 

He  drew  her  gently  by  the  hands.  She  made  no  resist¬ 
ance  ;  it  seemed  to  her  right  that  her  guardian  should  kiss 
her  if  he  wished.  She  did  not  know  how  the  touch  of  her 
hand,  the  light  in  her  eyes,  the  sound  of  her  voice,  were 
stirring  in  the  man  before  her  depths  that  he  thought  long 
ago  buried  and  put  away,  awakening  once  more  the  possi¬ 
bilities,  at  forty,  of  a  youthful  love. 

His  lips  were  touching  her  forehead,  her  face  was  close  to 
his,  he  held  her  two  hands  tight,  when  the  crash  of  a  falling 
flower-pot  startled  him,  and  Victoria  Cassilis  stood  before 
him. 

Panting,  gasping  for  breath,  with  hands  clenched  and  eyes 
distended — a  living  statue  of  the  femina  demem.  For  a 
moment  she  paused  to  take  breath,  and  then,  with  a  wave  of 
her  hand  which  was  grand  because  it  was  natural  and  worthy 
of  Rachel — because  you  may  see  it  any  day  among  the 
untutored  beauties  of  Whitechapel,  among  the  gipsy  camps, 
or  in  the  villages  where  Hindoo  women  live  and  quarrel— 
Victoria  Cassilis  for  once  in  her  life  was  herself,  and  acted 
superbly,  because  she  did  not  act  at  all. 

“  Victoria !  ”  The  word  came  from  Lawrence. 

Phillis,  with  a  little  cry  of  terror,  clung  tightly  to  her 
guardian’s  arm. 

“  Leave  him  !  ”  cried  the  angry  woman.  “  Do  you  hear  ? 
— leave  him  !  ” 

“  Better  go,  Phillis,”  said  Lawrence. 

At  the  prospect  of  battle  the  real  nature  of  the  man 
asserted  itself.  He  drew  himself  erect,  and  met  her  wild 
eyes  with  a  steady  gaze,  which  had  neither  terror  nor  surprise 
in  it — a  gaze  such  as  a  mad  doctor  might  practise  upon  his 
patients,  a  look  which  calms  the  wildest  outbreaks,  because 
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it  sees  in  them  nothing  but  what  it  expected  to  find,  and  is 
only  sorry. 

«  No !  she  shall  not  go,”  said  Victoria,  sweeping  her  skirts 
behind  her  with  a  splendid  movement  from  her  feet ;  “she 
shall  not  go  until  she  has  heard  me  first.  You  dare  to  make 
love  to  this  girl,  this  schoolgirl,  before  my  very  eyes.  She 
shall  know,  she  shall  know  our  secret !  ” 

“Victoria,”  said  Lawrence  calmly,  “you  do  not  under¬ 
stand  what  you  are  saying.  Our  secret  ?  Say  your  secret, 

and  be  careful.” 

The  door  moved  an  inch  or  two ;  the  man  standing  be¬ 
hind  it  was  shaking  in  every  limb.  “Their  secret?  her 
secret  ?  ”  He  was  going  to  learn  at  last ;  he  was  going  to 

find  the  truth;  he  was  going - And  here  a  sudden 

thought  struck  him  that  he  had  neglected  his  affairs  of 
late  and  that,  this  business  once  got  through,  he  must 
look  into  things  again;  a  thought  without  words,  because, 
somehow,  just  then  he  had  no  words— he  had  forgotten 

them  all.  ,  ,  , 

The  writer  of  the  anonymous  letters  had  done  much 

mischief,  as  she  hoped  to  do.  People  who  write  anonymous 
letters  generally  contrive  so  much.  Unhappily,  the  begin¬ 
ning  of  mischief  is  like  the  boring  of  a  hole  in  a  dam  or 
dvke  because  very  soon,  instead  of  a  trickling  nvu  et  o 
water,  you  get  a  gigantic  inundation.  Nothing  is  easier 
than  to  have  your  revenge;  only  it  is  so  very  difficu 
to  calculate  the  after  consequences  of  revenge.  It  the 
writer  of  the  letters  had  known  what  was  going  to  happen 
in  consequence,  most  likely  they  would  never  have  been 

“  Their  secret  ?  her  secret  ?  ”  He  listened  with  all  his 
might.  But  Victoria,  his  wife  Victoria,  spoke  out  clearly ; 
he'could  hear  without  straining  his  ears. 

«  Be  careful,”  repeated  Lawrence. 

“I  shall  not  be  careful;  the  time  is  past  for  care.  You 
have  sneered  and  scoffed  at  me ;  you  have  insulted  me;  you 
have  refused  almost  to  know  me,— all  that  I  have  borne,  bu 
this  I  will  not  bear.” 
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“  Phillis  Fleming.”  She  turned  to  the  girl.  Phillis  did 
not  shrink  or  cower  before  her;  on  the  contrary,  she  stood 
like  Lawrence,  calm  and  quiet,  to  face  the  storm,  whatever 
storm  might  be  brewing.  “  This  man  takes  you  in  his  arms 
and  kisses  you.  He  says  he  loves  you ;  he  dares  to  tell  you 
he  loves  you.  No  doubt  you  are  flattered.  You  have 
had  the  men  round  you  all  day  long,  and  now  you  have 
the  best  of  them  at  your  feet,  alone,  when  they  are  gone. 
Well,  the  man  you  want  to  catch,  the  excellent  parti 
you  and  Agatha  would  like  to  trap,  the  man  who  stands 
there  ”■ - 

“  Victoria,  there  is  still  time  to  stop,”  said  Lawrence 
calmly. 

“  That  man  is  my  husband  !  ” 

Phillis  looked  from  one  to  the  other,  understanding  nothing. 
The  man  stood  quietly  stroking  his  great  beard  with  his 
fingers,  and  looking  straight  at  Mrs.  Cassilis. 

“My  husband.  We  were  married  six  years  ago  and 
more.  We  were  married  in  Scotland,  privately;  but  he  is 
my  husband,  and  five  days  after  our  wedding  he  left  me. 
Is  that  true  ?  ” 

“  Perfectly.  You  have  forgotten  nothing,  except  the 
reason  of  my  departure.  If  you  think  it  worth  while 
troubling  Phillis  with  that,  why  ” - 

“  We  quarrelled  ;  that  was  the  reason.  He  used  cruel  and 
bitter  language.  Pie  gave  me  back  my  liberty.” 

“We  separated,  Phillis,  after  a  row,  the  like  of  which  you 
may  conceive  by  remembering  that  Mrs.  Cassilis  was  then 
six  years  younger,  and  even  more  ready  for  such  encounters 
than  at  present.  We  separated;  we  agreed  that  things 
should  go  on  as  if  the  marriage,  which  was  no  marriage, 
had  never  taken  place.  Janet,  the  maid,  was  to  be  trusted. 
She  stayed  with  her  mistress;  I  went  abroad.  And  then 
I  heard  by  accident  that  my  wife  had  taken  the  liberty  I 
gave  her,  in  its  fullest  sense,  by  mairying  again.  Then  I 
came  home,  because  I  thought  that  chapter  was  closed ;  but 
it  was  not,  you  see ;  and  for  her  sake  I  wish  I  had  stayed  in 
America.” 
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Mrs.  Cassilis  listened  as  if  she  did  not  hear  a  word ;  then 
she  went  on — 

“  He  is  my  husband  still.  I  can  claim  him  when  I  want 
him ;  and  I  claim  him  now.  I  say,  Lawrence,  so  long  as  I 
live  you  shall  marry  no  other  woman.  You  are  mine;  what¬ 
ever  happens,  you  are  mine.” 

The  sight  of  the  man,  callous,  immovable,  suddenly  seemed 
to  terrify  her.  She  sank  weeping  at  his  knees. 

“  Lawrence,  forgive  me,  forgive  me !  Take  me  away.  I 
never  loved  any  one  but  you.  Forgive  me! 

He  made  no  answer  or  any  sign. 

“  Let  me  go  with  you,  somewhere,  out  of  this  place ;  let 
us  go  away  together,  we  two.  I  have  never  loved  any  one 
but  you — never  any  one  but  you,  but  you  !  ” 

She  broke  into  a  passion  of  sobs.  When  she  looked  up, 
it  was  to  meet  the  white  face  of  Gabriel  Cassilis.  He  was 
stoopino-  over  her,  his  hands  spread  out  helplessly,  his  form 
quivering,  his  lips  trying  to  utter  something ;  but  no  sound 
came  through  them.  Beyond  stood  Lawrence,  still  with 
the  look  of  watchful  determination  which  had  broken  down 
her  rage.  Then  she  sprang  to  her  feet. 

“  You  here  ?  Then  you  know  all.  It  is  true  ;  that  is  my 
legal  husband.  For  two  years  and  more  my  life  has  been  a 
lie.  Stand  back,  and  let  me  go  to  my  husband !  ” 

But  he  stood  between  Colquhoun  and  herself.  Lawrence 
saw  with  a  sudden  terror  that  something  had  happened  to 
the  man.  He  expected  an  outburst  of  wrath,  but  no  wrath 
came.  Gabriel  Cassilis  turned  his  head  from  one  to  the 
other,  and  presently  said,  in  a  trembling  voice— 

“  A  fine  day,  and  seasonable  weather  for  the  time  ot 

y6^Good  God!”  cried  Lawrence,  “you  have  destroyed  his 
reason !  ” 

Gabriel  Cassilis  shook  his  head,  and  began  again 

«  A  fine  day,  and  seasonable  ” -  .  , 

Here  he  threw  himself  upon  the  nearest  chair,  and  buneu 

his  face  in  his  hands. 
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CHAPTER  XLII. 


“  Then  a  babbled  of  green  fields.” 


ND  then  there  was  silence.  Which  of  them  was  to 


lx.  speak?  Not  the  woman  who  had  wrought  this  mis¬ 
chief  ;  not  the  man  who  knew  of  the  wickedness  but  had  not 
spoken  ;  not  the  innocent  girl  who  only  perceived  that  some¬ 
thing  dreadful — something  beyond  the  ordinary  run  of 
dreadful  events — had  happened,  and  that  Victoria  Cassilis 
looked  out  of  her  senses.  Lawrence  Colquhoun  stood 
unmoved  by  her  tears :  his  face  was  hardened ;  it  bore  a 
look  beneath  which  the  guilty  woman  cowered.  Yet  she 
looked  at  him,  and  not  at  her  husband. 

Presently  Colquhoun  spoke.  His  voice  was  harsh,  and 
his  words  were  a  command. 

“  Go  home !  ”  he  said  to  Victoria.  “  There  is  no  more 
mischief  for  you  to  do — go !  ” 

She  obeyed  without  a  word.  She  threw  the  light  wrapper 
which  she  carried  on  her  arm  round  her  slender  neck,  and 
walked  away,  restored,  to  outward  seeming,  to  all  her  calm 
and  stately  coldness.  The  coachman  and  the  footman  noticed 
nothing.  If  any  of  her  acquaintances  passed  her  on  the 
road,  they  saw  no  change  in  her.  The  woman  was  impassive 
and  impenetrable. 

Did  she  love  Colquhoun  ?  No  one  knows.  She  loved  to 
feel  that  she  had  him  in  her  power ;  she  was  driven  to  a  mad 
jealousy  when  that  power  slipped  quite  away  ;  and  although 
she  had  broken  the  vows  which  both  once  swore  to  keep,  she 
could  not  bear  even  to  think  that  he  should  do  the  same. 
And  she  did  despise  her  husband,  the  man  of  shares,  com¬ 
panies,  and  stocks.  But  could  she  love  Colquhoun  ?  Such 
a  woman  may  feel  the  passion  of  jealousy;  she  may  rejoice 
in  the  admiration  which  gratifies  her  vanity ;  but  she  is  far 
too  cold  and  selfish  for  love.  It  is  an  artful  fable  of  the 
ancients  which  makes  Narcissus  pine  away  and  die  for  the 
loss  of  his  own  image,  for  thereby  they  teach  the  great  lesson 
that  he  who  loves  himself  destroys  himself. 
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The  carriage  wheels  crunched  over  the  gravel,  and  Gabriel 
Cassilis  raised  a  pale  and  trembling  face — a  face  with  so 
much  desolation  and  horror,  such  a  piteous  gaze  of  question¬ 
ing  reproach  at  Colquhoun,  that  the  man’s  heart  melted 
within  him.  He  seemed  to  have  grown  old  suddenly  ;  his 
hair  looked  whiter ;  he  trembled  as  one  who  has  the  palsy ; 
and  his  eyes  mutely  asked  the  question,  “  Is  this  thing 
true  ?  ” 

Lawrence  Colquhoun  made  answer.  His  voice  was  low 
and  gentle ;  his  eyes  were  filled  with  tears. 

“  It  is  true,  Mr.  Cassilis.  God  knows  I  would  have  spared 
you  the  knowledge.  But  it  is  true.” 

Gabriel  Cassilis  opened  his  lips  as  if  to  speak.  But  he 
refrained,  stopping  suddenly,  because  he  recollected  that  he 
could  no  longer  utter  what  he  wished  to  say.  Then  he 
touched  his  mouth  with  his  fingers  like  a  dumb  man.  He 
was  worse  than  a  dumb  man,  who  cannot  speak  at  all,  be¬ 
cause  his  tongue,  if  he  allowed  it,  uttered  words  which  had 
no  connection  with  his  thoughts.  Men  that  have  been 
called  possessed  of  the  devil  have  knelt  at  altars,  uttering 
blasphemous  impieties  when  their  souls  were  full  of  prayer. 

“  Do  you  understand  me,  Mr.  Cassilis  ?  Do  you  compre¬ 
hend  what  I  am  saying  ?  ” 

He  nodded  his  head. 

Colquhoun  took  a  piece  of  notepaper  from  the  writing- 
table,  and  laid  it  before  him  with  a  pencil.  Mr.  Cassilis 
grasped  the  pencil  eagerly,  and  began  to  write.  From  his 
fingers,  as  from  his  tongue,  came  the  sentence  which  he  did 
not  wish  to  write — 

“  A  fine  day,  and  seasonable  weather  for  the  time  of  year. 

He  looked  at  this  result  with  sorrowful  heart,  and  showed 
it  to  Colquhoun,  shaking  his  head. 

“ Good  heavens!”  cried  Colquhoun,  “  his  mind  is  gone.” 

Gabriel  Cassilis  touched  him  on  the  arm  and  shook  his 
head. 

“He  understands  you,  Lawrence,”  said  Phillis;  “but  he 
cannot  explain  himself.  Something  has  gone  wrong  with 
him  which  we  do  not  know.” 
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Gabriel  Cassilis  nodded  gratefully  to  Pliillis. 

“Then  Mr.  Cassilis/'  Colquhoun  began,  “it  is  right  that 
you  should  know  all.  Six  years  ago  I  followed  Victoria 
Pengelley  into  Scotland.  We  were  married  privately  at  a 
registrar’s  office,  under  assumed  names.  If  you  ever  want 
to  know  where  and  by  what  names,  you  have  only  to  ask  me, 
and  I  will  tell  you.  There  were  reasons,  she  said, — I  never 
quite  understood  what  they  were,  but  she  chose  to  be  a  fille 
romanesque  at  the  time, — why  the  marriage  should  be  kept 
secret.  After  the  wedding  ceremony — such  as  it  was — she 
left  the  office  with  her  maid,  who  was  the  only  witness,  and 
returned  to  the  friends  with  whom  she  was  staying.  I  met 
her  every  day ;  but  always  in  that  house  and  among  other 
people.  A  few  days  passed.  She  would  not,  for  some  whim 
of  her  own,  allow  the  marriage  to  be  disclosed.  We 
quarrelled  for  that,  and  other  reasons — my  fault,  possibly. 
Good  God !  what  a  honeymoon  !  To  meet  the  woman  you 
love — your  bride — in  society ;  if  for  half  an  hour  alone,  then 
in  the  solitude  of  open  observation  ;  to  quarrel  like  people 

who  have  been  married  for  forty  years - Well,  perhaps  it 

was  my  fault.  On  the  fifth  day  we  agreed  to  let  things  be 
as  if  they  had  never  been.  I  left  my  bride,  who  was  not  my 
wife,  in  anger.  We  used  bitter  words — perhaps  I  the 
bitterest.  And  when  we  parted,  I  bade  her  go  back  to  her 
old  life  as  if  nothing  had  been  promised  on  either  side.  I 
said  she  should  be  free ;  that  I  would  never  claim  the  power 
and  the  rights  given  me  by  a  form  of  words  ;  that  she  might 
marry  again ;  that,  to  leave  her  the  more  free,  I  would  go 
away  and  never  return  till  she  was  married,  or  till  she  gave 
me  leave.  I  was  away  for  four  years ;  and  then  I  saw  the 
announcement  of  her  marriage  in  the  paper,  and  I  returned. 
That  is  the  bare  history,  Mr.  Cassilis.  Since  my  return,  on 
my  honour  as  a  gentleman,  you  have  had  no  cause  for  jealousy 
in  my  own  behaviour  towards — your  wife,  not  mine.  Re¬ 
member,  Mr.  Cassilis,  whatever  else  may  be  said,  she  never 
was  my  wife.  And  yet,  in  the  eye  of  the  law,  I  suppose  she 
is  my  wife  still.  And  with  all  my  heart  I  pity  you.” 

He  stopped,  and  looked  at  the  victim  of  the  crime. 
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Gabriel  Cassilis  was  staring  helplessly  from  him  to  Phillis. 
Did  he  understand  ?  Not  entirely,  I  think.  Yet  the  words 
which  he  had  heard  fell  upon  his  heart  softly,  and  soothed 
him  in  his  trouble.  At  last  his  eyes  rested  on  Phillis,  as  if 
asking,  as  men  do  in  times  of  trouble,  for  the  quick  compre¬ 
hension  of  a  woman. 

“  What  can  I  do,  Mr.  Cassilis  ?  ”  asked  the  girl.  “  If  you 
cannot  speak,  will  you  make  some  sign?  Any  little  sign 
that  I  can  understand  ?  ” 

She  remembered  that  among  her  lesson  -  books  was  a 
dictionary.  She  put  that  into  his  hand,  and  asked  him  to 
show  her  in  the  dictionary  what  he  wished  to  say. 

He  took  the  book  in  his  trembling  hands,  turned  over  the 
leaves,  and  presently,  finding  the  page  he  wanted,  ran  his 
fingers  down  the  lines  till  they  rested  on  a  word. 

Phillis  read  it,  spelling  it  out  in  her  pretty  little  schoolgirl 
fashion. 

“  S,  I,  si ;  L,  E,  N,  c,  E,  lence — silence.  Is  that  what  you 
wish  to  say,  Mr.  Cassilis  ?  ” 

He  nodded. 

“  Silence,”  repeated  Lawrence.  “  For  all  our  sakes  it  is 
the  best — the  only  thing.  Phillis,  tell  no  one  what  you  have 
heard ;  not  even  Agatha ;  not  even  Jack  Dunquerque.  Or, 
if  you  tell  Jack  Dunquerque,  send  him  to  me  directly  after¬ 
wards.  Do  you  promise,  child  ?  ” 

“  I  promise,  Lawrence.  I  will  tell  no  one  but  Jack  ;  and 
I  shall  ask  him  first  if  he  thinks  I  ought  to  tell  him  another 
person’s  secret.” 

“Thank  you,  Phillis.  Mr.  Cassilis,  there  are  only  we 
three  and — and  one  more.  You  may  trust  Phillis  when 
she  promises  a  thing ;  you  may  trust  me,  for  my  own 
sake ;  you  may,  I  hope,  trust  that  other  person.  And 
as  for  me,  it  is  my  intention  to  leave  England  in  a 
week.  I  deeply  regret  that  I  ever  came  back  to  this 
country.” 

A  week  was  too  far  ahead  for  Mr.  Cassilis  to  look  for¬ 
ward  to  in  his  agitation.  Clearly  the  one  thing  in  his  mind 
at  the  moment  —  the  one  possible  thing  —  was  conceal- 
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ment.  He  took  the  dictionary  again,  and  found  the  word 
“  Home.” 

“  Will  you  let  me  take  you  home,  sir  ?  ”  Lawrence 
asked. 

He  nodded  again.  There  was  no  resentment  in  his  face, 
and  none  in  his  feeble  confiding  manner  when  he  took 
Lawrence’s  arm  and  leaned  upon  it  as  he  crawled  out  to  the 
carriage. 

Only  one  sign  of  feeling.  He  took  Phillis  by  the  hand 
and  kissed  her.  When  he  had  kissed  her,  he  laid  his  finger 
on  her  lips.  And  she  understood  his  wish  that  no  one  should 
learn  this  thing. 

“  Not  even  Agatha,  Phillis,”  said  Lawrence.  “  Forget,  if 
you  can.  And  if  you  cannot,  keep  silence.” 

They  drove  into  town  together,  these  men  with  a  secret 
between  them.  Lawrence  made  no  further  explanations. 
What  was  there  to  explain  ?  The  one  who  suffered  the 
most  sat  upright,  looking  straight  before  him  in  mute 
suffering. 

It  is  a  long  drive  from  Twickenham  to  Kensington 
Palace  Gardens.  When  they  arrived,  Mr.  Cassilis  was  too 
weak  to  step  out  of  the  carriage.  They  helped  him — 
Lawrence  Colquhoun  and  a  footman — into  the  hall.  He 
was  feeble  with  long  fasting  as  much  as  from  the  effects  of 
this  dreadful  shock. 

They  carried  him  to  his  study.  Among  the  servants 
who  looked  on  was  Tomlinson,  the  middle-aged  maid  with 
the  harsh  face.  She  knew  that  her  bolt  had  fallen  at 
last ;  and  she  saw,  too,  that  it  had  fallen  upon  the  wrong 
person,  for  up  -  stairs  sat  her  mistress,  calm,  cold  and 
collected.  She  came  home  looking  pale  and  a  little  worn ; 
fatigued,  perhaps,  with  the  constant  round  of  engage¬ 
ments,  though  the  season  was  little  more  than  half  over. 
She  dressed  in  gentle  silence,  which  Tomlinson  could  not 
understand.  She  went  down  to  dinner  alone,  and  presently 
went  to  her  drawing-room,  where  she  sat  in  a  window,  and 
thought. 

There  Colquhoun  found  her. 
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“  I  have  told  him  all,”  he  said.  “  Your  words  told  him 
only  half,  and  yet  too  much.  You  were  never  my  wife,  as 
you  know,  and  never  will  be,  though  the  Law  may  make 
you  take  my  name.  Cruel  and  heartless  woman !  to 
gratify  an  insensate  jealousy  you  have  destroyed  your 
husband.” 

a  Is  he— is  he— dead  ?  ”  she  cried,  almost  as  if  she  wished 

he  were.  .  „  n 

“No;  he  is  not  dead;  he  is  struck  with  some  ht.  He 

cannot  speak.  Learn,  now,  that  your  jealousy  was  without 

foundation.  Phillis  will  marry  Dunquerque.  As  for  me,  I 

can  never  marry,  as  you  know.” 

«  He  is  not  dead !  ”  she  echoed,  taking  no  notice  ot  the 
last  words.  Indeed,  Phillis  was  quite  out  of  her  thoughts 

now.  “  Does  he  wish  to  see  me?”  _ 

“  No  ;  you  must  not,  at  present,  attempt  to  see  him. 

«  What  will  they  do  to  me,  Lawrence  ?  ”  she  asked  again. 

“  What  can  they  do?  I  did  not  mean  him  to  hear.  It  was 
all  to  frighten  you.” 

“  To  frighten  me !  What  they  can  do,  Mrs.  Cassilis,  is  to 
put  you  in  the  prisoner’s  box  and  me  in  the  witness  box. 
What  he  wants  to  do,  so  far  as  we  can  yet  understand,  is  to 

keep  silence.”  .. 

“  What  is  the  good  of  that?  He  will  cry  his  wrongs  all 

over  the  town,  and  Phillis  will  tell  everybody.” 

“Phillis  will  tell  no  one,  no  one  — not  even  Agatha. 
It  was  lucky  that  Agatha  heard  nothing;  she  was  up¬ 
stairs,  lying  down  after  her  party.  Will  you  keep 

silence  ?  ”  .  ,  n » 

“  Of  course  I  shall.  What  else  is  there  for  me  to  do  ? 

“  For  the  sake  of  your  husband ;  for  the  sake  o  yom 

b°“It  is  for  my  own  sake,  Lawrence,”  she  interrupted 

C°“I  beg  your  pardon.  I  ought  to  have  known  by  this 
time  that  you  would  have  acted  for  your  own  sake  only. 
Victoria,  it  was  an  evil  day  for  me  when  I  met  you  ;  it  was 
a  worse  day  when  I  consented  to  a  secret  marriage,  which 
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was  no  marriage,  when  there  was  no  reason  for  any  secrecy ; 
it  was  the  worst  day  of  all  when  I  answered  your  letter, 
and  came  here  to  see  you.  Every  day  we  have  met  has 
produced  more  recrimination.  That  would  not  have  mattered, 
but  for  the  mischief  our  meeting  has  wrought  upon  your 
husband.  I  pray  that  we  may  never  in  this  world  meet 
again.” 

He  was  gone,  and  Victoria  Cassilis  has  not  met  him  since, 
nor  do  I  think  now  that  she  ever  will  meet  him  again. 

The  summer  night  closed  in  ;  the  moonlight  came  up  and 
shone  upon  the  Park  before  her,  laying  silvery  patches  of 
light  in  tens  of  thousands  upon  the  young  leaves  of  the 
trees,  and  darkening  the  shadows  a  deeper  black  by  way 
of  contrast.  They  brought  her  tea  and  lights  ;  then  they 
came  for  orders.  There  were  none ;  she  would  not  go  out 
that  night.  At  eleven  Tomlinson  came. 

“I  want  nothing,  Tomlinson.  You  need  not  wait  up; 
I  shall  not  want  you  this  evening.” 

“Yes,  madam;  no,  madam.  Mr.  Cassilis  is  asleep, 
madam.” 

“  Let  some  one  sit  up  with  him.  See  to  that,  Tomlinson  ; 
and  don’t  let  him  be  disturbed.” 

“  I  will  sit  up  with  him  myself,  madam.”  Tomlinson  was 
anxious  to  get  to  the  bottom  of  the  thing.  What  mischief 
had  been  done,  and  how  far  was  it  her  own  doing  ?  To  persons 
who  want  revenge  these  are  very  important  questions,  when 
mischief  has  actually  been  perpetrated. 

Then  Victoria  was  left  alone.  In  that  great  house,  with 
its  troop  of  servants  and  nurses,  with  her  husband  and  child, 
there  was  no  one  who  cared  to  know  what  she  was  doing. 
The  master  was  not  popular,  because  he  simply  regarded 
every  servant  as  a  machine;  but  at  least  he  was  just,  and 
he  paid  well,  and  the  house,  from  the  point  of  view  likely 
to  be  taken  by  Mr.  Plush  and  Miss  Hairpin,  was  a  comfort¬ 
able  one.  The  mistress  of  the  house  was  unpopular.  Her 
temper  at  times  was  intolerable,  her  treatment  of  servants 
showed  no  consideration;  and  the  womenfolk  regarded  the 
neglect  of  her  own  child  with  the  horror  of  such  neglect 
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in  which,  the  Englishwoman  of  all  ranks  is  trained.^  So 
she  was  alone,  and  remained  alone.  The  hands  of  the 
clock  went  ronnd  and  round;  the  moon  went  down,  and 
over  the  garden  lay  the  soft  sepia  twilight  of  June  ;  the 
lamp  on  the  little  table  at  her  elbow  went  out;  but  she 
sat  still,  hands  crossed  in  her  lap,  looking  out  of  window, 
and  thinking. 

She  saw,  but  she  did  not  feel  the  wickedness  of  it,  a  cold 
and  selfish  girl  ripening  into  a  cold  and  selfish  woman 
one  to  whom  the  outer  world  was  as  a  panorama  of  moving 
objects,  meaning  nothing,  and  having  no  connection  with 
herself  Like  one  blind,  deaf,  and  dumb,  she  moved  among 
the  mobs  who  danced  and  sang,  or  who  grovelled  and  wept. 
She  had  no  tears  to  help  the  sufferers,  and  no  smiles  to 
encourage  the  happy ;  she  had  never  been  able  to  sympathise 
with  the  acting  of  a  theatre  or  the  puppets  of  a  novel;  s  e 
was  so  cold  that  she  was  not  even  critical.  It  seems  odd, 
but  it  is  really  true,  that  a  critic  may  be  actually  too  cold 
She  saw  a  mind  that,  like  the  Indian  devotee,  was  occupied 
for  ever  in  contemplating  itself;  she  saw  beauty  which 
would  have  been  irresistible  had  there  been  one  gleam, 
just  one  gleam,  of  womanly  tenderness;  she  saw  one  man 
'after  the  other  first  attracted  and  then  repelled  and  then 
she  came  to  the  one  man  who  was  not  repelled,  there 
was  once  an  unfortunate  creature  who  dared  to  make  love 
to  Diana.  His  fate  is  recorded  m  Lempnere  s  Dictionary, 
also  in  Dr.  Smith’s  later  and  more  expensive  work. 
Lawrence  Colquhoun  resembled  that  swam,  and  his  fate 
was  not  unlike  the  classical  punishment.  She  went  through 
The  form  of  marriage  with  him,  and  then  she  drove  him 
from  her  by  the  cold  wind  of  her  own  intense  selfishness 
—a  very  Mistral.  When  he  was  gone  she  began  to  regret 
a  slave  of  such  uncomplaining  slavishness  Well,  no  one 
knew  except  Janet ;  Janet  did  not  talk.  It  was  rather  a 
struggle,  she  remembered,  to  take  Gabriel  Cassilis-ratker 
a  struggle,  because  Lawrence  Colquhoun  might  come  home 
and  tell  the  story,  not  because  there  was  anything  mora  y 
wrong.  She  was  most  anxious  to  see  him  when  he  did  come 
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home — out  of  curiosity,  out  of  jealousy,  out  of  a  desire  to 
know  whether  her  old  power  was  gone ;  out  of  fear,  out  of 
that  reason  which  makes  a  criminal  seek  out  from  time 
to  time  the  scene  and  accomplices  of  his  crime,  and  for  the 
thousand  reasons  which  make  up  a  selfish  woman’s  code 
of  conduct.  It  was  three  o’clock  and  daylight  when  she 
discovered  that  she  had  really  thought  the  whole  thing  over 
from  the  beginning,  and  that  there  was  nothing  more  to 
think  about,  except  the  future — a  distasteful  subject  to  all 
sinners. 

“  After  all,”  she  summed  up,  as  she  rose  to  go  to  bed,  “  it 
is  as  well.  Lawrence  and  I  should  never  have  got  along. 
He  is  too  selfish,  much  too  selfish.” 

Down-stairs  they  were  watching  over  the  stricken  man. 
The  doctor  came  and  felt  his  pulse ;  he  also  looked  wise, 
and  wrote  things  in  Latin  on  a  paper,  which  he  gave  to  a 
servant.  Then  he  went  away,  and  said  he  would  come 
in  the  morning  again.  He  was  a  great  doctor,  with  a  title, 
and  quite  believed  to  know  everything;  but  he  did  not 
know  what  had  befallen  this  patient. 

When  Gabriel  Cassilis  awoke  there  was  some  confusion 
in  his  mind,  and  his  brain  was  wandering — at  least  it 
appeared  so,  because  what  he  said  had  nothing  to  do  with 
any  possible  wish  or  thought.  He  rambled  at  large  and 
at  length ;  and  then  he  grew  angry,  and  then  he  became 
suddenly  sorrowful,  and  sighed ;  then  he  became  perfectly 
silent.  The  confused  babble  of  speech  ceased  as  suddenly 
as  it  had  come ;  and  since  that  morning  Gabriel  Cassilis  has 
not  spoken. 

It  was  at  half-past  nine  that  his  secretary  called,  simul¬ 
taneously  with  the  doctor. 

He  heard  something  from  the  servants,  and  pushed  into 
the  room  where  his  chief  was  lying.  The  eyes  of  the  sick 
man  opened  languidly  and  fell  upon  his  first  officer,  but 
they  expressed  no  interest  and  asked  no  question. 

u  Ah  !  ”  sighed  Mr.  Mowll,  in  the  impatience  of  a  sym¬ 
pathy  which  has  but  little  time  to  spare.  “Will  he  recover, 
doctor  ?  ” 
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(No  doubt,  no  doubt.  This  way,  my  dear  sir.”  He 
led  the  secretary  out  of  the  room.  Hush !  he  uncer 
stands  what  is  said.  This  is  no  ordinary  seizure.  Has 

he  received  any  shock  ?  ” 

“  Shock  enough  to  kill  thirty  men,”  said  the  secretary. 

“  Where  was  he  yesterday?  Why  did  he  not  say  some¬ 
thing — do  something — to  avert  the  disaster  ? 

“  Oh !  Then  the  shock  has  been  of  a  financial  kind  .  .  1 
gathered  from  Mr.  Colquhoun  that  it  was  of  a  family 
nature — something  sudden  and  distressing. 

«  Family  nature !  ”  echoed  the  secretary.  Who  ever 
heard  of  Mr.  Cassilis  worrying  himself  about  family 
matters?  No,  sir;  when  a  man  is  ruined  he  has  no  time 

to  bother  about  family  matters.”  . 

«  Ruined  ?  The  great  Mr.  Gabriel  Cassilis  ruined  . 

“  I  should  say  so,  and  I  ought  to  know.  They  say  so 
in  the  City  ;  they  will  say  so  to-night  m  the  papers  It 
he  were  well,  and  able  to  face  things,  t  ere  mi0  e 
no,  even  then  there  could  be  no  hope.^  Settling-day  this 
very  morning ;  and  a  pretty  settling  it  is. 

“  Whatever  day  it  is,”  said  the  doctor,  I  cannot  have 
him  disturbed.  You  may  return  m  three  or  four  horns, 
if  you  like,  and  then  perhaps  he  may  be  able  to  speak  to 
you.  Just  now,  leave  him  in  peace.” 

What  had  happened  was  this : 

When  Mr.  Cassilis  caused  to  be  circulated  a  certain  pam¬ 
phlet  which  we  have  heard  of,  impugning  the  resources  o 
the  Republic  of  Eldorado,  he  wished  the  stock  to  go  down. 
It  did  go  down,  and  he  bought  in-bought  m  so  largely 
that  he  held  two  millions  of  the  stock.  Men  in  Ms  position 
do  not  buy  large  quantities  of  stock  without  affecting  the 
price — Stock  Exchange  transactions  are  not  secret  and 
Eldorado  Stock  went  up.  This  was  whM  Gabriel  Cassilis 
naturally  desired.  Also  the  letter  of  El  Senor  Don  Bellaco 
de  la  Carambola  to  the  Times,  showing  the  admirable  way 
in  which  Eldorado  loans  were  received  and  administer  ec 
helped.  The  stock  went  up  from  64,  at  which  price  Ga  me 
Cassilis  bought  in,  to  75,  at  which  he  should  have  sold, 
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Had  he  done  so  at  the  right  moment,  he  would  have 
realised  the  very  handsome  sum  of  two  hundred  and  sixty 
thousand  pounds ;  but  the  trouble  of  the  letters  came,  and 
prevented  him  from  acting. 

While  his  mind  was  agitated  by  these — agitated,  as  we 
have  seen,  to  such  an  extent  that  he  could  no  longer  think 
or  work,  or  attend  to  any  kind  of  business — there  arrived 
for  him  telegram  after  telegram,  in  his  own  cipher,  from 
America.  These  lay  unopened.  It  was  disastrous,  because 
they  announced  beforehand  the  fact  which  only  his  corre¬ 
spondent  knew — the  Eldorado  bonds  were  no  longer  to  be 
paid. 

That  fact  was  now  public.  It  was  made  known  by  all 
the  papers  that  Eldorado,  having  paid  the  interest  out  of 
the  money  borrowed,  had  no  further  resources  whatever, 
and  could  pay  no  more.  It  was  stated  in  leading  articles 
that  England  should  have  known  all  along  what  a  miserable 
country  Eldorado  is.  The  British  public  were  warned  too 
late  not  to  trust  in  Eldorado  promises  any  more;  and  the 
unfortunates  who  held  Eldorado  Stock  were  actuated  by 
one  common  impulse  to  sell,  and  no  one  would  buy.  It 
was  absurd  to  quote  Eldorado  bonds  at  anything ;  and  the 
great  financier  had  to  meet  his  engagements  by  finding 
the  difference  between  stock  at  64  and  stock  at  next  to 
nothing  for  two  millions. 

Gabriel  Cassilis  was  consequently  ruined.  When  it  be¬ 
came  known  that  he  had  some  sort  of  stroke,  people  said  that 
it  was  the  shock  of  the  fatal  news.  He  made  the  one  mistake 
of  an  otherwise  faultless  career,  they  said  to  each  other,  in 
trusting  Eldorado,  and  his  brain  could  not  stand  the  blow. 
When  the  secretary,  who  understood  the  cipher,  came  to 
open  the  letters  and  telegrams,  he  left  off  talking  about 
the  fatal  shock  of  the  news.  It  must  have  been  something 
else — something  he  knew  nothing  of,  because  he  saw  the 
blow  might  have  been  averted  ;  and  the  man’s  mind,  clear 
enough  when  he  went  in  for  a  great  coup,  had  become  un¬ 
hinged  during  the  few  days  before  the  smash. 

Ruined !  Gabriel  Cassilis  knew  nothing  about  the 
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wreck  of  his  life,  as  lie  lay  upon  liis  bed  afraid  to  speak 
because  he  would  only  babble  incoherently.  All  was  gone 
from  him — money,  reputation,  wife.  He  had  no  longer 
anything.  The  anonymous  correspondent  had  taken  all 
away. 


CHAPTEK  XLIII. 


“  This  comes  of  airy  visions  and  the  whispers 
Of  demons  like  to  angels.  Brother,  weep.” 

GILEAD  BECK,  returning  from  the  Twickenham  party 
before  the  explosion,  found  Jack  Dunquerque  waiting 
for  him.  As  we  have  seen,  he  was  not  invited. 

“  Tell  me  how  she  was  looking  !  ”  he  cried.  “  Did  she  ask 

after  me  ?  ” 

“  Wal,  Mr.  Dunquerque,  I  reckon  you  the  most  fortunate 
individual  in  the  hull  world.  She  looked  like  an  angel,  and 
she  talked  about  you  like  a— like  a  woman,  with  pretty 
blushes ;  and  yet  she  wasn’t  ashamed  neither.  Seems  as  it 
bein’  ashamed  isn’t  her  strong  point.  And  what  has  she  got 
to  be  ashamed  of  ?  ” 

“  Did  Colquhoun  say  anything  ?  ” 

“We  had  already  got  upon  the  subject,  and  I  had  ventured 
to  make  him  a  proposition.  You  see,  Mr.  Dunquerque  he 
grew  confused,  and  hesitated— “  fact  is,  I  want  you  to  look 
at  things  just  exactly  as  I  do.  I’m  rich.  I  have  struck  lie  , 
that  lie  is  the  mightiest  Special  Providence  ever  given  to  a 
single  man.  But  it’s  given  for  purposes.  And  one  of  those 
purposes  is  that  some  of  it’s  got  to  go  to  you.” 

“  To  me  ?  ” 

“  To  you,  Mr.  Dunquerque.  Who  fired  that  shot  ?  Who 

delivered  me  from  the  Grisly  ?  ” 

“Why,  Ladds  did  as  much  as  I.” 

Mr.  Beck  shook  his  head. 

“Captain  Ladds  is  a  fine  fellow,”  he  said.  “Steady  as  a 
rock  is  Captain  Ladds.  There’s  nobody  I’d  rather  march 
under  if  we’d  the  war  to  do  all  over  again.  But  the  He  isn  t 
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for  Captain  Ladds.  It  isn’t  for  him  that  the  Golden  Butter¬ 
fly  fills  me  with  yearnin’s.  No,  sir.  I  owe  it  all  to  you. 
You’ve  saved  my  life ;  you’ve  sought  me  out,  and  gone  about 
this  city  with  me ;  you’ve  put  me  up  to  ropes ;  you’ve  taken 
me  to  that  sweet  creature’s  house  and  made  her  my  friend. 
And  Mrs.  L’Estrange  my  friend,  too.  If  I  was  to  turn  away 
and  forget  you,  I  should  deserve  to  lose  that  precious 
Inseck.” 

He  paused  for  a  minute. 

“  I  said  to  Mr.  Colquhoun,  c  Mr.  Dunquerque  shall  have 
half  of  my  pile,  and  more  if  he  wants  it.  Only  you  let  him 
come  back  again  to  Miss  Fleming.’  And  he  laughed  in  his 
easy  way ;  there’s  no  kind  of  man  in  the  States  like  that 
Mr.  Colquhoun — seems  as  if  he  never  wants  to  get  anything. 
He  laughed  and  lay  back  on  the  grass.  And  then  he  said, 
c  My  dear  fellow,  let  Jack  come  back  if  he  likes  ;  there’s  no 
fighting  against  fate ;  only  let  him  have  the  decency  not  to 
announce  his  engagement  till  Phillis  has  had  her  first  season.’ 
Then  he  drank  some  cider-cup,  and  lay  back  again.  Mrs. 
Cassilis — she’s  a  very  superior  woman  that,  but  a  trifle  cold, 
I  should  say — watched  him  whenever  he  spoke.  She’s  got 
a  game  of  her  own,  unless  I  am  mistaken.” 

“  But,  Beck,”  Jack  gasped,  “  I  can’t  do  this  thing  ;  I  can’t 
take  your  money.” 

“  I  guess,  sir,  you  can,  and  I  guess  you  will.  Come,  Mr. 
Dunquerque,  say  you  won’t  go  against  Providence.  There’s 
a  sweet  young  lady  waiting  for  you,  and  a  little  mountain 
of  dollars.” 

But  Jack  shook  his  head. 

“  I  thank  you  all  the  same,”  he  said.  “  I  shall  never  for¬ 
get  your  generosity — never.  But  that  cannot  be.” 

“We  will  leave  it  to  Miss  Fleming,”  said  Gilead.  “What 
Miss  Fleming  says  is  to  be,  shall  be  ” - 

He  was  interrupted  by  the  arrival  of  two  letters. 

The  first  was  from  Joseph  Jagenal.  It  informed  him  that 
he  had  learned  from  his  brothers  that  they  had  received 
money  from  him  on  account  of  work  which  he  thought  would 
never  be  done.  He  enclosed  a  cheque  for  the  full  amount. 
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with  many  thanks  for  his  kindness,  and  the  earnest  hope 
that  he  would  advance  nothing  more. 

In  the  letter  was  his  cheque  for  £400,  the  amount  which 
the  Twins  had  borrowed  during  the  four  weeks  of  their 
acquaintance. 

Mr.  Beck  put  the  cheque  in  his  pocket  and  opened  the 
other  letter.  It  was  from  Cornelius,  and  informed  him  that 
the  Poem  could  not  possibly  be  finished  in  the  time  ;  that  it 
was  rapidly  advancing  ;  but  that  he  could  not  pledge  himself 
to  completing  the  work  by  October.  Also,  that  his  brother 
Humphrey  found  himself  in  the  same  position  as  regarded 
the  Picture.  He  ended  by  the  original  statement  that  Art 

cannot  be  forced. 

Mr.  Beck  laughed. 

“  Not  straight  men,  Mr.  Dunquerque.  I  suspected  it  first 
when  they  backed  out  at  the  dinner,  and  left  me  to  do  the 
talk.  Wal,  they  may  be  high-toned,  whole-souled,  and 
talented;  but  give  me  the  man  who  works.  Now,  Mr. 
Dunquerque,  if  you  please,  we’ll  go  and  have  some  dinner, 
and  you  shall  talk  about  Miss  Fleming.  And  the  day  after 
to-morrow — you  note  that  down — I  ve  asked  Mrs.  L  Estiange 
and  Miss  Phillis  to  breakfast.  Captain  Ladds  is  coming, 
and  Mr.  Colquhoun.  And  you  shall  sit  next  to  her.  Mrs. 
Cassilis  is  coming  too.  When  I  asked  her  she  wanted  to 
know  if  Mr.  Colquhoun  was  to  be  there.  1  said  yes.  .  Then 
she  wanted  to  know  if  Phillis  was  to  be  there.  I  said  yes. 
Then  she  set  her  lips  hard,  and  said,  ‘  I  will  come,  Mr  Beck., 
She  isn’t  happy,  that  lady ;  she’s  got  somethin’  on  her  mind. 

That  evening  Joseph  Jagenal  had  an  unpleasant  duty  to 
perform.  It  was  at  dinner  that  he  spoke.  The  Twins  were 
■just  taking  their  first  glass  of  port.  He  had  been  quite  silent 
through  dinner,  eating  little.  Now  he  looked  from  one  to 
the  other  without  a  word. 

They  changed  colour.  Instinctively  they  knew  what  was 

coming.  He  said  with  a  gulp : 

“I  am  sorry  to  find  that  my  brothers  have  not  been 

acting  honourably. 
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“  What  is  this,  brother  Humphrey  ?  ”  asked  Cornelius. 

“I  do  not  know,  brother  Cornelius,”  said  the  Artist. 

“  I  will  tell  you,”  said  Joseph,  “  what  they  have  done. 
They  made  a  disingenuous  attempt  to  engage  the  affections 
of  a  rich  young  lady  for  the  sake  of  her  money.” 

“  If  Humphrey  loved  the  girl  ” - began  Cornelius. 

“  If  Cornelius  was  devoted  to  Phillis  Fleming  ” - began 

Humphrey. 

“  I  was  not,  Humphrey,”  said  Cornelius.  “  No  such 
thing.  And  I  told  you  so.” 

“  I  never  did  love  her,”  said  Humphrey.  “  I  always 
said  it  was  you.” 

This  was  undignified. 

“I  do  not  care  which  it  was.  It  belongs  to  both.  Then 
you  went  down  to  her  again,  under  the  belief  that  she 
was  engaged  to — to — the  Lord  knows  which  of  you — and 
solemnly  broke  it  off.” 

Neither  spoke  this  time. 

“Another  thing.  I  regret  to  find  that  my  brothers, 
having  made  a  contract  for  certain  work  with  Mr.  Gilead 
Beck,  and  having  been  partly  paid  in  advance,  are  not 
executing  the  work.” 

“There,  Joseph,”  said  Humphrey,  waving  his  hand  as 
if  this  was  a  matter  on  quite  another  footing,  “  you  must 
excuse  us.  We  know  what  is  right  in  Art,  if  we  know 
nothing  else.  Art,  Joseph,  cannot  be  forced.” 

Cornelius  murmured  assent. 

“We  have  our  dignity  to  stand  upon;  we  retreat  with 
dignity.  We  say,  ‘We  will  not  be  forced;  we  will  give 
the  world  our  best.’  ” 

“  Good,”  said  Joseph.  “  That  is  very  well ;  but  where  is 
the  money  ?  ” 

Neither  answered. 

“  I  have  returned  that  money ;  but  it  is  a  large  sum, 
and  you  must  repay  me  in  part.  Understand  me,  brothers. 
You  may  stay  here  as  long  as  I  live ;  I  shall  never  ask 
more  of  you  than  to  respect  the  family  name.  There  was 
a  time  when  you  promised  great  things,  and  I  believed  in 
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you.  It  is  only  quite  lately  that  I  have  learned  to  my 
sorrow  that  all  this  promise  has  been  for  years  a  pretence. 
You  sleep  all  day — you  call  it  work.  You  habitually  drink 
too  much  at  night.  You,  Cornelius” — the  Poet  started — 
“have  not  put  pen  to  paper  for  years.  You,  Humphrey” 
— the  Artist  hung  his  head — “  have  neither  drawn  nor 
painted  anything  since  you  came  to  live  with  me.  I 
cannot  make  either  of  you  work.  I  cannot  retrieve  the 
past.  I  cannot  restore  lost  habits  of  industry.  I  cannot 
even  make  you  feel  your  fall  from  the  promise  of  your 
youth,  or  remember  the  hopes  of  our  father.  What  I  can 
do  is  to  check  your  intemperate  habits  by  such  means  as 
are  in  my  power.” 

He  stopped  ;  they  were  trembling  violently. 

“  Half  of  the  A400  which  you  have  drawn  from  Mr. 
Beck  will  be  paid  by  household  saving.  Wine  will  dis¬ 
appear  from  my  table ;  brandy-and-soda  will  have  to  be 
bought  at  your  own  expense.  I  shall  crder  the  dinners, 
and  I  shall  keep  the  key  of  the  wine-cellar.” 

A  year  has  passed.  The  Twins  have  had  a  sad  time; 
they  look  forward  with  undisguised  eagerness  to  the  return 
of  the  years  of  fatness  ;  they  have  exhausted  their  own  little 
income  in  purchasing  the  means  for  their  midnight  stances ; 
and  they  have  run  up  a  frightful  score  at  the  Carnarvon 
Arms. 

But  they  still  keep  up  bravely  the  pretence  about  their 
work. 
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CHAPTER  XLIV. 

“So,  on  the  ruins  he  himself  had  made, 

Sat  Marius  reft  of  all  his  former  glory." 

“/HAN  you  understand  me,  sir?” 

\J  Gabriel  Cassilis  sat  in  his  own  study.  It  was  the 
day  after  the  garden-party.  He  slept  through  the  night, 
and  in  the  morning  rose  and  dressed  as  usual.  Then  he 
took  his  seat  in  his  customary  chair  at  his  table.  Before 
him  lay  papers,  but  he  did  not  read  them.  He  sat  upright, 
his  frock-coat  tightly  buttoned  across  his  chest,  and  rapped 
his  knuckles  with  his  gold  eyeglasses  as  if  he  was  thinking. 

They  brought  him  breakfast,  and  he  took  a  cup  of  tea. 
Then  he  motioned  them  to  take  the  things  away.  They 
gave  him  the  Times ,  and  he  laid  it  mechanically  at  his 
elbow.  But  he  did  not  speak,  nor  did  he  seem  to  attend 
to  what  was  done  around  him.  And  his  eyes  had  a  far-off 
look  in  them. 

“  Can  you  understand  me,  sir  ?  ” 

The  speaker  was  his  secretary.  He  came  in  a  cab,  pant¬ 
ing,  eager  to  see  if  there  was  still  any  hope.  Somehow 
or  other  it  was  whispered  already  in  the  City  that  Gabriel 
Cassilis  had  had  some  sort  of  stroke.  And  there  was  terrible 
news  besides. 

Mr.  Mowll  asked  because  there  was  something  in  his 
patron’s  face  which  frightened  him.  His  eyes  were  changed. 
They  had  lost  the  keen  sharp  look  which  in  a  soldier  means 
victory ;  in  a  scholar,  clearness  of  purpose ;  in  a  priest, 
knowledge  of  human  nature  and  ability  to  use  that  know¬ 
ledge  ;  in  a  financier,  the  power  and  the  intuition  of  success. 
That  was  gone.  In  its  place  an  expression  almost  of  childish 
softness.  And  another  thing — the  lips,  once  set  firm  and 
close,  were  parted  now  and  mobile. 

The  other  things  were  nothing.  That  a  man  of  sixty-five 
should  in  a  single  night  become  a  man  of  eighty ;  that  the 
iron  grey  hair  should  become  white ;  that  a  steady  hand 
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should  shake,  and  straight  shoulders  be  bent.  It  was  the 
look  in  the  face,  the  far-off  look,  which  made  the  secretary 
ask  that  question  before  he  went  on. 

Mr.  Oassilis  nodded  his  head  gently.  He  could  under¬ 
stand. 

“  You  left  the  telegrams  unopened  for  a  week  and  more  !  ” 
cried  the  impatient  clerk.  “  Why — Oh  why  ! — did  you  not 
let  me  open  them  ?  ” 

There  was  no  reply. 

“If  I  had  known,  I  could  have  acted.  Even  the  day 
before  yesterday  I  could  have  acted.  The  news  came 
yesterday  morning.  It  was  all  over  the  City  by  three. 
And  Eldorados  down  to  nothing  in  a  moment.” 

Mr.  Cassilis  looked  a  mild  inquiry.  No  ansiety  in  that 
look  at  all. 

“  Eldorado  won’t  pay  up  her  interest.  It’s  due  next 
week.  Nothing  to  pay  it  with.  Your  agent  in  New  York 
telegraphed  this  a  week  ago.  He’s  been  confirming  the 
secret  every  day  since.  O  Lord !  0  Lord !  And  you  the 

only  man  who  had  the  knowledge,  and  all  that  stake  in  it ! 
Can’t  you  speak,  sir  ?  ” 

Eor  his  master’s  silence  was  terrible  to  him. 

“  Listen,  then.  Ten  days  ago  Eldorados  went  down  after 
Wylie’s  pamphlet.  You  told  him  what  to  write  and  you 
paid  him,  just  as  you  did  last  year.  But  you  tried  to  hide 
it  from  me.  That  was  wrong,  sir.  I’ve  served  you  faith¬ 
fully  for  twenty  years.  But  never  mind  that.  You  bought 
in  at  64.  Then  the  Eldorado  minister  wrote  to  the  paper. 
Stock  went  up  to  75.  You  stood  to  win,  only  the  day 
before  yesterday,  £260,000;  more  than  a  quarter  of  a 
million.  Yesterday,  by  three,  they  were  down  to  16. 
This  morning  they  are  down  to  8.  And  it  s  settling-day, 
and  you  lose — you  lose — your  all.  Oh,  what  a  day,  what 
a  day !  ” 

Still  no  complaint,  not  even  a  sigh  from  the  patient  man 
in  the  Windsor  chair.  Only  that  gentle  tapping  of  the 
knuckles,  and  that  far-off  look. 

“  The  great  name  of  Gabriel  Cassilis  dragged  in  the  dust ! 
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All  your  reputation  gone — the  whole  work  of  your  life — 0 
sir !  can’t  you  feel  even  that  ?  Can’t  you  feel  the  dreadful 
end  of  it  all — Gabriel  Cassilis,  the  great  Gabriel  Cassilis,  a 
Lame  Duck  !  ” 

Not  even  that.  The  work  of  his  life  was  forgotten  with 
all  its  hopes,  and  the  great  financier,  listening  to  his  clerk 
with  the  polite  impatience  of  one  who  listens  to  a  wearisome 
sermon,  was  trying  to  understand  what  was  the  meaning  of 
that  black  shadow  which  lay  upon  his  mind  and  made  him 
uneasy.  For  the  rest  a  perfect  calm  in  his  brain. 

“  People  will  say  it  was  the  shock  of  the  Eldorado  smash. 
Well,  sir,  it  wasn’t  that;  I  know  so  much;  but  it’s  best 
to  let  people  think  so.  If  -  you  haven’t  a  penny  left  in 
the  world  you  have  your  character,  and  that’s  as  high  aa 
ever. 

“  Fortunately,”  Mr.  Mowll  went  on,  “  my  own  little 
savings  were  not  in  Eldorado  Stock.  But  my  employ¬ 
ment  is  gone,  I  suppose.  You  will  recommend  me,  I  hope, 
sir.  And  I  do  think  that  I’ve  got  some  little  reputation 
in  the  City.” 

It  was  not  for  want  of  asserting  himself  that  this  worthy 
man  failed,  at  any  rate,  of  achieving  his  reputation.  For 
twenty  years  he  had  magnified  his  office  as  confidential 
adviser  of  a  great  City  light ;  among  his  friends  and  in  his 
usual  haunts  he  successfully  posed  as  one  burdened  with 
the  weight  of  affairs,  laden  with  responsibility,  and  at  all 
times  oppressed  by  the  importance  of  his  thoughts.  He 
carried  a  pocket-book  which  shut  with  a  clasp ;  in  the 
midst  of  a  conversation  he  would  stop,  become  abstracted, 
rush  at  the  pocket-book,  so  to  speak,  confide  a  jotting  to  its 
care,  shut  it  with  a  snap,  and  then  go  on  with  a  smile  and 
an  excuse.  Some  said  that  he  stood  in  with  Gabriel  Cassilis; 
all  thought  that  he  shared  his  secrets,  and  gave  advice  when 
asked  for  it. 

As  a  matter  of  fact,  he  was  a  clerk,  and  had  always  been 
a  clerk :  but  he  was  a  clerk  who  knew  a  few  things  which 
might  have  been  awkward  if  told  generally.  He  had  a 
fair  salary,  but  no  confidence,  no  advice,  and  not  much 
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more  real  knowledge  of  what  his  chief  was  doing  than 
any  outsider.  And  in  this  tremendous  smash  it  was  a 
great  consolation  to  him  to  reflect  that  the  liabilities  re¬ 
presented  an  amount  for  which  it  was  really  a  credit  to 
fail. 

Mr.  Mowll  has  since  got  another  place  where  the  tran¬ 
sactions  are  not  so  large,  but  perhaps  his  personal  emolu¬ 
ments  greater.  In  the  evenings  he  will  talk  of  the  great 
failure. 

t£  We  stood  to  win,”  he  will  say,  leaning  back  with  a 
superior  smile, — “  we  stood  to  win  ■£  260,000.  We  lost  a 
million  and  a  quarter.  I  told  him  not  to  hang  on  too  long. 
Against  my  advice  he  did.  I  remember— ah,  only  four 
days  before  it  happened — he  said  to  me,  ‘Mowll,  my  boy, 
he  said,  ‘  I’ve  never  known  you  wrong  yet.  But  for  once  1 
fancy  my  own  opinion.  We’ve  worked  together  for  twenty 
years,’  he  said,  ‘  and  you’ve  the  clearest  head  of  any  man  I 
ever  saw/  he  said.  ‘  But  here  I  think  you  re  wrong.  And 
I  shall  hold  on  for  another  day  or  two,’  he  said.  Ah,  little 
he  knew  what  a  day  or  two  would  bring  forth !  And  he 
hasn’t  spoken  since.  Plays  with  his  little  boy,  and  goes 
about  in  a  Bath-chair.  What  a  man  he  was !  and  what  a 
pair— if  I  may  say  so— we  made  between  us  among  the  bulls 

and  the  bears !  Dear  me,  dear  me ! 

It  may  be  mentioned  here  that  everything  was  at  once 
given  up;  the  house  in  Kensington  Palace  Gardens,  with 
its  costly  furniture,  its  carriages,  plate,  library,  and  pictuies. 
Mr.  Cassilis  signed  whatever  documents  were  brought  for 
signature  without  hesitation,  provided  a  copy  of  his  own 
signature  was  placed  before  him.  Otherwise  he  could  not 
write  his  name. 

And  never  a  single  word  of  lamentation,  reproach,  or 
sorrow.  The  past  was,  and  is  still,  dead  to  him ;  all  the 
past  except  one  thing,  and  that  is  ever  with  him. 

For  sixty  years  of  his  life,  this  man  of  the  City,  whose 
whole  desire  was  to  make  money,  to  win  in  the  game  which 
he  played  with  rare  success  and  skill,  regarded  bankruptcy 
as  the  one  thing  to  be  dreaded,  or  at  least  to  be  looked 
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upon,  because  it  was  absurd  to  dread  it,  as  a  thing  bring¬ 
ing  with  it  the  whole  of  dishonour.  Not  to  meet  your 
engagements  was  to  be  in  some  sort  a  criminal.  And 
now  he  was  proclaimed  as  one  who  could  not  meet  his 
engagements. 

If  he  understood  what  had  befallen  him  he  did  not  care 
about  it.  The  trouble  was  slight  indeed  in  comparison 
with  the  other  disaster.  The  honour  of  his  wife  and  the 
legitimacy  of  his  child — these  were  gone;  and  the  man 
felt  what  it  is  that  is  greater  than  money  gained  or  money 
lost. 

The  blow  which  fell  upon  him  left  his  brain  clear  while 
it  changed  the  whole  course  of  his  thoughts  and  deprived 
him  partially  of  memory.  But  it  destroyed  his  power  of 
speech.  That  rare  and  wonderful  disease  which  seems  to 
attack  none  but  the  strongest,  which  separates  the  brain 
from  the  tongue,  takes  away  the  knowledge  and  the  sense 
of  language,  and  kills  the  power  of  connecting  words  with 
things,  while  it  leaves  that  of  understanding  what  is  said 
—the  disease  which  doctors  call  Aphasia — was  upon  Mr. 
Gabriel  Cassilis. 

In  old  men  this  is  an  incurable  disease.  Gabriel  Cassilis 
will  never  speak  again.  He  can  read,  listen,  and  under¬ 
stand,  but  he  can  frame  no  words  with  his  lips  nor  write 
them  with  his  hand.  He  is  a  prisoner  who  has  free  use  of 
his  limbs.  He  is  separated  from  the  world  by  a  greater 
gulf  than  that  which  divides  the  blind  and  the  deaf  from 
the  rest  of  us,  because  he  cannot  make  known  his  thoughts, 
his  wants,  or  his  wishes. 

It  took  some  time  to  discover  what  was  the  matter  with 
him.  Patients  are  not  often  found  suffering  from  aphasia, 
and  paralysis  was  the  first  name  given  to  his  disease. 

But  it  was  very  early  found  out  that  Mr.  Cassilis  under¬ 
stood  all  that  was  said  to  him,  and  by  degrees  they  learned 
what  he  liked  and  what  he  disliked. 

Victoria  Cassilis  sat  up-stairs,  waiting  for  something — - 
she  knew  not  what — to  happen.  Her  maid  told  her  that 
Mr.  Cassilis  was  ill ;  she  made  no  reply ;  she  did  not  ask  to 
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Bee  him  ;  she  did  not  ask  for  any  further  news  of  him.  She 
sat  in  her  own  room  for  two  days,  waiting. 

Then  Joseph  Jagenal  asked  if  he  might  see  her. 

She  refused  at  first ;  but  on  hearing  that  he  proposed  to 
stay  in  the  house  till  she  could  receive  him,  she  gave  way. 

He  came  from  Lawrence,  perhaps.  He  would  bring  her 
a  message  of  some  kind  ;  probably  a  menace. 

“  You  have  something  to  say  to  me,  Mr.  Jagenal?”  Her 
face  was  set  hard,  but  her  eyes  were  wistful.  He  saw  that 
she  was  afraid.  When  a  woman  is  afraid,  you  may  make 
her  do  pretty  well  what  you  please. 

“  I  have  a  good  deal  to  tell  you,  Mrs.  Cassilis ;  and  I  am 
sorry  to  say  it  is  of  an  unpleasant  nature. 

“  I  have  heard,”  he  went  on,  “  from  Mr.  Colquhoun  that 
you  made  a  remarkable  statement  in  the  presence  of  Miss 
Fleming,  and  in  the  hearing  of  Mr.  Cassilis.” 

“  Lawrence  informed  you  correctly,  I  have  no  doubt,”  she 
replied  coldly. 

“That  statement  of  course  was  untrue,”  said  Joseph, 
knowing  that  no  record  ever  was  more  true.  “  And  there¬ 
fore  I  venture  to  advise  ” - 

“  On  the  part  of  Lawrence  ?  ” 

“  In  the  name  of  Mr.  Colquhoun,  partly ;  partly  in  your 
own  interest  ” - 

“  Go  on,  if  you  please,  Mr.  Jagenal.” 

“  Believing  that  statement  to  be  untrue,”  he  repeated,  “  for 
otherwise  I  could  not  give  this  advice,  I  recommend  to  all 
parties  concerned — silence.  Your  husband’s  paralysis  is 
attributed  to  the  shock  of  his  bankruptcy  ” - 

“His  what?”  cried  Victoria,  who  had  heard  as  yet 
nothing  of  the  City  disaster. 

“His  bankruptcy.  Mr.  Cassilis  is  ruined.” 

“Ruined!  Mr.  Cassilis!” 

She  was  startled  out  of  herself. 

Ruined!  The  thought  of  such  disaster  had  never  once 
crossed  her  brains.  Ruined!  That  Colossus  of  wealth — 
the  man  whom  she  married  for  his  money,  while  secretly  she 
despised  his  power  of  accumulating  money  ! 
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“  He  is  ruined,  Mrs.  Cassilis,  and  hopelessly.  I  have  read 
certain  papers  which  he  put  into  my  hands  this  morning. 
It  is  clear  to  me  that  his  mind  has  been  for  some  weeks 
agitated  by  certain  anonymous  letters  which  came  to  him 
every  day,  and  accused  you — pardon  me,  Mrs.  Cassilis — 
accused  you  of — of  infidelity.  The  letters  state  that  there  is 
a  secret  of  some  kind  connected  with  your  former  acquaint¬ 
ance  with  Mr.  Colquhoun ;  that  you  have  been  lately  in  the 
habit  of  receiving  him  or  meeting  him  every  day ;  that  you 
were  in  his  chambers  one  evening  when  Mr.  Cassilis  called ; 
with  other  particulars  extremely  calculated  to  excite  jealousy 
and  suspicion.  Lastly,  he  was  sent  by  the  writer  to 
Twickenham.  The  rest,  I  believe,  you  know.” 

She  made  no  reply. 

“  There  can  be  no  doubt,  not  the  least  doubt,  that  had  your 
husband’s  mind  been  untroubled,  this  would  never  have 
happened.  The  disaster  is  due  to  his  jealousy.” 

“  I  could  kill  her !  ”  said  Mrs.  Cassilis,  clenching  her  fist. 

“  I  could  kill  her !  ” 

“  Kill  whom  ?  ” 

“  The  woman  who  wrote  those  letters.  It  was  a  woman. 
No  man  could  have  done  such  a  thing.  A  woman’s  trick.  . 
Go  on.” 

“  There  is  nothing  more  to  say.  How  far  other  people  are 
involved  with  your  husband,  I  cannot  tell.  I  am  going  now 
into  the  City  to  find  out  if  I  can.  Your  wild  words,  Mrs. 
Cassilis,  and  your  unguarded  conduct,  have  brought  about 
misfortunes  on  which  you  little  calculated.  But  I  am  not 
here  to  reproach  yon.” 

“  You  are  my  husband’s  man  of  business,  I  suppose,”  she 
replied  coldly — “a  paid  servant  of  his.  What  you  say  has 
no  importance,  nor  what  you  think.  What  did  Lawrence 
bid  you  tell  me  ?  ” 

Joseph  Jagenal’s  face  clouded  for  a  moment.  But  what 
was  the  good  of  feeling  resentment  with  such  a  woman,  and 
in  such  a  miserable  business  ? 

“  You  have  two  courses  open  to  you,”  he  went  on.  c<  You 
may,  by  repeating  the  confession  you  made  in  the  hearing  of 
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Mr.  Cassilis,  draw  upon  yourself  such  punishment  as  the  Law, 
provided  the  confession  be  true,  can  inflict.  That  will  be  a 
grievous  thing  to  you.  It  will  drive  you  out  of  society,  and 
brand  you  as  a  criminal ;  it  will  lock  you  up  for  two  years 
in  prison ;  it  will  leave  a  stigma  never  to  be  forgotten  or 
obliterated ;  it  means  ruin  far,  far  worse  than  what  you  have 
brought  on  Mr.  Cassilis.  On  the  other  hand,  you  may  keep 
silence.  This  at  least  will  secure  the  legitimacy  of  your  boy, 
and  will  keep  for  you  the  amount  settled  on  you  at  your 
marriage.  But  you  may  choose.  If  the  statement  you  made 
is  true,  of  course  I  can  be  no  party  to  compounding  a 
felony  ” - 

“  And  Lawrence  ?  ”  she  interposed.  “  What  does  Lawrence 
say  ?  ” 

“  In  any  case  Mr.  Colquhoun  will  leave  England  at  once.” 

“  He  will  marry  that  Phillis  girl  ?  You  may  tell  him,” 
she  hissed  out,  “  that  I  will  do  anything  and  suffer  any¬ 
thing  rather  than  consent  to  his  marrying  her,  or  any  one 
else.” 

(£  Mr.  Colquhoun  informs  me  further,”  pursued  the  crafty 
lawyer,  “that,  for  some  reason  only  known  to  himself,  he 
will  never  marry  during  the  life  of  a  certain  person.  Phillis 
Fleming  will  probably  marry  the  Honourable  Mr.  Eonald 
Dunquerque.” 

She  buried  her  head  in  her  hands,  not  to  hide  any 
emotion,  for  there  was  none  to  hide,  but  to  think.  Presently 
she  rose,  and  said,  “Take  me  to— my  husband,  if  you 
please.” 

Joseph  Jagenal,  as  a  lawyer,  is  tolerably  well  versed  in 
such  wickedness  and  deceptions  as  the  human  heart  is  capable 
of.  At  the  same  time,  he  acknowledges  to  himself  that  the 
gp000p.  made  by  Victoria  Cassilis  to  her  husband,  and  the 
manner  in  which  it  was  delivered,  surpassed  anything  he 
had  ever  experienced  or  conceived. 

Gabriel  Cassilis  was  sitting  in  an  arm-chair  near  his 
table.  In  his  arms  was  his  infant  son,  a  child  of  a  year  old, 
for  whose  amusement  he  was  dangling  a  bunch  of  keys.  The 
nurse  was  standing  beside  him, 
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When  his  wife  opened  the  door  he  looked  up,  and  there 
crossed  his  face  a  sudden  expression  of  such  repulsion,  indig¬ 
nation,  and  horror,  that  the  lawyer  fairly  expected  the  lady 
to  give  way  altogether.  But  she  did  not.  Then  Mrs.  Cassilis 
motioned  the  nurse  to  leave  them,  and  Victoria  said  what 
she  had  come  to  say.  She  stood  at  the  table,  in  the  attitude 
of  one  who  commands  respect  rather  than  one  who  entreats 
pardon.  Her  accentuation  was  precise,  and  her  words  as 
carefully  chosen  as  if  she  had  written  them  down  first.  But 
her  husband  held  his  eyes  down,  as  if  afraid  of  meeting  her 
gaze.  You  would  have  called  him  a  culprit  waiting  for 
reproof  and  punishment. 

“  I  learn  to-day  for  the  first  time  that  you  have  suffered 
from  certain  attacks  made  upon  me  by  an  anonymous  writer ; 
I  learn  also  for  the  first  time,  and  to  my  great  regret,  that 
you  have  suffered  in  fortune  as  well  as  in  health.  I  have 
myself  been  too  ill  in  mind  and  body  to  be  told  anything.  I 
am  come  to  say  at  once  that  I  am  sorry  if  any  rash  words  of 
mine  have  given  you  pain,  or  any  foolish  actions  of  mine  have 
given  you  reason  for  jealousy.  The  exact  truth  is  that 
Lawrence  Colquhoun  and  I  were  once  engaged.  The  break¬ 
ing  off  of  that  engagement  caused  me  at  the  time  the  greatest 
unhappiness.  I  resolved  then  that  he  should  never  be 
engaged  to  any  other  girl  if  I  could  prevent  it  by  any  means 
in  my  power.  My  whole  action  of  late,  which  appeared  to 
you  as  if  I  was  running  after  an  old  lover,  was  the  prevention 
of  his  engagement,  which  I  determined  to  break  off,  with 
Phillis  Fleming.  In  the  heat  of  my  passion  I  used  words 
which  were  not  true.  They  occurred  to  me  at  the  moment. 
I  said  he  was  my  husband.  I  meant  to  have  said  my  pro¬ 
mised  husband.  You  now  know,  Mr.  Cassilis,  the  whole 
secret.  I  am  deeply  humiliated  in  having  to  confess  my 
revengeful  spirit.  I  am  punished  in  your  affliction.” 

Always  herself ;  always  her  own  punishment. 

“  We  can  henceforth,  I  presume,  Mr.  Cassilis,  resume  our 
old  manner  of  life.” 

Mr.  Cassilis  made  no  answer,  but  he  patted  the  head 
of  his  child,  and  Joseph  Jagenal  saw  the  tears  running 
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down  Lis  cheeks.  For  he  knew  that  the  woman  lied  to 
him. 

“  For  the  sake  of  the  hoy,  Mr.  Cassilis,”  the  lawyer  pleaded, 

“  let  things  go  on  as  before.” 

He  made  no  sign. 

“  Will  you  let  me  say  something  for  you  in  the  interests 
of  the  child  ?  ” 

He  nodded. 

“Then,  Mrs.  Cassilis,  your  husband  consents  that  there 
shall  be  no  separation  and  no  scandal.  But  it  will  be  advis¬ 
able  for  you  both  that  there  shall  be  as  little  intercourse  as 
possible.  Your  husband  will  breakfast  and  dine  by  himself, 
and  occupy  his  own  apartments.  You  are  free,  provided  you 
live  in  the  same  house,  and  keep  up  appearances,  to  do  what¬ 
ever  you  please.  But  you  will  not  obtrude  your  presence 
upon  your  husband.” 

Mr.  Cassilis  nodded  again.  Then  he  sought  his  dictionary, 
and  hunted  for  a  word.  It  was  the  word  he  had  first  found, 
and  was  “  Silence.” 

“  Yes ;  you  will  also  observe  strict  silence  on  what  has 
passed  at  Twickenham,  here  or  elsewhere.  Should  that 
silence  not  be  observed,  the  advisers  of  Mr.  Cassilis  will 
recommend  such  legal  measures  as  may  be  necessary. 

Again  Gabriel  Cassilis  nodded.  He  had  not  once  looked 
up  at  his  wife  since  that  first  gaze,  in  which  he  concentrated 
the  hatred  and  loathing  of  his  speechless  soul. 

« is  that  all  ?  ”  asked  Victoria  Cassilis.  “  Or  have  we  more 

arrangements?” 

“  That  is  all,  madam,”  said  Joseph,  opening  the  door  with 
great  ceremony. 

She  went  away  as  she  had  come,  with  cold  haughtiness. 
Nothing  seemed  to  touch  her ;  not  her  husband’s  misery ; 
not  his  ruin ;  not  the  sight  of  her  child.  One  thing  only 
pleased  her.  Lawrence  Colquhoun  would  not  marry  during 
her  lifetime.  Bah  !  she  would  live  a  hundred  years,  and  he 

should  never  marry  at  all. 

In  her  own  room  was  her  maid. 

«  Tomlinson,”  said  Mrs.  Cassilis— in  spite  of  her  outward 
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calm,  her  nerves  were  strung  to  the  utmost,  and  she  felt 
that  she  must  speak  to  some  one — “Tomlinson,  if  a 
woman  wrote  anonymous  letters  about  you,  if  those  letters 
brought  misery  and  misfortune,  what  would  you  do  to  that 
woman  ?  ” 

“  I  do  not  know,  ma’am,”  said  Tomlinson,  whose  cheeks 
grew  white. 

“  I  will  kill  her,  Tomlinson !  I  will  kill  her !  I  will 
get  those  letters  and  prove  the  handwriting,  and  find 
that  woman  out.  I  will  devote  my  life  to  it,  and  I  will 
have  no  mercy  on  her  when  I  have  found  her.  I  will  kill 
her — somehow — by  poison — by  stabbing — somehow  !  Don’t 
tremble,  woman ;  I  don’t  mean  you.  And,  Tomlinson, 
forget  what  I  have  said.” 

Tomlinson  could  not  forget.  She  tottered  from  the  room, 
trembling  in  every  limb. 

The  wretched  maid  had  her  revenge.  In  full  and  over¬ 
flowing  measure.  And  yet  she  was  not  satisfied.  The 
exasperating  thing  about  revenge  is  that  it  never  does 
satisfy,  but  leaves  you  at  the  end  as  angry  as  at  the 
beginning.  Your  enemy  is  crushed;  you  have  seen  him 
tied  to  a  stake,  as  is  the  pleasant  wont  of  the  Red  Indian, 
and  stuck  arrows,  knives,  and  red-hot  things  into  him. 
These  hurt  so  much  that  he  is  glad  to  die.  But  he  is 
dead,  and  you  can  do  no  more  to  him.  And  it  seems  a 
pity,  because  if  you  had  kept  him  alive,  you  might  have 
thought  of  other  and  more  dreadful  ways  of  revenge. 
These  doubts  will  occur  to  the  most  revenge-satiated 
Christian,  and  they  lead  to  self-reproach.  After  all,  one 
might  just  as  well  forgive  a  fellow  at  once. 

Mrs.  Cassilis  was  a  selfish  and  heartless  woman.  All  the 
harm  that  was  done  to  her  was  the  loss  of  her  great  wealth. 
And  what  had  her  husband  done  to  Tomlinson  that  he  should 
be  stricken  ?  And  what  had  others  done  who  were  involved 
with  him  in  the  great  disaster  ? 

Tomlinson  was  so  terrified,  however,  by  the  look  which 
crossed  her  mistress’s  face,  that  she  went  away  that  very 
evening ;  pretended  to  have  received  a  telegram  from  Liver- 


THE  GOLDEN  BUTTERFLY. 


491 


pool ;  when  she  got  there  wrote  for  boxes  and  wages,  with 
a  letter  in  somebody  else’s  writing,  for  a  reason ,  to  her 
mistress,  and  then  went  to  America,  where  she  bad 
relations.  She  lives  now  in  a  city  of  the  Western  States, 
where  her  brother  keeps  a  store.  She  is  a  leader  in  her 
religious  circle ;  and  I  think  that  if  she  were  to  see 
Victoria  Cassilis  by  any  accident  in  the  streets  of  that  city, 
she  would  fly  again,  and  to  the  farthest  corners  of  the 
earth. 

So  much  for  revenge;  and  I  do  hope  that  'Tomlinsons 
example  will  be  laid  to  heart,  and  pondered  by  othei  ladies  - 
maids  whose  mistresses  are  selfish  and  sharp-tempered. 


CHAPTER  XLV. 

“Farewell  to  all  my  greatness.” 

THE  last  day  of  Gilead  Beck’s  wealth.  He  rose  as  uncon¬ 
scious  of  his  doom  as  that  frolicsome  kid  whose  destiny 
brought  the  tear  to  Delia’s  eye.  Had  he  looked  at  the 
papers  he  would  at  least  have  ascertained,  that  Gabriel 
Cassilis  was  ruined.  But  he  had  a  rooted  dislike  to  news¬ 
papers,  and  never  looked  at  them.  He.  classed  the  editor  of 
the  Times  with  Mr.  Huggins  of  Olearville  or  Mr.  Van  Cott 
of  Chicago,  but  supposed  that  he  had  a  larger  influence 
Politics  he  despised ;  criticism  was  beyond  him ;  with  social 
matters  he  had  no  concern  ;  and  it  would  wound  the  national 
self-respect  were  we  to  explain  how  carelessly  he  regarded 
matters  which  to  Londoners  seem  of  world-wide  importance. 

On  this  day  Gilead  rose  early  because  there  was  a  good 
deal  to  look  after.  His  breakfast  was  fixed  for.  eleven— a 
real  breakfast.  At  six  he  was  dressed.,  and  making,  m  his 
mind’s  eye,  the  arrangements  for  seating  his  guests.  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Cassilis,  Mrs.  L’Estrange  and  Phillis,  Lawrence 
Colquhoun,  Ladds,  and  Jack  Dunquerque— all  his  most 
intimate  friends  were  coming.  He  had  also  invited  the 
Twins,  but  a  guilty  conscience  made  them  send  an  excuse. 
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They  were  now  sitting  at  home,  sober  by  compulsion  and  in 
great  wretchedness,  as  has  been  seen. 

The  breakfast  was  to  be  held  in  the  same  room  in  which 
he  once  entertained  the  men  of  genius,  but  the  appointments 
were  different.  Gilead  Beck  now  went  in  for  flowers,  to 
please  the  ladies :  flowers  in  June  do  not  savour  of  ostenta¬ 
tion.  Also  for  fruit :  strawberries,  apricots,  cherries,  and 
grapes  in  early  June  are  not  things  quite  beyond  precedent, 
and  his  conscience  acquitted  him  of  display  which  might 
seem  shoddy.  And  when  the  table  was  laid,  with  its  flowers 
and  fruit  and  dainty  cold  dishes  garnished  with  all  sorts  of 
pretty  things,  it  was,  he  felt,  a  work  of  art  which  reflected 
the  highest  credit  on  himself  and  everybody  concerned. 

Gilead  Beck  was  at  great  peace  with  himself  that  morning. 
He  was  resolved  on  putting  into  practice  at  once  some  of 
those  schemes  which  the  Golden  Butterfly  demanded  as 
loudly  as  it  could  whisper.  He  would  start  that  daily  paper 
which  should  be  independent  of  commercial  success;  have 
no  advertisements ;  boil  down  the  news ;  do  without  long 
leaders ;  and  always  speak  the  truth,  without  evasion, 
equivocation,  suppression,  or  exaggeration.  A  miracle  in 
journalism.  He  would  run  that  great  National  Drama 
which  should  revive  the  ancient  glories  of  the  stage.  And 
for  the  rest  he  would  be  guided  by  circumstances,  and  when 
a  big  thing  had  to  be  done  he  would  step  in  with  his  Pile, 
and  do  that  big  thing  by  himself. 

There  was  in  all  this  perhaps  a  little  over-rating  the  power 
of  the  Pile;  but  Gilead  Beck  was,  after  all,  only  human. 
Think  what  an  inflation  of  dignity,  brother  De  Pauper- et- 
egens,  would  follow  in  your  own  case  on  the  acquisition  of 
fifteen  hundred  pounds  a  day. 

Another  thing  pleased  our  Gilead.  He  knew  that  in 
his  own  country  the  difficulty  of  getting  into  what  he 
felt  to  be  the  best  society  would  be  insuperable.  The 
society  of  shoddy,  the  companionship  with  the  quickly 
grown  rich,  and  the  friendship  of  the  gilded  bladder  are 
in  the  reach  of  every  wealthy  man.  But  Gilead  was  a 
man  of  finer  feelings ;  he  wanted  more  than  this ;  he 
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wanted  the  friendship  of  those  who  were  born  in  the 
purple  of  good  breeding.  In  New  York  he  could  not  have 
got  this.  In  London  he  did  get  it.  His  friends  were 
ladies  and  gentlemen ;  they  not  only  tolerated  him,  but 
they  liked  him ;  they  were  people  to  whom  he  could  give 
nothing,  but  they  courted  his  society,  and  this  pleased 
him  more  than  any  other  part  of  his  grand  Luck.  There 
was  no  great  merit  in  their  liking  the  man.  Hude  as  his 
life  had  been,  he  was  gifted  with  the  tenderest  and  kindest 
heart ;  lowly  born  and  roughly  bred,  he  was  yet  a  man  of 
boundless  sympathies.  And  because  he  had  kept  his  sell- 
respect  throughout,  and  was  ashamed  of  nothing,  he  slipt 
easily  and  naturally  into  the  new  circle,  picking  up  with¬ 
out  difficulty  what  was  lacking  of  external  things.  Yet 
he  was  just  the  same  as  when  he  landed  in  England ,  with 
the  same  earnest,  almost  solemn,  way  of  looking  at  things  ; 
the  same  gravity ;  the  same  twang  which  marked  his 
nationality.  He  affected  nothing  and  pretended  nothing , 
he  hid  nothing  and  was  ashamed  of  nothing;  he  paraded 
nothing  and  wanted  to  be  thought  no  other  than  the  man 
fie  was — the  ex-miner,  ex- adventurer,  ex-everythmg,  who 
by  a  lucky  stroke  hit  upon  lie,  and  was  living  on  the  pro¬ 
fits  And  perhaps  in  all  the  world  there  was  no  happier 
man  than  Gilead  Beck  on  that  bright  June  morning,  which 
was  to  be  the  last  day  of  his  grandeur.  A  purling  stream 
of  content  murmured  and  babbled  hymns  of  praise  in  his 
heart.  He  had  no  fears;  his  nerves  were  strong;  he 
expected  nothing  but  a  continuous  flow  of  prosperity  and 

happiness.  . 

The  first  to  arrive  was  Jack  Dunquerque.  -Now,  it  this 

youth  had  read  the  papers  he  would  have  been  able  to 
communicate  some  of  the  fatal  news.  But  he  had  not, 
because  he  was  full  of  Phillis.  And  if  any  rumour  of.  the 
Eldorado  collapse  smote  his  ears,  it  smote  them  unnoticed, 
because  he  did  not  connect  Eldorado  with  Gilead  Beck. 
What  did  it  matter  to  this  intolerably  selfish  young  man 
how  many  British  speculators  lost  their  money  by  the 
Eldorado  smash  when  he  was  going  to  meet  Phillis.  After 
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all,  the  round  world  and  all  that  is  therein  do  really  rotate 
about  a  pole — of  course  invisible — which  goes  through  every 
man’s  own  centre  of  gravity,  and  sticks  out  in  a  manner 
which  may  be  felt  by  him.  And  the  reason  why  men  have 
so  many  different  opinions  is,  I  am  persuaded,  this  extra¬ 
ordinary,  miraculous,  multitudinous,  simultaneous  revolution 
of  the  earth  upon  her  million  axes.  Enough  for  Jack  that 
Phillis  was  coming — Phillis,  whom  he  had  not  seen  since 
the  discovery — more  memorable  to  him  than  any  made  by 
Traveller  or  Physicist — of  the  Coping-stone. 

Jack  came  smiling  and  bounding  up  the  stairs  with  agile 
spring — a  good  half-hour  before  the  time.  Perhaps  Phillis 
might  be  before  him.  But  she  was  not. 

Then  came  Ladds.  Gilead  Beck  saw  that  there  was  some 
trouble  upon  him,  but  forbore  to  ask  him  what  it  was.  He 
bore  his  heavy  inscrutable  look,  such  as  that  with  which  he 
had  been  wont  to  meet  gambling  losses,  untoward  telegrams 
from  Newmarket,  and  other  buffetings  of  Pate. 

Then  came  a  letter  from  Mrs.  Cassilis.  Her  husband  was 
ill,  and  therefore  she  could  not  come. 

Then  came  a  letter  from  Lawrence  Colquhoun.  He  had 
most  important  business  in  the  City,  and  therefore  he  could 
not  come. 

“  Seems  like  the  Wedding-feast,"  said  Gilead  irreverently. 
He  was  a  little  disconcerted  by  the  defection  of  so  many 
guests ;  but  he  had  a  leaf  taken  out  of  the  table,  and  cheer¬ 
fully  waited  for  the  remaining  two. 

They  came  at  last,  and  I  think  the  hearts  of  all  three 
leaped  within  them  at  sight  of  Phillis’s  happy  face.  If  it 
was  sweet  before,  when  Jack  first  met  her,  wdth  the  myste¬ 
rious  look  of  childhood  on  it,  it  was  far  sweeter  now  with  the 
bloom  and  blush  of  conscious  womanhood,  the  modest  light 
of  maidenly  joy  with  which  she  met  her  lover.  Jack  rushed, 
so  to  speak,  at  her  hand,  and  held  it  with  a  ridiculous 
shamelessness  only  excusable  on  the  ground  that  they  were 
almost  in  a  family  circle.  Then  Phillis  shook  hands  with 
Gilead  Beck,  with  a  smile  of  gratitude  which  meant  a  good 
deal  more  than  preliminary  thanks  for  the  coming  breakfast. 
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Then  it  came  to  Ladds’  turn.  He  turned  very  red — I  do  not 
know  why — and  whispered  in  his  deepest  bass — 

“  Know  all  about  it.  Lucky  beggar,  Jack  !  Wish  you 
happiness  !  ” 

“  Thank  you,  Captain  Ladds,”  Phillis  replied,  in  her  fear¬ 
less  fashion.  “  I  am  very  happy  already.  And  so  is  Jack.” 

“  Wanted  yesterday,”  Ladds  went  on,  in  the  same  deep 
whisper — “  wanted  yesterday  to  offer  some  slight  token  of 
regard — found  I  couldn’t — no  more  money — Eldorado  smash 
— all  gone — looked  in  boxes — found  ring — once  my  mother’s. 
Will  you  accept  it  ?  ” 

Phillis  understood  the  ring,  but  she  did  not  understand 
the  rest  of  the  speech.  It  was  one  of  those  old-fashioned 
rings  set  in  pearls  and  brilliants.  She  was  not  by  any 
means  above  admiring  rings,  and  she  accepted  it  with  a 
cheerful  alacrity. 

“  Sell  up,”  Ladds  growled, — “  go  away — do  something — 
earn  the  daily  crust  ” - 

“  But  I  don’t  understand  ” - she  interrupted. 

“  Never  mind.  Tell  you  after  breakfast.  Tell  you  all 
presently.” 

And  then  they  went  to  breakfast. 

It  was  rather  a  silent  party.  Ladds  was,  as  might  have 
been  expected  of  a  man  who  had  lost  his  all,  disposed  to 
taciturnity.  Jack  and  Phillis  were  too  happy  to  talk  much, 
Agatha  L’Estrange  and  the  host  had  all  the  conversation  to 
themselves. 

Agatha  asked  him  if  the  dainty  spread  before  them  was 
the  usual  method  of  breakfast  in  America.  Gilead  Beck 
replied  that  of  late  years  he  had  been  accustomed  to  call  a 
chunk  of  cold  pork  with  a  piece  of  bread  a  substantial  break¬ 
fast,  and  that  the  same  luxuries  furnished  him,  as  a  rule, 
with  dinner. 

“The  old  life,”  he  said,  “had  its  points,  I  confess. 
For  those  who  love  cold  pork  it  was  one  long  round  of 
delirious  joy.  And  there  was  always  the  future  to  look 
forward  to.  Now  the  future  has  come  I  like  it  better. 
My  experience,  Mrs.  L’Estrange,  is  that  you  may  divide 
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men  into  two  classes — those  who’ve  got  a  future,  and 
those  who  haven’t.  I  belonged  to  the  class  who  had  a 
future.  Sometimes  we  miss  it.  And  I  feel  like  to  cry 
whenever  I  think  of  the  boys  with  a  bright  future  before 
them,  who  fell  in  the  War  at  my  side,  not  in  tens,  but 
in  hundreds.  Sometimes  we  find  it.  I  found  it  when  1 
struck  lie.  And  always,  for  those  men,  whether  the  future 
come  early  or  whether  it  come  late,  it  lies  bright  and  shinin’ 
before  them,  and  so  they  never  lose  hope.” 

“  And  have  women  no  future  as  well  as  men,  Mr.  Beck  ?  ” 
asked  Phillis. 

“  I  don’t  know,  Miss  Fleming.  But  I  hope  you  have. 
Before  my  Golden  Butterfly  came  to  me  I  was  lookin’ 
forward  for  my  future,  and  I  knew  it  was  bound  to  come  in 
some  form  or  other.  I  looked  forward  for  thirty  years  ;  my 
youth  was  gone  when  it  came,  and  half  my  manhood.  But 
it  is  here.” 

“  Perhaps,  Mr.  Beck,”  said  Mrs.  L’Estrange,  who  was  a 
little  rococo  in  her  morality,  “it  is  well  that  this  great 
fortune  did  not  come  to  you  when  you  were  younger.” 

“  You  think  that,  madam  ?  Perhaps  it  is  so.  To  fool 
around  New  York  would  be  a  poor  return  for  the  Luck  of 
the  Butterfly.  Yes ;  better  as  it  is.  Providence  knows 
very  well  what  to  be  about ;  it  don’t  need  promptin’  from 
us.  And  impatience  is  no  manner  of  use,  not  the  least  use 
in  the  world.  At  the  right  time  the  Luck  comes;  at  the 
right  time  the  Luck  will  go.  Yes,” — be  looked  solemnly 
round  the  table, — “  some  day  the  Luck  is  bound  to  go. 
When  it  goes,  I  hope  I  shall  be  prepared  for  the  change.  But 
if  it  goes  to-morrow,  it  cannot  take  away,  Mrs.  L’Estrange, 
the  memory  of  these  few  months,  your  friendship,  and  yours, 
Miss  Fleming.  There’s  things  which  do  not  depend  upon 
lie ;  more  things  than  I  thought  formerly ;  things  which 
money  cannot  do.  More  than  once  I  thought  my  pile  ought 
to  find  it  easy  to  do  somethin’  useful  before  the  time  comes. 
But  the  world  is  a  more  tangled  web  than  I  used  to  think.” 

“  There  are  always  the  poor  among  us,”  said  the  good 
Agatha. 
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“Yes,  madam,  that  is  true.  And  there  always  will  be. 
More  you  give  to  the  poor,  more  you  make  them  poor. 
There’s  folks  goin’  up  and  folks  goin’  down.  You  in  England 
help  the  folks  goin’  down.  You  make  them  fall  easy.  I 
want  to  help  the  folks  goin’  up.” 

At  this  moment  a  telegram  was  brought  for  him. 

It  was  from  his  London  bankers.  They  informed  him  that 
a  cheque  for  a  small  sum  had  been  presented,  but  that  his 
balance  was  already  overdrawn ;  and  that  they  had  received 
a  telegram  from  New  York  on  which  they  would  be  glad  to 
see  him. 

Gilead  Beck  read  it,  and  could  not  understand  it.  The 
cheque  was  for  his  own  weekly  account  at  the  hotel. 

He  laid  the  letter  aside,  and  went  on  with  his  exposition 
of  the  duties  and  responsibilities  of  wealth.  He  pointed  out 
to  Mrs.  L’Estrange,  who  alone  listened  to  him — Jack  was 
whispering  to  Phillis,  and  Ladds  was  absorbed  in  thoughts 
of  his  own — that  when  he  arrived  in  London  he  was  possessed 
with  the  idea  that  all  he  had  to  do,  in  order  to  protect, 
benefit,  and  advance  humanity,  was  to  found  a  series  of 
institutions  ;  that,  in  the  pursuit  of  this  idea,  he  had  visited 
and  examined  all  the  British  institutions  he  could  hear  of; 
and  that  his  conclusions  were  that  they  were  all  a  failure. 

“  For,”  he  concluded,  “  what  have  you  done  ?  Your  citizens 
need  not  save  money,  because  a  hospital,  a  church,  an  alms¬ 
house,  a  dispensary,  and  a  workhouse  stand  in  every  parish ; 
they  need  not  be  moral,  because  there’s  homes  for  the  re¬ 
pentant  in  every  other  street.  All  around  they  are  protected 
by  charity  and  the  State.  Even  if  they  get  knocked  down 
in  the  street,  they  need  not  fight,  because  there’s  a  policeman 
within  easy  hail.  You  breed  your  poor,  Mrs.  L’Estrange, 
and  you  take  almighty  care  to  keep  them  always  with  you. 
In  my  country  he  who  can  work  and  won’t  work  goes  to  the 
wall ;  he  starves,  and  a  good  thing  too.  Here  he  gets  fat. 

“  Every  way,”  he  went  on,  “  you  encourage  your  people  to 
do  nothing.  Your  clever  young  men  get  a  handsome  income 
for  life,  I  am  told,  at  Oxford  and  Cambridge,  if  they  pass  one 
good  examination.  For  us  the  examination  is  only  the 
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beginning.  Your  clergymen  get  a  handsome  income  for  life, 
whether  they  do  their  work  or  not.  Ours  have  got  to  go  on 
preachin’  well  and  livin’  well ;  else  we  want  to  know  the 
reason  why.  You  give  your  subalterns  as  much  as  other 
nations  give  their  colonels ;  you  set  them  down  to  a  grand 
mess  every  day  as  if  they  were  all  born  lords.  You  keep 
four  times  as  many  naval  officers  as  you  want,  and  ten  times 
as  many  generals.  It’s  all  waste  and  lavishin’  from  end  to 
end.  And  as  for  your  Royal  Family,  I  reckon  that  I’d  find 
a  dozen  families  in  Massachusetts  alone  who’d  run  the  Royal 
Mill  for  a  tenth  of  the  money.  I  own  they  wouldn’t  have 
the  same  gracious  manners,”  he  added.  “  And  your  Princess 
is — wal,  if  Miss  Fleming  were  Princess,  she  couldn’t  do  the 
part  better.  Perhaps  gracious  manners  are  worth  paying  for.” 

Here  another  telegram  was  brought  him. 

It  was  from  New  York.  It  informed  him  in  plain  and 
intelligible  terms  that  his  wells  had  all  run  dry,  that  his 
credit  was  exhausted,  and  that  no  more  bills  would  be 
honoured. 

He  read  this  aloud  with  a  firm  voice  and  unfaltering  eye. 
Then  he  looked  round  him,  and  said  solemnly — 

“  The  time  has  come.  It’s  come  a  little  sooner  than  I 
expected.  But  it  has  come  at  last.” 

He  was  staggered,  but  he  remembered  something  which 
consoled  him. 

“At  least,”  he  said,  “if  the  income  is  gone,  the  Pile 
remains.  That’s  close  upon  half  a  million  of  English  money.. 
We  can  do  something  with  that.  Mr.  Cassilis  has  got  it  all 
for  me.” 

“  Who  ?  ”  cried  Ladds  eagerly. 

“  Mr.  Gabriel  Cassilis,  the  great  English  financier.” 

“  He  is  ruined,”  said  Ladds.  “  He  has  failed  for  two 
millions  sterling.  If  your  money  is  in  his  hands  ” - 

“  Part  of  it,  I  believe,  was  in  Eldorado  Stock.” 

“The  Eldoradians  cannot  pay  their  interest.  And  the 
stock  has  sunk  to  nothing.  Gabriel  Cassilis  has  lost  all  my 
money  in  it — at  least,  I  have  lost  it  on  his  recommendation.” 

“Your  money  all  gone,  Tommy  ?  ”  cried  Jack. 
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“  All,  J ack — Ladds’  Aromatic  Cocoa — Fragrant — N utritious 
— no  use  now — business  sold  twenty  years  ago.  Proceeds 
sunk  in  Eldorado  Stock.  Nothing  but  the  smell  left.” 

And  while  they  were  gazing  in  each  other’s  face  with  mute 
bewilderment,  a  third  messenger  arrived  with  a  letter. 

It  was  from  Mr.  Mowll  the  secretary.  It  informed  poor 
Gilead  that  Mr.  Gabriel  Cassilis  had  drawn,  in  accordance 
with  his  power  of  attorney,  upon  him  to  the  following  extent. 
A  bewildering  mass  of  figures  followed,  at  the  bottom  of 
which  was  the  total — Gilead  Beck’s  two  million  dollars. 
That,  further,  Gabriel  Cassilis,  always,  it  appeared,  acting 
on  the  wishes  of  Mr.  Beck,  had  invested  the  whole  sum  in 
Eldorado  Stock.  That,  &c.  He  threw  the  letter  on  the  table 
half  unread.  Then,  after  a  moment’s  hesitation,  he  rose 
solemnly,  and  sought  the  corner  of  the  room  in  which  stood 
the  safe  containing  the  Emblem  of  his  Luck.  He  opened  it, 
and  took  out  the  box  of  glass  and  gold  which  held  it.  This 
was  covered  with  a  case  of  green  leather.  He  carried  it  to 
the  table.  They  all  crowded  round  while  he  raised  the 
leathern  cover  and  displayed  the  Butterfly. 

“  Has  any  one,”  he  lifted  his  head  and  looked  helplessly 
round, — “  has  any  one  felt  an  airthquake  ?  ” 

For  a  strange  thing  had  happened.  The  wings  of  the 
insect  were  lying  on  the  floor  of  the  box ;  the  white  quartz 
which  formed  its  body  had  slipped  from  the  gold  wire  which 
held  it  up,  and  the  Golden  Butterfly  was  in  pieces. 

He  opened  the  box  with  a  little  gold  key  and  took  out  the 
fragments  of  the  two  wings  and  the  body. 

“  Gone  !  ”  he  said.  “  Broken ! 

1  If  this  golden  Butterfly  fall  and  break, 

Farewell  the  Luck  of  Gilead  P.  Beck.’ 

Your  own  lines,  Mr.  Dunquerque.  Broken  into  little  bits  it 
is.  The  lie  run  dry,  the  credit  exhausted,  and  the  Pile 
fooled  away.” 

No  one  spoke. 

“  I  am  sorry  for  you  most,  Mr.  Dunquerque.  I  am  power¬ 
ful  sorry,  sir.  I  had  hoped,  with  the  assistance  of  Miss 


500 


THE  GOLDEN  BUTTERFLY. 


Fleming,  to  divide  that  Pile  with  you.  Now,  sir,  I’ve  got 
nothing.  Not  a  red  cent  left  to  divide  with  a  beggar. 

“  Mrs  L’ Estrange,”  he  went  on,  “  those  last  words  of  mine 
were  prophetic.  When  I  am  gone  back  to  America — I  sup¬ 
pose  the  odds  and  ends  here  will  pay  my  passage — you’ll 
remember  that  I  said  the  Luck  would  some  day  go.” 

It  was  all  so  sudden,  so  incomprehensible,  that  no  one 
present  had  a  word  to  say,  either  of  sympathy  or  of  sorrow. 

Gilead  Beck  proceeded  with  his  soliloquy : 

“  I’ve  had  a  real  high  time  for  three  months  ;  the  best 
three  months  in  my  life.  Whatever  happens  more  can’t 
touch  the  memory  of  the  last  three  months.  I’ve  met 
English  ladies  and  made  friends  of  English  gentlemen. 
There’s  Amer’can  ladies  and  Amer’can  gentlemen,  but  I 
can’t  speak  of  them,  because  I  never  went  into  their  society. 
You  don’t  find  ladies  and  gentlemen  in  Empire  City.  And 
in  all  the  trades  I’ve  turned  my  attention  to,  from  school- 
keepin’  to  editing,  there’s  not  been  one  where  Amer’can 
ladies  cared  to  show  their  hand.  That  means  that  the  Stars 
and  Stripes  may  be  as  good  as  the  Union  Jack — come  to 
know  them.” 

He  stopped  and  pulled  himself  together  with  a  laugh. 

“  I  can’t  make  it  out,  somehow.  Seems  as  if  I’m  in  a 
dream.  Is  it  real  ?  Is  the  story  of  the  Golden  Butterfly  a 
true  story,  or  is  it  made  up  out  of  some  man’s  brain  ?  ” 

“It  is  real,  Mr.  Beck,”  said  Phillis,  softly  putting  her 
hand  in  his.  “  It  is  real.  No  one  could  have  invented  such 
a  story.  See,  dear  Mr.  Beck,  you  that  we  all  love  so  much, 
there  is  you  in  it,  and  I  am  in  it — and — and  the  Twins. 
Why,  if  people  saw  us  all  in  a  book  they  would  say  it  was 
impossible.  I  am  the  only  girl  in  all  the  civilised  world  who 
can  neither  read  nor  write — and  J ack  doesn’t  mind  it — and 
you  are  the  only  man  who  ever  found  the  Golden  Butterfly. 
Indeed  it  is  all  real.” 

“  It  is  all  real,  Beck,”  J  ack  echoed.  “You  have  had  the  high 
time,  and  sorry  indeed  we  are  that  it  is  over.  But  perhaps 
it  is  not  all  over.  Surely  something  out  of  the  two  million 
dollars  must  have  remained.” 
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Mr.  Beck  pointed  sorrowfully  to  the  three  pieces  which 
were  the  fragments  of  the  Butterfly. 

“  Nothing  is  left,”  he  said.  “  Nothing  except  the  solid 
gold  that  made  his  cage.  And  that  will  go  to  pay  the 
hotel-bill.” 

Mrs.  L’Estrange  looked  on  in  silence.  What  was  this 
quiet  lady,  this  woman  of  even  and  uneventful  life,  to  say  in 
the  presence  of  such  misfortune  ? 

Ladds  held  out  his  hand. 

“Worth  twenty  of  any  of  us,”  he  said.  “We  are  in  the 
same  boat.” 

“  And  you  too,  Captain  Ladds !  ”  Gilead  cried.  “  It  is 
worse  than  my  own  misfortune,  because  I  am  a  rough  man 
and  can  go  back  to  the  rough  life.  No,  Mrs.  L’Estrange — 
no,  my  dear  young  lady — I  can’t — not  with  the  same  light 
heart  as  before — you’ve  spoiled  me.  I  must  strike  out  some¬ 
thing  new — away  from  Empire  City  and  lie  and  gold.  I’m 
spoiled.  It’s  not  the  cold  chunk  of  pork  that  I  am  afraid 
of ;  it  is  the  beautiful  life  and  the  sweetness  that  I’m  going 
to  lose.  I  said  I  hoped  I  should  be  prepared  to  meet  the  fall 
of  my  Luck — when  it  came.  But  I  never  thought  it  would 
come  like  this.” 

“  Stay  with  us,  Mr.  Beck,”  said  Phillis.  “Don’t  go  back 
to  the  old  life.” 

“  Stay  with  us,”  said  Jack.  “We  will  all  live  together.” 

“  Do  not  leave  us,  Mr.  Beck,”  said  Mrs.  L’Estrange. 
(Women  can  blush,  although  they  may  be  past  forty.)  “  Stay 
here  with  your  friends.” 

He  looked  from  one  to  the  other,  and  something  like  a  tear 
glittered  in  his  eye.  But  he  shook  his  head. 

Then  he  took  up  the  wings  of  the  Butterfly,  the  pretty 
golden  laminae  cut  in  the  perfect  shape  of  a  wing,  marked 
and  veined  by  Nature  as  if,  for  once,  she  was  determined  to 
show  that  she  too  could  be  an  Artist  and  imitate  herself. 
They  lay  in  his  hands,  and  he  looked  fondly  at  them. 

“  What  shall  I  do  with  these  ?  ”  he  said  softly.  “  They  have 
been  very  good  to  me.  They  have  given  me  the  pleasantest 
hours  of  my  life.  They  have  made  me  dream  of  power  as  if 
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I  was  Autocrat  of  All  the  Russias.  Say,  Mrs.  L’Estrange — • 
since  my  chief  pleasure  has  come  through  Mr.  Dunquerque 
— may  I  offer  the  broken  Butterfly  to  Miss  Fleming  ?  ” 

He  laid  the  wings  before  her  with  a  sweet  sad  smile. 
Jack  took  them  up  and  looked  at  them.  In  the  white  quartz 
were  the  little  holes  where  the  wings  had  fitted.  He  put 
them  back  in  their  old  place — the  wings  in  the  quartz.  They 
fitted  exactly,  and  in  a  moment  the  butterfly  was  as  it  had 
always  been. 

J ack  deftly  bent  round  it  again  the  golden  wire  which  held 
it  to  the  golden  flower.  Singular  to  relate,  the  wire  fitted 
like  the  wings  just  the  same  as  before,  and  the  Butterfly 
vibrated  on  its  perch  again. 

“  It’s  wonderful !  ”  cried  Gilead  Beck.  “  It’s  the  Luck 
I’ve  given  away.  It’s  gone  to  you,  Miss  Fleming.  But  it 
won’t  take  the  form  of  lie.” 

“  Then  take  it  back,  Mr.  Beck,”  cried  Phillis. 

“  No,  young  lady.  The  Luck  left  me  of  its  own  accord. 
That  was  shown  when  the  Butterfly  fell  off  the  wires.  It  is 
yours  now,  yours ;  and  you  will  make  a  better  use  of  it. 

“I  think,”  he  went  on,  with  his  hand  upon  the  golden 
case, — “  I  think  there’s  a  Luck  in  the  world  which  I  never  ■ 
dreamed  of,  a  better  Luck  than  He.  Mrs.  L’Estrange,  you 
know  what  sort  of  Luck  I  mean  ?  ” 

“  Yes,  Mr.  Beck,  I  know,”  she  replied. 

Phillis  laid  her  hands  on  Jack’s  shoulder,  while  his  arm 
stole  round  her  waist. 

“It  is  Love,  Mr.  Beck,”  said  the  girl.  “Yes  ;  that  is  the 
best  Luck  in  all  the  world,  and  I  am  sure  of  it.” 

Jack  stooped  and  kissed  her.  The  simplicity  and  innocence 
of  this  maiden  went  to  Gilead  Beck’s  heart.  They  were  a 
religion  to  him,  an  education.  In  the  presence  of  that  guile¬ 
less  heart  all  earthly  thoughts  dropped  from  his  soul,  and  he 
was,  like  the  girl  before  him,  pure  in  heart  and  clean  in 
memory.  That  is  indeed  the  sweet  enchantment  of  inno¬ 
cence  ;  a  bewitchment  out  of  which  we  need  never  awake 
unless  we  like. 

“  Take  the  case  and  all,  Miss  Fleming,”  said  Gilead  Beck. 
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But  she  would  not  have  the  splendid  case  with  its  thick 
plate  glass  and  solid  gold  pillars. 

Then  Gilead  Beck  brought  out  the  little  wooden  box,  the 
same  in  which  the  Golden  Butterfly  lay  when  he  ran  from 
the  Bear  on  the  slopes  of  the  Sierra  Nevada.  And  Phillis 
laid  her  new  treasure  in  the  cotton-wool  and  slung  the  box 
by  its  steel  chain  round  her  neck,  laughing  in  a  solemn 
fashion. 

While  they  talked  thus  sadly,  the  door  opened,  and 
Lawrence  Colquhoun  stood  before  them. 

Agatha  cried  out  when  she  saw  him,  because  he  was  trans¬ 
formed.  The  lazy  insouciant  look  was  gone  ;  a  troubled  look 
was  in  its  place.  Worse  than  a  troubled  look — a  look  of 
misery ;  a  look  of  self-reproach ;  a  look  as  of  a  criminal 
brought  to  the  bar  and  convicted. 

“  Lawrence !  ”  cried  Mrs.  L’Estrange. 

He  came  into  the  room  in  a  helpless  sort  of  way,  his 
hands  shaking  before  him  like  those  of  some  half-blind  old 
man. 

«  Phillis,”  he  said,  in  hoarse  voice,  “  forgive  me  !  ” 

“  What  have  I  to  forgive,  Lawrence?” 

«  Forgive  me !  ”  he  repeated  humbly.  “  Nay,  you  do  not 
understand.  Dunquerque,  it  is  for  you  to  speak— for  all  of 
you — you  all  love  Phillis.  Agatha— you  love  her— you  used 
to  love  me  too.  How  shall  I  tell  you  ? 

“  I  think  we  guess,”  said  Gilead. 

“I  did  it  for  the  best,  Phillis.  I  thought  to  double  your 
fortune.  Cassilis  said  I  should  double  it.  I  thought,  to 
double  my  own.  I  put  all  your  money,  child,  every  farthing 
of  your  money,  in  Eldorado  Stock  by  his  advice,  and  Ml  my 
own  too.  And  it  is  all  gone— every  penny  of  it  gone.” 

Jack  Dunquerque  clasped  Phillis  tighter  by  the  hand. 

She  only  laughed.  .  .  ,  „ 

“  Why,  Lawrence,”  she  said,  “  what  if  you  have  lost  all 

my  money  ?  Jack  doesn’t  care.  Do  you,  Jack  ?  ” 

“  No,  darling,  no,”  said  Jack.  And  at  the  moment— such 
was  the  infatuation  of  this  young  man— he  really  did  not 

care. 
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“  Lawrence,”  said  Agatha,  “  you  acted  for  the  best.  Don’t, 
dear  Lawrence,  don’t  trouble  too  much.  Captain  Ladds  has 
lost  all  his  fortune,  too — and  Mr.  Beck  has  lost  all  his — and 
we  are  all  ruined  together.” 

“  All  ruined  together !  ”  echoed  Gilead  Beck,  looking  at 
Mrs.  L’Estrange.  “  Gabriel  Cassilis  is  a  wonderful  man.  I 
always  said  he  was  a  wonderful  man.” 

In  the  evening  the  three  ruined  men  sat  together  in 
Gilead’s  room. 

“  Nothing  saved,  Colquhoun  ?  ”  asked  Ladds,  after  a  long 
pause. 

“  Nothing.  The  stock  was  70  when  I  bought  in :  70  at 
10  per  cent.  It  is  now  anything  you  like — 4,  6,  8,  16 — what 
you  please — because  no  one  will  buy  it.” 

“ Wal,”  said  Gilead  Beck,  “it  does  seem  rough  on  us  all, 
and  perhaps  it’s  rougher  on  you  two  than  it  is  on  me.  But 
to  think,  only  to  think,  that  such  an  almighty  Pile  should 
be  fooled  away  on  a  darned  half-caste  State  like  Eldorado  ! 
And  for  all  of  us  to  believe  Mr.  Gabriel  Cassilis  a  whole- 
souled,  high-toned  speculator. 

“  Once  I  thought,”  he  continued,  “  that  we  Amer’cans 
must  be  the  Ten  Tribes  ;  because,  I  said,  nobody  but  one  out 
of  the  Ten  Tribes  would  get  such  a  providential  lift  as  the 
Golden  Butterfly.  Gentlemen,  my  opinions  are  changed 
since  this  morning.  I  believe  we’re  nothing  better,  not 
a  single  cent  better,  than  one  of  the  kicked-out  Tribes.  I 
may  be  an  Amalekite,  or  I  may  be  a  Hivite ;  but  I’m 
darned  if  I  ever  call  myself  again  one  of  the  children  of 
Abraham.” 
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CHAPTER  THE  LAST. 

“  Whisper  Love,  ye  breezes  ;  sigh 

In  Love’s  content,  soft  air  of  morn  ; 

Let  eve  in  brighter  sunsets  die, 

And  day  with  brighter  dawn  be  born.” 

IT  is  a  week  since  the  disastrous  day.  Gilead  Beck  has  sold 
the  works  of  art  with  which  he  intended  to  found  his  Grand 
National  Collection ;  he  has  torn  up  his  great  schemes  for  a 
Grand  National  Theatre,  a  Grand  National  Paper;  he  has 
ceased  to  think,  for  the  delectation  of  the  Golden  Butterfly, 
about  improving  the  human  race.  His  gratitude  to  that 
prodigy  of  Nature  has  so  far  cooled  that  he  now  considers  it 
more  in  the  light  of  a  capricious  sprite,  a  sort  of  Robin  Good- 
fellow,  than  as  a  benefactor.  He  has  also  changed  his  views 
as  to  the  construction  of  the  round  earth,  and  all  that  is 
therein.  lie,  he  says,  may  be  found  by  other  lucky  adven¬ 
turers  ;  but  He  is  not  to  be  depended  on  for  a  permanence. 
He  would  now  recommend  those  who  strike  lie  to  make  their 
Pile  as  quickly  as  may  be,  and  devote  all  their  energies  to 
the  safety  of  that  pile.  And  as  to  the  human  race,  it  may 
slide. 

“  What’s  the  good,”  he  says  to  Jack  Dunquerque,  .  ol 
helpin’  up  those  that  are  bound  to  climb  ?  Let  them  climb. 
And  what’s  the  good  of  tryin’  to  save  those  that  are  bound 
to  fall  ?  Let  them  fall.  I’m  down  myself ;  but  I  mean  to 
get  up  again.” 

It  is  sad  to  record  that  Mr.  Burls,  the  picture-dealer, 
refused  to  buy  back  again  the  great  picture  of  “  Sisera  and 
Jael.”  No  one  would  purchase  that  work  at  all.  Mr.  Beck 
offered  it  to  the  Langham  Hotel  as  a  gift.  The  directors 
firmly  declined  to  accept  it.  When  it  was  evident  that  this 
remarkable  effort  of  genius  was  appreciated  by  no  one,  Gilead 
Beck  resolved  on  leaving  it  where  it  was.  It  is  rumoured 
that  the  manager  of  the  hotel  bribed  the  owner  of  a  certain 
Regent  Street  restaurant  to  take  it  away  ;  and  I  have  heard 
that  it  now  hangs,  having  been  greatly  cut  down,  on  the  wall 
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of  that  establishment,  getting  its  tones  mellowed  day  by  day 
with  the  steam  of  roast  and  boiled.  As  for  the  other  pictures, 
Mr.  Burls  expressed  his  extreme  sorrow  that  temporary 
embarrassment  prevented  him  purchasing  them  back  at  the 
price  given  for  them.  He  afterwards  told  Mr.  Beck  that  the 
unprincipled  picture-dealer  who  did  ultimately  buy  them,  at 
the  price  of  so  much  a  square  foot,  and  as  second-rate  copies, 
was  a  disgrace  to  his  honourable  profession.  This,  he  said, 
stood  high  in  public  estimation  for  truth,  generosity,  and  fair 
dealing.  None  but  genuine  works  came  from  his  own  estab¬ 
lishment;  and  what  he  called  a  Grooze  was  a  Grooze,  and 
nothing  but  a  Grooze. 

As  for  the  Pile,  Gilead’s  power  of  attorney  had  effectually 
destroyed  that.  There  was  not  a  cent  left ;  not  one  single  coin 
to  rub  against  another.  All  was  gone  in  that  great  crash. 

He  called  upon  Gabriel  Cassilis.  The  financier  smiled 
upon  him  with  his  newly-born  air  of  sweetness  and  trust ; 
but,  as  we  have  seen,  he  could  no  longer  speak,  and  there 
was  nothing  in  his  face  to  express  sorrow  or  repentance. 

Gilead  found  himself,  when  all  was  wound  up,  the  possessor 
of  that  single  cheque  which  Joseph  Jagenal  had  placed  in  his 
hands,  and  which,  most  fortunately  for  himself,  he  had  not 
paid  into  the  bank. 

Four  hundred  pounds.  With  that,  at  forty-five,  he  was  to 
begin  the  world  again.  After  all,  the  majority  of  mankind 
at  forty-five  have  much  less  than  four  hundred  pounds. 

He  heard  from  Canada  that  the  town  he  had  built,  the  ' 
whole  of  which  belonged  to  him,  was  deserted  again.  There 
was  a  quicker  rush  out  of  it  than  into  it.  It  stands  there 
now,  more  lonely  than  Empire  City  —  its  derricks  and 
machinery  rusting  and  dropping  to  pieces,  the  houses  empty 
and  neglected,  the  land  relapsing  into  its  old  condition  of 
bog  and  marsh.  But  Gilead  Beck  will  never  see  it  again. 

He  kept  away  from  Twickenham  during  this  winding-up 
and  settlement  of  affairs.  It  was  a  week  later  when,  his 
mind  at  rest  and  his  conscience  clear  of  bills  and  doubts, 
because  now  there  was  nothing  more  to  lose,  he  called  at  the 
house  where  he  had  spent  so  many  pleasant  hours. 
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Mrs.  L’Estrange  received  him.  She  was  troubled  in  look, 

and  the  traces  of  tears  were  on  her  face. 

« it  is  a  most  onfortunate  time,”  Gilead  said  sympatheti¬ 
cally  ;  “  a  most  onfortunate  time.” 

“  Blow  after  blow,  Mr.  Beck,”  Agatha  sobbed.  ‘  Stroke 

upon  stroke.” 

“  That  is  so,  madam.  They’ve  got  the  knife  well  in,  this 
time,  and  when  they  give  it  a  twist  we’re  bound  to  cry  out. 
You’ve  thought  me  selfish,  I  know,  not  to  inquire  befoie. 

“  No,  Mr.  Beck ;  no.  It  is  only  too  kind  of  you  to  think 
of  us  in  your  own  overwhelming  disaster.  I  have  never 
spent  so  wretched  a  week.  Poor  Lawrence  has  literally  not 
a  penny  left,  except  what  he  gets  from  the  sale  of  his  horses, 
pictures,  and  things.  Captain  Ladds  is  the  same;  Phillis 
has  no  longer  a  farthing  ;  and  now,  Oh  dear,  Oh  dear.  I  am 

going  to  lose  her  altogether  !  ” 

“  But  when  she  marries  Mr.  Dunquerque  you  will  see  her 


often.”  _  ,  ,  ,  . 

“No  no.  Haven’t  they  told  you?  Jack  has  got  almost 

nothing — only  ten  thousand  pounds  altogether ;  and.  they 
have  made  up  their  minds  to  emigrate.  They  are  going  to 
Virginia,  where  Jack  will  buy  a  small  estate. 

‘Ms  that  so  ?  ”  asked  Gilead  meditatively. 

“  Lawrence  says  that  he  and  Captain  Ladds  will  go  away 
together  somewhere  ;  perhaps  back  to  Empire  Ay. 

"And  you  will  be  left  alone-you,  Mrs.  L  Estrange— all 
alone  in  this  country,  and  ruined.  It  mustn’t  be.  He 
straightened  himself  up,  and  looked  round  the  room.  It 
must  not  be,  Mrs.  L’Estrange.  Yon  know  me  partly— that 
is  you  know  the  manner  of  man  I  wish  to  seem  and  try  to 
be  •  you  know  what  I  have  been.  You  do  not  know,  because 
’  cannot  guess,  the  things  which  you  have  put  into 


you  cannot,  guess, 

my  head.”  . , 

Mrs.  L’Estrange  blushed  and  began  to  tremble. 

it  be  possible  that  he  was  actually  going  to 


Could 


xie  was.  ,  i 

«  You  and  I  together,  Mrs.  L’Estrange,  are  gone  to  wreck 

in  this  almighty  hurricane.  I’ve  got  one  or  two  thousand 
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dollars  left ;  perhaps  you  will  have  as  much,  perhaps  not. 
Mrs.  L’Estrange,  will  you  think  it  presumptuous  in  a  rough 
American — not  an  American  gentleman  by  birth  and  raising 
— to  offer  you  such  protection  and  care  as  he  can  give  to  the 
best  of  women  ?  We,  too,  will  go  to  Virginia  with  Mr. 
Dunquerque  and  his  wife ;  we  will  settle  near  them,  and 
watch  their  happiness.  The  Virginians  are  a  kindly  folk, 
and  love  the  English  people,  especially  if  they  are  of  gentle 
birth.  Say,  Mrs.  L’Estrange.” 

“  0  Mr.  Beck  !  I  am  forty  years  of  age  !  ” 

“  And  I  am  five  and  forty.” 

Just  then  Phillis  and  Jack  burst  into  the  room.  They 
did  not  look  at  all  like  being  ruined  ;  they  were  wild  with 
joy  and  good  spirits. 

“  And  you  are  going  to  Virginia,  Mr.  Dunquerque  ?  ”  said 
Gilead.  “  I  am  thinking  of  going  too,  if  I  can  persuade  this 
lady  to  go  with  me.” 

“  0  Agatha !  come  with  us  !  ” 

“  Come  with  me,”  corrected  Gilead. 

Then  Phillis  saw  how  things  lay — what  a  change  in 
Phillis,  to  see  so  much ! — and  half  laughing,  but  more  in 
seriousness  than  in  mirth,  threw  her  arms  round  Agatha’s 
neck. 

“  Will  you  come,  dear  Agatha  ?  He  is  a  good  man,  and 
he  loves  you ;  and  we  will  all  live  near  together  and  be 
happy.” 

Three  short  scenes  to  conclude  my  story, 

It  is  little  more  than  a  year  since  Agatha  L’Estrange,  as 
shy  and  blushing  as  any  maiden — much  more  shy  than 
Phillis — laid  her  hand  in  Gilead’s,  with  the  confession,  half 
sobbed  out,  “  And  it  isn’t  a  mistake  you  are  making 
because  I  am  not  ruined  at  all.  It  is  only  you  and  these 
poor  children  and  Lawrence.” 

We  are  back  again  in  Empire  City.  It  is  the  early  fall, 
September.  The  yellow  leaves  clothe  all  the  forests  with 
brown  and  gold ;  the  sunlight  strikes  upon  the  peaks  and 
ridges  of  the  great  Sierra,  lights  up  the  broad  belt  of  wood, 
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making  shadows  blacker  than  night,  and  lies  along  the  grass- 
grown  streets  of  the  deserted  Empire  City.  Two  men 
in  hunting-dress  are  making  their  way  slowly  through  the 
grass  and  weeds  that  choke  the  pathway. 

“  Don’t  like  it,  Colqukoun,”  says  one  ;  “  more  ghostly  than 
ever.” 

They  push  on,  and  presently  the  foremost,  Ladds,  starts 
back  with  a  cry. 

“  What  is  it  ?  ”  asks  Colquhoun. 

They  push  aside  the  brambles,  and  behold  a  skeleton. 
The  body  has  been  on  its  knees,  but  now  only  the  bones  are 
left.  They  are  clothed  in  the  garb  of  the  celestial,  and  one 
side  of  the  skull  is  broken  in,  as  if  with  a  shot. 

“  It  must  be  my  old  friend  Achow,”  said  Colquhoun 
calmly.  “  See,  he’s  been  murdered.” 

In  the  dead  of  night  Ladds  awakened  Colquhoun. 

“  Can’t  help  it,”  he  said;  “very  sorry.  Ghosts  walking 
about  the  stairs.  Says  the  ghost  of  Achow  to  the  shade  of 
Leeching,  £  No  your  piecy  pidgin  makee  shootee  me.’  Don’t 
like  ghosts,  Colquhoun.” 

Next  morning  they  left  Empire  City.  Ladds  was  firm  in 
the  conviction  that  he  had  heard  and  seen  a  Chinaman’s 
ghost,  and  was  resolute  against  stopping  another  night  in 
the  place. 

Just  outside  the  town  they  made  another  discovery. 

“  Good  Lord  !  ”  cried  Ladds,  frightened  out  of  sobriety  of 
speech.  “  It  rains  skeletons.  Look  there;  he’s  beckoning  !  ” 

And,  to  be  sure,  before  them  was  raised,  with  finger  as  of 
invitation,  a  skeleton  hand. 

This,  too,  belonged  to  a  complete  assortment  of  human 
bones  clad  in  Chinese  dress.  By  its  side  lay  a  rusty  pistol. 
Lawrence  picked  it  up. 

“  By  Gad !  ”  he  said,  “  it’s  the  same  pistol  I  gave  to 
Leeching.  How  do  you  read  this  story,  Ladds  ?  ” 

Ladds  sat  down  and  replied  slowly.  He  said  that  he  nevel 
did  like  reading  ghost  stories,  and  since  the  apparition  of  the 
murdered  Achow,  the  night  before,  he  should  like  them  still 
less.  Ghost  stories,  he  said,  are  all  very  well  until  you  come 
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to  see  and  hear  a  ghost.  Now  that  he  had  a  ghost  story  of 
his  own — an  original  one  in  pigeon  English — he  did  not 
intend  ever  to  read  another.  Therefore  Colquhoun  must 
excuse  him  if  he  gave  up  the  story  of  Leeching’s  skeleton 
entirely  to  his  own  reading.  He  then  went  on  to  say  that 
he  never  had  liked  skeletons,  and  that  he  believed  Empire 
City  was  nothing  but  a  mouldy  old  churchyard  without  the 
church,  while,  as  a  cemetery,  it  wasn’t  a  patch  upon  High- 
gate.  And  the  mention  of  Highgate,  he  said,  reminded 
him  of  Phillis  ;  and  he  proposed  they  should  both  get  to 
Virginia,  and  call  upon  Jack  and  his  wife. 

All  this  took  time  to  explain ;  and  meanwhile  Lawrence 
was  poking  the  butt-end  of  his  gun  about  in  the  grass  to 
see  if  there  was  anything  more.  There  was  something- 
more.  It  was  a  bag  of  coarse  yellow  canvas,  tied  by  a  string 
round  what  had  been  the  waist  of  a  man.  Lawrence  cut  the 
string,  and  opened  the  bag. 

“We’re  in  luck,  Tommy.  Look  at  this.” 

It  was  the  gold  so  laboriously  scraped  together  by  the 
two  Chinamen,  which  had  caused,  in  a  manner,  the  death 
of  both. 

“  Lift  it,  Tommy.”  Colquhoun  grew  excited  at  his  find. 
“  Lift  it — there  must  be  a  hundred  and  fifty  ounces,  I 
should  think.  It  will  be  worth  four  or  five  hundred  pounds. 
Here’s  a  find  !  ” 

To  this  pair,  who  had  only  a  year  ago  chucked  away  their 
thousands,  the  luck  of  picking  up  a  bag  of  gold  appeared 
something  wonderful. 

“  Tommy,”  said  Colquhoun,  “  I  tell  you  what  we  will  do. 
We  will  add  this  little  windfall  to  what  Beck  would  call 
your  little  pile  and  my  little  pile.  And  we’ll  go  and  buy 
a  little  farm  in  Virginia,  too ;  and  we  will  live  there  close 
to  Jack  and  Phillis.  Agatha  will  like  it  too.  And  there’s 
capital  shooting.” 

Gabriel  Cassillis  and  his  wife  reside  at  Brighton.  The 
whole  of  the  great  fortune  being  lost,  they  have  nothing 
but  Victoria’s  settlement.  That  gives  them  a  small  income. 
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“  Enough  to  subsist  upon,”  Victoria  tells  her  friends.  The 
old  man — he  looks  very  old  and  fragile  now — is  wheeled 
about  in  a  chair  on  sunny  days.  When  he  is  not  being 
wheeled  about  he  plays  with  his  child,  to  whom  he  talks ; 
that  is,  pours  out  a  stream  of  meaningless  words,  because 
he  will  never  again  talk  coherently.  Victoria  is  exactly 
the  same  as  ever — cold,  calm,  and  proud.  Nor  is  there 
anything  whatever  in  her  manner  to  her  husband,  if  she 
accidentally  meet  him,  to  show  that  she  has  the  slightest 
sorrow,  shame,  or  repentance  for  the  catastrophe  she  brought 
about.  Joseph  Jagenal  is  working  the  great  Dyson  will 
case  for  them,  and  is  confident  that  he  will  get  the  testator’s 
intentions,  which  can  now  be  only  imperfectly  understood, 
set  aside,  when  Gabriel  Cassilis  will  once  more  become  com¬ 
paratively  wealthy. 

On  a  verandah  in  sunny  Virginia,  Agatha  Beck  sits 
quietly  working,  and  crooning  some  old  song  in  sheer  con¬ 
tent  and  peace  of  heart.  Presently  she  lifts  her  head  as 
she  hears  a  step.  That  smile  with  which  she  greets  her 
husband  shows  that  she  is  happy  in  her  new  life.  Gilead 
Beck  is  in  white,  with  a  broad  straw  hat,  because  it  is  in 
hot  September.  In  his  hand  he  has  a  letter. 

“Good  news,  wife;  good  news,”  he  says.  “Jack  and 
Phillis  are  coming  here  to-day,  and  will  stay  till  Monday. 
Will  be  here  almost  as  soon  as  the  note.  Baby  coming,  too.” 

“  Of  course,  Gilead,”  says  Agatha,  smiling  superior.  “  As 
if  the  dear  girl  would  go  anywhere  without  her  little  Philip. 

And  six  weeks  old  to-morrow.” 

(Everybody  who  has  appreciated  how  very  far  from  clever 
Jack  Dunquerque  was  will  be  prepared  to  hear  that  he  com¬ 
mitted  an  enormous  etymological  blunder  in  the  baptism  of 
his  boy,  whom  he  named  Philip,  in  the  firm  belief  that 
Philip  was  the  masculine  form  of  Phillis.) 

“  Here  they  come  !  Here  they  are !  ” 

Jack  comes  rattling  up  to  the  house  in  his  American  trap, 
jumps  out,  throws  the  reins  to  the  boy,  and  hands  out  his 
wife  with  the  child.  Kisses  and  greetings. 
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Phillis  seems,  at  first,  unchanged,  except  perhaps  that 
the  air  of  Virginia  has  made  her  sweet  delicacy  of  features 
more  delicate.  Yet  look  again,  and  you  find  that  she  is 
changed.  She  was  a  child  when  we  saw  her  first;  then  we 
saw  her  grow  into  a  maiden :  she  is  a  wife  and  a  mother 
now. 

She  whispers  her  husband. 

“All  right,  Phil  dear. — Beck,  you’ve  got  to  shut  your 
eyes  for  just  one  minute.  No,  turn  your  back  so.  Now 
you  may  look.” 

Phillis  has  hung  round  the  neck  of  her  unconscious  baby, 
by  a  golden  chain,  the  Golden  Butterfly.  It  seems  as  strong 
and  vigorous  as  ever ;  and  as  it  lies  upon  the  child’s  white 
dress,  it  looks  as  if  it  were  poised  for  a  moment’s  rest,  but 
ready  for  flight. 

“  That  Inseck  !  ”  said  Gilead  sentimentally.  “  Wal,  it’s 
given  me  the  best  thing  that  a  man  can  get” — he  took 
the  hand  of  his  wife — “  love  and  friendship.  You  are  wel¬ 
come,  Phillis,  to  all  the  rest,  provided  that  all  the  rest  does 
not  take  away  these.” 

“  Nay,”  she  said,  her  eyes  filling  with  the  gentle  dew  of 
happiness  and  content ;  “  I  have  all  that  I  want  for  myself. 
I  have  my  husband  and  my  boy — my  little,  little  Philip ! 
I  am  more  than  happy ;  and  so  I  give  to  tiny  Phil  all  the 
remaining  Luck  of  the  Golden  Butterfly.” 


THE  END. 
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HUMOUR,  WIT,  AND  SATIRE  OF  SEVENTEENTH  CENTURY  *  With  s',  r„  . 
ENGLISH  CARICATURE  AND  SATIRE  ON  NAPOLEON  THE  FIRST  hT  r  ,nStS- 
MODERN  STREET  BALLADS.  With  S7  Illustrations  1HE  FIRaT*  r'S  Illusts. 
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"RACTERIA,  YEAST  FUNGI,  AND  ALLIED  SPECIES,  A  SYNOPSIS 

■*"'  OP.  By  W.  B.  Grove,  B.A.  With  87  Illustrations,  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gd. 

BARDSLEY  (REV.  C.  W.),  WORKS  BY. 

ENGLISH  SURNAMES:  Their  Sources  and  Significations.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  7s.  6d. 
CURIOSITIES  OF  PURITAN  NOMENCLATURE.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

BARING  GOULD  (S.,  Author  of  "John  Herring,"  &c.),  NOVELS  BY. 

"Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gd.  each ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

_ RED  SPIDER. _ I  EVE. _ _ 

BARR  (ROBERT :  LUKE  SHARP),  STORIES  BY.  Cr.  8v0,  cl.,  3s.  6d.  ea. 

IN  A  STEAMER  CHAIR.  With  Frontispiece  and  Vignette  by  Demain  Hammond. 
FROM  WHOSE  BOURNE,  &c.  With  47  Illustrations. _ 

BARRETT  (FRANK),  NOVELS  BY. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each;  cloth,  2s.  6d.  each. 


FETTERED  FOR  LIFE. 

THE  SIN  OF  OLGA  ZASSOULICH. 
BETWEEN  LIFE  AND  DEATH. 
FOLLY  MORRISON.  |  HONEST  DAVIE. 
LITTLE  LADY  LINTON. 


A  PRODIGAL’S  PROGRESS. 

JOHN  FORD;  and  HIS  HELPMATE. 

A  RECOILING  VENGEANCE. 

LIEUT.  BARN  ABAS.  |  FOUND  GUILTY. 
FOR  LOVE  AND  HONOUR. 


THE  WOMAN  OF  THE  IRON  BRACELETS.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  Gd. _ _ 

BEACONSFIELD,  LORD.  By  T.  P.  O’Connor,  M.P.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  5s. 
BEAUCHAMP  (S).-GRANTLEY  GRANGE.  Post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s. 
BEAUTIFUL  PICTURES  BY  3RITISH  ARTISTS  :  A  Gathering  from 

the  Picture  Galleries,  engraved  on  Steel.  Imperial  4to,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edg'.s,  21s* 

BECHSTEIN  (LUDWIG).— AS  PRETTY  AS  SEVEN,  and  other  German 

Stories.  With  Additional  Tales  by  the  Brothers  Grimm,  and  98  Illustrations  by 
Richter.  Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Gs.  Gd. ;  gilt  edges,  7s.  Gd. 

B E S ANT  (W ALT ER),  N OV ELS  BY.  " 

Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  3s.  Gd.  each  ;  post  8vo.  illust.  bds.,  2s.  each  ;  cl.  limp,  2s.  Gd.  each. 
ALL  SORTS  AND  CONDITIONS  OF  MEN.  With  Illustrations  by  Fred.  Barnard. 
THE  CAPTAINS’  ROOM,  &c.  With  Frontispiece  by  E.  J.  Wheeler. 

ALL  IN  A  GARDEN  FAIR.  With  6  Illustrations  by  Harry  Furniss. 

DOROTHY  FORSTER.  With  Frontispiece  by  Charles  Green. 

UNCLE  JACK,  and  other  Stories.  |  CHILDREN  OF  GIBBON. 

THE  WORLD  WENT  VERY  WELL  THEN.  With  12  Illustrations  by  A.  Forestier. 
HERR  PAULUS:  His  Rise,  his  Greatness,  and  his  Fall. 

FOR  FAITH  AND  FREEDOM.  With  Illustrations  by  A.  Forestier  and  F.  Waddy 
TO  CALL  HER  MINE,  &c.  With  9  Illustrations  by  A.  Forestier. 

THE  BELL  OF  ST.  PAUL’S. 

THE  HOLY  ROSE,&c.  With  Frontispiece  bv  F.  Barnard. 

ARMOREL  OF  LYONESSE:  A  Romance  of  To-day.  With  12  Illusts  bvF  Barnard 
ST.  KATHERINE’S  BY  THE  TOWER.  With  12  page  Illustrations  by  C  Green 
VERBENA  CAMELLIA  STEPHANOTIS,  &c.  |  THE  IVORY  GATE-  A  Novel' 

THE  REBEL  QUEEN.  - 

BEYOND  THE  DREAMS  OF  AVARICE.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Gs. 

IN  DEACON’S  ORDERS,  &c.  With  Frontispiece.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s.  [May. 
FIFTY  YEARS  AGO.  With  144  Piates  ana  Wooacuts.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra  5s. 
THE  EULOGY  OF  RICHARD  JEFFERIES.  With  Portrait.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra  Gsl 
LONDON.  With  125  Illustrations.  New  Edition.  Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra  7s.  G<] 
8IR  RICHARD  WHITTINGTON.  Frontispiece.  Crown  8vo,  ait  linen,  3s.  Gd. 
GASPARD  DE  COLIGNY.  With  a  Portrait.  Crown  8vo,  art  linen  3s.  Gd. 

AS  WE  ARE  :  AS  WE  MAY  BE  :  Social  Essays.  Crown  8vo,  linen,  Gs.  r Shortly 
THE  ART  OF  FICTION.  Demy  8vo.  Is.  ’  *  lononiy 


BESANT  (WALTER)  AND  JAMES  RICE,  NOVELS  BY, - - 

Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex..  3s.  Gd.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s.  each ;  cl.  limp  2s.  Gd  each 

READY-MONEY  MORTIBOY.  BY  CELIA’S  ARBOUR. 

THE  CHAPLAIN  OF  THE  FLEET. 
THE  SEAMY  SIDE. 

THE  CASE  OF  MR.  LUCRAFT,  &c  " 
”TWAS  IN  TRAFALGAR’S  BaV,  Ac.  ' 
THE  TEN  YEARS’  TENANT.  &c 

V  There  is  also  a  LIBRARY  EDITION  of  the  above  Twelve  Volumes,  handsomely 
let  in  new  type  on  a  large  crown  8vo  page,  and  bound  in  cloth  extra,  Gs.  each  ■  and 
a  POPULAR  EDITION  of  THE  GOLDEN  BUTTERFLY,  medium  8vo,  6d.;  doth?  is. 


MY  LITTLE  GIRL. 

WITH  HARP  AND  CROWN. 
THIS  SON  OF  VULCAN. 
THE  GOLDEN  BUTTERFLY. 
THE  MONKS  OF  THELEMA. 
%  *  ' 


_ CHATTO  &  WINDUS,  PUBLISHERS,  PICCADILLY.  , 

BEERBOHM  (JULIUS). -WANDERINGS  IN  PATAGONIAT^TTife 

among  tbe  Ostrich  Hunters.  With  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  6d. 

BELLEW  (FRANK).— THE  ART  OF  AMUSING:  A ColTectionTofGrace: 

ful  Arts,  Games.  Tricks,  Puzzles,  and  Charades.  300  Illnsts.  Cr.8vo.cl. ex  4*4>ri 

BENNETT  (W.  C.,  LL.D.),  WORKS  BY.  Post  8vo,  cloth 

A  BALLAD  HISTORY  OP  ENGLAND.  |  SONGS  FOR  J5AIL0RS.  P  # 

BEWICK  (THOMAS)  AND  HIS  PUPILS.  By  Austin  Dobson.  With 

_ 95  Illustrations.  Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6$. 

BIERCE  (AMBROSE). — IN  THE  MIDST  OF  LIFE :  Tales  of  Soldiers 

and  Civilians.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

BILL  NYE’S  HISTORY  OF  THE  UNITED  STATES.  With '146  Illus¬ 
tration-'  by  F.  Oppf-r.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  «<l. 

BLACKBURN’S  (HENRY)  ART  HANDBOOKS^ 


ACADEMY  NOTES,  1875, 1877-86, 1889, 

1890,  1892-1895,  each  Is.  [May. 

ACADEMY  NOTES,  1875-79.  Complete 

in  One  Vol.,  with  600  Illusts.  Cloth,  6s. 

ACADEMY  NOTES,  1880-84.  Complete 

in  One  Vol.,  with  700  Illusts.  Cloth,  6s. 

GROSYENOR  NOTES,  1877.  6d. 
GROSYENOR  NOTES,  separate  years, 
from  1878-1890,  each  Is. 

GROSYENOR  NOTES,  Vol.  I.,  1877-82. 

With  700  Illusts.  Demy  8vo,  cloth,  6a. 

GROSYENOR  NOTES, Vol.  II.,  1883-87. 

With  300  Illusts.  Demy  8vo,  doth,  6s. 


THE  PARIS  SALON,  1894.  With  Facsimile  Sketches.  3s 


GROSYENOR  NOTES,  Vol.  III.,  1838-90. 

With  230  Illusts.  Demy  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

THE  NEW  GALLERY,  1888-1895.  With 
numerous  Illustrations,  each  Is.  {May. 

THE  NEW  GALLERY,  Vol.  I.,  1888  1892. 

With  250  Illustrations.  Demy  8vo,  cloth  6s 

ENGLISH  PICTURES  at  the  NATIONAL 

GALLERY.  With  114  Illustrations.  Is. 

OLD  MASTERS  AT  THE  NATIONAL 

GALLERY.  With  128  Illustrations.  Is.  6d. 

ILLUSTRATED  CATALOGUE  TO  THE 

NATIONAL  GALLERY.  242  Illusts.,  cl.,  3s. 


BLIND  (MATHILDE).  Poems  by.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s.  each, 

THE  ASCENT  OF  MAN. 

DRAMAS  IN  MINIATURE.  With  a  Frontispiece  by  Ford  Madox  Brown. 

SONGS  AND  SONNETS.  Fcap.  8vo,  vellum  and  gold. 

BOURNE  (R.  R.  FOX),  WORKS  BY.  — - 

ENGLISH  MERCHANTS:  Memoirs  in  Illustration  of  the  Progress  of  British  Com¬ 
merce.  With  numerous  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  G<1. 
ENGLISH  NEWSPAPERS:  The  Historvof  Journalism.  Two  Vols..demy8vo  cl  25s. 
THE  OTHER  SIDE  OF  THE  EMIN  PASHA  RELIEF  EXPEDITION.  Cr.  8vo.  «s. 

BOWERS  (GEORGE).— LEAVES  FROM  A  HUNTING  JOURNAL 

Oblong  folio,  half-bound,  21s. 

BOYLE  (FREDERICK),  WORKS  BY.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
CHRONICLES  OF  NO-MAN’S  LAND.  |  CAMP  NOTES.  |  SAVAGE  LIFE. 

BRAND  (JOHN).— OBSERVATIONS  0N~P0PULAR  ANTIQUITIES; 

chiefly  illustrating  the  Origin  of  our  Vulgar  Customs,  Ceremonies,  and  Superstitions. 
With  the  Additions  of  Sir  Henry  Ellis,  and  Illusts.  Or,  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  <>«1. 

BREWER  (REV.  DR.),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  READER’S  HANDBOOK  OF  ALLUSIONS,  REFERENCES,  PLOTS,  AND 
.STORIES.  Seventeenth  Thousand.  Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d, 
AUTHORS  AND  THEIR  WORKS,  WITH  THE  DATES:  Being  the  Appendices  to 
“  The  Reader’s  Handbook,”  separately  printed.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  limp.  2s. 

A  DICTIONARY  OP  MIRACLES.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

BREWSTER  (SIR  DAVID),  WORKS  BY.  Post  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  4s.  6d.  each. 
MORE  WORLDS  THAN  ONE:  Creed  of  Philosopher  and  Hope  of  Christian.  Plates. 
THE  MARTYRS  OP  SCIENCE:  Galileo, Tycho  Brahe,  and  Kepler.  With  Portraits. 
LETTERS  ON  NATURAL  MAGIC.  With  numerous  Illustrations. 

BRILLAT-SAVARIN. -GASTRONOMY  AS  A  FINETHtT  Translated 

by  R.  E.  Anderson,  M.A.  Post  8vo,  half-bound,  2s. 

BURTON  (RICHARD  F.).— THE  BOOK  OF  THE  SWORD!  With 

over  400  Illustrations.  Demy  4to,  cloth  extra,  32s. 

BURTON  (ROBERT).— THE  ANATOMY  OF  MELANCHOLY.  With 

Translations  of  the  Quotations.  Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Oil. 

MELANCHOLY  ANATOMISED.  Abridgment  of  Burton’s  Anat.  Post  8ve,  2s,  6d* 


CHATTO  &  WINDUS,  PUBLISHERS,  PICCADILLY. 


BRET  HARTE,  WORKS  BY.  .... 

BRET  HARTE’S  COLLECTED  WORKS.  Arranged  and  Revised  by  the  Author. 
LIBRARY  EDITION.  In  Eight  Volumes,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  (is.  each. 
Vol.  I.  Complete  Poetical  and  Dramatic  Works.  With  Steel  Portrait. 

Vol.  II.  Luck  of  Roaring  Camp— Eohemian  Papers — American  Legends. 

Vol.  III.  Tales  of  the  Argonauts — Eastern  Sketches. 

Vol.  IV.  Gabriel  Conroy.  |  Vol.  V,  Stories— Condensed  Novels,  &c. 

Vol.  VI.  Tales  of  the  Pacific  Slope. 

Vol.  VII.  Tales  of  the  Pacific  Slope— II.  With  Portrait  by  John  Pettie,  R.A, 
Vol. VIII.  Tales  of  the  Pine  and  the  Cypress. 

THE  SELECT  WORKS  OF  BRET  HARTE,  in  Prose  and  Poetry.  With  Introductory 
Essay  by  J.  M.  Bellf.w.  Portrait  of  Author,  and  50  Illusts.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex..  7s.  (id. 
BRET  HARTE’S  POETICAL  WORKS.  Hand-made  paper  &  buckram.  Cr.8vo,  4s.(i«l. 
THE  QUEEN  OF  THE  PIRATE  ISLE.  With  28  original  Drawings  by  Katb 
Greenaway,  reproduced  in  Colours  by  Edmund  Evans.  Small  4to, cloth,  5s. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  (id.  each  ;  post  8vo,  picture  boards,  3s.  each. 

A  WAIF  OF  THE  PLAINS.  With  60  Illustrations  by  Stanley  L.  Wood. 

A  WARD  OF  THE  GOLDEN  GATE.  With  59  Illustrations  by  Stanley  L.  Wood. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  (id.  each. 

A  SAPPHO  OF  GREEN  SPRINGS,  &c.  With  Two  Illustrations  by  Hume  Nisbet. 
COLONEL  STARBOTTLE’S  CLIENT,  AND  SOME  OTHER  PEOPLE.  Frontisp. 
SUSY :  A  Novel.  With  Frontispiece  and  Vignette  by  J.  A.  Christie. 

SALLY  DOWS,  &c.  With  47  Illustrations  by  W.  D.  Almond,  &c. 

A  PROTEGEE  OF  JACK  HAMLIN’S.  With  26  Illustrations  by  W.  Small,  &c. 
THE  BELL-RINGER  OF  ANGEL’S,  &c.  39  Illusts.  by  Dudley  Hardy,  &c. 
CLARENCE  :  A  Story  of  the  War.  With  Illustrations.  [ Shortly . 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 

GABRIEL  CONROY.  |  THE  LUCK  OF  ROARING  CAMP,  &c. 

AN  HEIRESS  OF  RED  DOG,  &c.  |  CALIFORNIAN  STORIES. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each;  cloth  limp,  3s.  (id.  each. 

FLIP.  |  MARUJA. _ |  A  PHYLLIS  OF  THE  SIERRAS. 

Fcap.  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is.  each. 

SNOW-BOUND  AT  EAGLE’S.  |  JEFF  BRIGGS’S  LOVE  STORY. 

BRYDGES  (HAROLD).— UNCLE  SAM  AT  HOME.  Post  8vo,  illus- 

trated  boards.  3s. ;  cloth  limp,  3s.  (id. 

BUCHANAN  (ROBERT),  WORKS  BY.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  (5s.  each. 
SELECTED  POEMS  OF  ROBERT  BUCHANAN.  With  Frontispiece  by  T.  Dalziel. 
THE  EARTHQUAKE;  or,  Six  Days  and  a  Sabbath. 

THE  CITY  OF  DREAM  :  An  Epic  Poem.  With  Two  Illustrations  by  P.  Macnab. 
THE  WANDERING  JEW :  A  Christmas  Carol.  Second  Edition. 

THE  OUTCAST:  A  Rhyme  for  the  Time.  With  15  Illustrations  by  Rudolf  Blind, 
Peter  Macnab,  and  Hume  Nisbet.  Small  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ss. 
ROBERT  BUCHANAN’S  COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS.  With  Steel-plate  Por¬ 
trait.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  (id.  each;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each 


THE  SHADOW  OF  THE  SWORD. 
A  CHILD  OF  NATURE.  Frontispiece. 
GOD  AND  THE  MAN.  With  11  Illus¬ 
trations  by  Fred.  Barnard. 

THE  MARTYRDOM  OF  MADELINE. 
With  Frontispiece  by  A.  W.  Cooper. 


LOVE  ME  FOR  EVER.  Frontispiece. 
ANNAN  WATER.  |  FOXGLOVE  MANOR. 
THE  NEW  ABELARD. 

MATT  :  A  Story  of  a  Caravan.  Frontisp 
THE  MASTER  OF  THE  MINE.  Front 
THE  HEIR  OF  LINNE. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  (id.  each. 

WOMAN  AND  THE  MAN. _ I  RED  AND  WHITE  HEATHER. 

RACHEL  DENE.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  (id.  [Sept 

LADY  KILPATRICK.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  (is.  [Shortly. 

THE  CHARLATAN.  By  Robert  Buchanan  and  Henry  Murray.  Two  Vols. 
crown  8vo,  3  Os.  net. 


CAINE  (T.  HALL),  NOVELS  BY.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  (id.  each- 

w  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  3s.  (id.  each 

SHADOW  OF  A  CRIME.  |  A  SON  OF  HAGAR.  |  THE  DEEMSTER 

CAMERON  (COMMANDER  V.  LOVETT). —THE'CRUISE  0F~THE 

“BLACK  PRINCE”  PRIVATEER.  Post 8vo.  picture  boards  3s. 

CAMERON  (MRS.  H.  LOVETT),  NOVELS  BYTg^t  s^Tui^tbds.-  3,.each 

JULIET’S  GUARDIAN. _  I  DECEIVERS  EVER! 

CARLYLE  (JANE  WELSH),  LIFE  OF.  By  Mrs.  Alexander  Ireland. 

With  Portraitana  Facsimile  Letter.  Small  demy  8vo,  doth  extra,  7».  (id. 


CHATTO  &  WINDUS,  PUBLISHERS,  PICCADILLY. 


CAfoLRRpfp^^°^^lSS  the  CHOICE  of  BOOKS!  Post  Svo,  is  6d 

CORRESPONDENCE  OP  THOMAS  CARLYLE  ANDR.  W.  EMERSON  ifm  in™ 

rTTrT— Edited  by  C,  E.  Norton  With  Portrait...  Two  Vols.  cro wn  Svo  clod,  24 J 

CHAPMAN’S  (GEORGE)  WORKS.— Vol.  I„  Plays.-vHI^LTPoi^i^d 

thn1?'?'”  7ra°iSJJ J10ns>  With  Essay  by  A.  C.  Swinburne. — Vol.  Ill  Translations  of 
_ the  Iliad  and  Odyssey.  Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  <is.  each  ^stations  of 

CKAPPLE  (J.  MITCHELL). -THE  M I N  0  R  C  H  OR  D  fA  S  t  orV  “of  a 

_ fir*ma  Donna.  Crown  8vo(  art  linen,  3s*  Gd.  ^ 

Aw)t^NDn  J:T?ACKS0N-  -  A'TREATiSE'ON  WOOD 

- bJ<CKAVING.  \V1th  450  fine  Illustrations.  Large  4to,  half-leather,  28s. 

CHAUCER  FOR  CHILDREN  :  A  Golden  Key.  By  Mrs.  H.  R.  HaweisT 

CHAUCER' FOR  SCHdoLS^R30^00^^'^  SmaU  4‘0’  C,0th  extra-  3s*  G'1- 
__CMAUCLK  FOR  jCHOOLS.  By  Mrs.  H  R.  Haweis.  Deray 8vo.  cloth  limp,  2s.  0,1. 

LxiESS  BOOKS. 

*NP  PRACTICE  OP  CHESS.  Wifh  an  Analysis  of  the  Openings. 
rruipMT«?nDEm«?,L^ENT0N'  Edited  by  R.  B.  Wormald.  Crown  8vo  cloth  !%s  n 

THEB?IFNKRYouNGIand  fV0  prESS:  A  Treat!se  »»  the  Deployment  of  the  Fo)c’es. 

- _ oy  F.  K..  young  and  E.  C.  Howell. _ Long  icap.  fjvo,  cloth,  2s.  Gtl. 

CLARE  (A.),  FOR  THE  LOVE  OF  A  LASS.  Post8vo,  2s.  ;  cl.,  2s.  6d 
CLIVE  (MRS,  ARCHESL  NOVELS  BY.  Post  Svo,  illnst.  boards  2s.  each 

_ PAUL  FERROLL.  |  WHY  PAUL  FERROLL  KILLED  HIS  wife 

CLODD  (EDWARD,  F.R.A.S^MYTHS  AND  DREAM S7  ATrA  ™ . As m<T. 
COBBAN  (J.  MACLAREN),  NOVELS  BYT - " 

SOULS.  Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  2s. 

THE  BUR DFUNLn PNt's kb  *7“  r°'  cU  *xtra’,3*-  6<K  i  Post  8™.  illustrated  bds. 
_liiL  BURDEN  OP  ISABEL.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  G<1. 


2s. 


00 known  iJ°HN)-— FLAYERS  AND  PLAYWRIGHTS  I  HAVE 

KNOWN.  Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth,  24s. 


Is.  6d. 


COLERIDGE  (M.  E.)  — SEVEN  SLEEPERS  OF  EPHESUS! 

COLLINS  (C.  ALLSTON).— THE  BAR  SINISTER!  PosTsToT 2r 
COLLINS  (JOHN  CHURTON.  M.A.),  BOOKS^Y! - - - 

ILLUSTRATIONS  OF  TENNYSON  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

JONATHAN  SWIFT  :  A  Biographical  and  Critical  Study.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  8s. 


_ _ _ _ _  ~  ^  ~~i - —  — we.  uwiiovu,  L 

COLLINS  (MORTIMER  AND  FRAN CE S  X~N 0 V ELSB Y! 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  18s.  0,1.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards  2s.  each 

FROM  MIDNIGHT  TO  MIDNIGHT.  |  BLACKSMITH  AND  SCHOLAR 
TRANSMIGRATION.  |  YOU  PLAY  ME  FALSE.  |  A  VILLAGE  COMEDY. 


SWEET  ANNE  PAGE. 


Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  2s.  each. 

FIGHT  WITH  FORTUNE.  |  SWEET  &  TWENTY.  |  FRANCES. 


COLLINS  (WILKIE),  NOVELS  BYT 

3iVA<i,e^ch  ;  •po?t  8vo'  illust-  bds.,2s.  each;  cl.  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
ANTONINA.  With  a  Frontispiece  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A. 

BASIL.  Illustrated  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A.,  and  J.  Mahoney. 

HIDE  AND  SEEK.  Illustrated  by  Sir  Iohn  Gilbert,  R. A.,  and),  Mahoney. 
AFTER  DARK.  Illustrations  by  A.  B.  Houghton.  I  THE  TWO  DESTINIES. 
THE  DEAD  SECRET.  With  a  Frontispiece  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A. 

QUEEN  OF  HEARTS.  With  a  Frontispiece  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A 
mE|i«»ANmSwi|iITE‘  Wit!!  Illusts.  by  Sir  J.  Gilbert,  R. A.,  and  F.' A.  Fraser. 
NO  NAME.  With  Illustrations  by  Sir  J.  E.  Millais,  R.A.,  and  A.  W.  Cooper 
MY  MISCELLANIES.  With  a  Steel-plate  Portrait  of  Wilkie  Collins 
ARMADALE.  With  Illustrations  by  G.  H.  Thomas. 

THE  MOONSTONE.  With  Illustrations  by  G.  Du  MAURiERand  F  A  Fraser 
MAN  AND  WIFE.  With  Illustrations  by  William  Small.  ASER' 

POOR  MISS  FINCH.  Illustrated  by  G.  Du  Maurier  and  Edward  Hughes 
MISS  OR  MRS.?  With  Illusts.  by  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A.,  and  Henry  Woods  A  R  A 
THE  NEW  MAGDALEN.  Illustrated  by  G.  Du  Maurier  and  C  S  Reinhardt 

THE  FROZEN  DEEP.  Illustrated  by  G.  Du  Maurier  and  J  Mahoney 
THE  LAW  AND  THE  LADY.  Illusts.  by  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A.  and  Sydney  Hall 
THE  HAUNTED  HOTEL.  Illustrated  bv  Arthur  Hopkins  anQ  ayDNEY  WALL’ 


THE  FALLEN  LEAVES. 
JEZEBEL’S  DAUGHTER. 
THE  BLACK  ROBE. 


HEART  AND  SCIENCE. 

“I  SAY  NO.” 

-  A  ROGUE’S  LIFE. 

BLIND  LOVE.  With  Preface  by  Walter  Bbsant,  and 'illusts.  by  A.  ForestiekT 
THE  WOMAN  IN  WHITE.  Popular  Edition.  Medium  8vo,  Oil. ;  cloth  4s. 


THE  EYIL  GENIUS. 
LITTLE  NOVELS. 

THE  LEGACY  OF  CAIN. 
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CHATTO  &  WINDUS,  PUBLISHERS,  PICCADILLY. 


COLMAN’S  (GEORGE)  HUMOROUS  WORKS:  “Broad  Grins,”  “My 

Nightgown  and  Slippers,”  &c.  With  Life  and  Frontis.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  7s.  Gd. 

COLQUHOUN  (M.  J.).-EVERY  INCH  A  SOLDIER  :  A  Novel.  Post 

8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3». 


CONVALESCENT  COOKERY:  A  Family  Handbook. 

Ryan.  Crown  8vo,  Is,;  cloth  limp.  Is. 


By  Catherine 


CONWAY  (MONCURE  D.),  WORKS  BY. 

DEMONOLOGY  AND  DEYIL-LORE.  65  Illustrations.  Two  Vols.  8vo,  cloth,  2S*. 
GEORGE  WASHINGTON’S  RULES  OF  CIVILITY.  Fcap.  8vo,  Jap.  vellum,  2s.  6d. 

COOK  (DUTTON),  NOVELS  BY. 

PAUL  FOSTER’S  DAUGHTER.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  3s.  6d, ;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards, 2s. 

LEO.  Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

COOPER  (EDWARD  H.)— GEOFFORY  HAMILTON.  Cr.  8vo,  3s.  6d. 

CORNWALL.— POPULAR  ROMANCES  OF  THE  WEST  OF  ENG- 

LAND  ;  or,  The  Drolls,  Traditions,  and  Superstitions  of  Old  Cornwall.  Collected 
bv  Robert  Hunt,  F.R.S.  Two  Steel-plates  bv  Geo. Cruikshank.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  7s.  0«1. 

COTlsTV.  CECIL).— TWO  GIRLS  ON  A  BARGE.  With  44  IlTIs"tFa- 

tions  bv  F.  H.  Townsend.  Post  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  Gd. 

CRADDOCK  (C.  EGBERT))  STORIES  BY. 

PROPHET  OF  THE  GREAT  SMOKY  MOUNTAINS.  Post8vo,il!ustrated  boards.  3s. 
HiS  VANISHED  STAR.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gd. 

CRELL1N  i (H7”N.),  BOOKS- BY.  - 

ROMANCES  of  the  OLD  SERAGLIO.  28  Illusts.  by  S.  L.  Wood.  Cr.  8vo,cl.  3s.  Cd. 
THE  NAZARENES:  A  Drama.  Crown  8vo,  Js. 


CRIM  (MATT.).— ADVENTURES  OF  A  FAIR  REBEL.  Crown  8vo, 

cloth  extra,  with  a  Frontispiece,  3s.  Gd.  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

CROKER  (MRS.  B.  M.),  NOVELS  BY.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3a.  6d, 

each ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3a.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  3a.  Gd.  each. 

PRETTY  MISS  NEVILLE.  |  DIANA  BARRINGTON. 

A  BIRD  OF  PASSAGE.  I  PROPER  PRIDE. 

A  FAMILY  LIKENESS. _ |  “TO  LET.” 

JERVIS.  Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  j  I6a.  net. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  Gd. 


MR.  JERVIS.  Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  I 

VILLAGE  TALES  AND  JUNGLE  TRAGEDIES. 


CRUIKSHANK’S  COMIC  ALMANACK.  Complete  in  Two  SeriesI 

The  First  trom  1835  to  1843;  the  Second  from  1S44  to  1853.  A  Gathering  of 
the  Best  Humour  ot  Thackeray,  Hood,  Mayhew,  Albert  Smith  A’Becke-tt 
Robert  Brough,  &c.  With  numerous  Steel  Engravings  and  Woodcuts  by  CruikI 
shank,  Hine,  Landells,  &c.  Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt  7s.  Gd  Par-h 
THE  LIFE  OF  GEORGE  CRUIKSHANK.  By  Blanchard  Jerrold  Whh  84 
Illustrations  and  a  Bibliography  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra  Gs  ' 

CUMMING  (C.  F.  GORDON),  WORKS  BY.  Demy  8vo,  cl.'ex.,  8a.  Gd.  each 
IN  THE  HEBRIDES.  With  Autotype  Facsimile  and  23  Illustrations 
IN  THE  HIMALAYAS  AND  ON  THE  INDIAN  PLAINS.  With  42  Illustrations 
TWO  HAPPY  YEARS  IN  CEYLON.  With  28  Illustrations.  lustrations. 

_ VIA  CORNWALL  TO  EGYPT.  With  Photogravure  Frontis.  Demy8vo  cl  7s  Gd 

CUSSANS  (JOHN  E.).-A  HANDBOOK  OF  HERALDRY  with'  Ini 

ctrnpfinnc  tn  r  rT">  rtw'inrr  PnJmrnno  sn/1  _ a  . .  " 


structions  for  Tracing  Pedigrees  and  Deciphering  Ancient  MSS.,  &c.  ;  408  Woodcuts 
and  2  Coloured  Plates.  Fourth  edition,  revised,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra*  6s. 


CYPLES(W.)— HEARTS  of  GOLD7~Cr.8vo,cl.  ,3s.6d.;  post8vo,bds.,2s. 
QANIEL  (GEORGE).— MERRIE  ENGLAND  IN  THE  OLDEN  TIME 

With  Illustrations  by  Robert  Cruikshank.  Crown  8vo  cloth  extra  3s  Gd 

DAUDET  (ALPHONSE).— THE  EVANGELlSTf  or,  PortkCv^T 

_ Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3a.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

DAVIDSON  (HUGH  COLEM  AN ).  —MR^S  ADLER’S  DAUGHTERS" 

With  a  Frontispiece  by  Stanley  Wood.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra  3s  Gd 

DAVIES  (DR.  N.  E.  Y0RKE-),  WORKSHTYTcr  8vo,  is. ea  ■  cr8‘s  TChTT 
ONE  THOUSAND  MEDICAL  MAXIMS  AND  SURGICAL  HINTS  "  1  6d 

NURSERY  HINTS:  A  Mother’s  Guide  in  Health  and  Disease 

FOODS  I-OR  THE  FAT:  A  Treatise  on  Corpulency,  and  a  Dietary  for  its  fur. 

AIDS  TO  LONG  LIFE,  Crown  bvo,  3#. ;  cloth  limp,  3»«  Gd. 


CHATTO  &  WINDUS,  PUBLISHERS,  PICCADILLY. 
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DAVIES’  (SIR  JOHN)  COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS.  Collected 

and  Edited,  with  Memorial-Introduction  and  Notes,  by  the  Rev.  A.  B.  Grosart,  D.D. 
_  Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  boards,  12s. 

DAWSONTeRASMUS,  M.B.).— THE  FOUNTAIN  OF  YOUTH.  Crown 

8vo,  cloth  extra,  3*.  6<l. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  Us. 

DE  GUERIN  (MAURICE),  THE  JOURNAL  OF.  Edited  by  G.  S. 

Trebutien.  With  a  Memoir  by  Sainte-Beuve.  Translated  from  the  20th  French 
Edition  by  Jessie  P.  Frothingham,  Fcap,  8vo,  half-bound,  G«S. 

DE  MAISTRE  (XAVIER). -A  JOURNEY  ROUND  MY  ROOM.  Trans- 

_  lated  by  Henry  Attwell.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  Us.  (Sri. 

DE  MILLE  (JAMES).— A  CASTLE  ”lN SPAIN.  With  a  Frontispiece. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gd.?  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards, 

DERBY  (THE)!— THE  BLUE  RIBBON  OF  THE  TURF.  With  Brief 

Accounts  of  The  Oaks.  By  Louis  Henry  Curzon.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  limp,  Us.  <»«!. 

DERWENT  (LEITH),  NOVELS  BY.  Cr.8vo,cl.,  3«.6«l.  ea.;  post  8vo,bds.,Us.ea. 
OUR  LADY  OF  TEARS. _ 1  CIRCE’S  LOVERS. _ 

DEWAR  (T.  R.).— A  RAMBLE  ROUND  THE  GLOBE.  With  220 

Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6.1. 

DICKENS  (CHARLESTnOVELS  BYT  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  2*.  each. 

SKETCHES  BY  BOZ.  |  NICHOLAS  NICKLEBY.  |  OLIVER  TWIST. 

THE  SPEECHES  OF  CHARLES  DICKENS,  1841-1870.  With  a  New  Bibliography 
Edited  by  Richard  Herne  Shepherd.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  Gs. 

ABOUT  ENGLAND  WITH  DICKENS.  By  Alfred  Rimmer.  With  57  Illustrations 
by  C.  A.  Vanderhoof,  Alfred  Rimmer,  and  others.  Sq.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Gd. 

DICTIONARIES. 

A  DICTIONARY  OF  MIRACLESi  Imitative,  Realistic,  and  Dogmatic.  By  the  Rev. 

E.  C.  Brewer,  LL.D.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ys.  6.1. 

THE  READER’S  HANDBOOK  OF  ALLUSIONS,  REFERENCES,  PLOTS,  AND 
STORIES.  By  the  Rev.E.  C.  Brewer,  LL.D.  With  an  English  Bibliography. 
Seventeenth  Thousand.  Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra  ys.  6d. 

AUTHORS  AND  THEIR  WORKS,  WITH  THE  DATES.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  limp,  Us. 
FAMILIAR  SHORT  SAYINGS  OF  GREAT  MEN.  With  Historical  and  Explana¬ 
tory  Notes.  Bv  Samuel  A.  Bent,  A  M.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  7s.  6.1. 
SLANG  DICTIONARY :  Etymological,  Historical,  and  Anecdotal.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  6s.  6.1. 
WOMEN  OF  THE  DAY:  A  Biographical  Dictionary.  By  F.  Hays.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  5s. 
WORDS,  FACTS,  AND  PHRASES:  A  Dictionary  of  Curious,  Quaint,  and  Out-ol- 
the-Way  Matters.  By  Eliezer  Edwards.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ys.  6.1. 


DIDEROT.-THE  PARADOX  OF  ACTING.  Translated,  with  Notes, 

by  Walter  Herries  Pollock.  With  a  Pretace  by  Henry  Irving.  Crown  8vo, 
parchment,  4s.  6.1. 

DOBSON^ (AUSTIN),  WORKS  BY. 

THOMAS  BEWICK  &  HIS  PUPILS.  With  95  Illustrations.  Squaie  8vo,  cloth.  Gs. 
FOUR  FRENCHWOMEN.  With  4  Portraits.  Crown  8vo,  buckram,  gilt  top,  Gs. 
EIGHTEENTH  CENTURY  VIGNETTES.  Two  Series.  Cr.  8vo,  buckram,  Gs.  each. 

DOBSON  (W.  T.)-POETICAL  INGENUITIES  AND  ECCENTRICI- 

TIES.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  Gd. 


DONOVAN  (DICK),  DETECTIVE  STORIES  BY. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  Us.  each;  cloth  limp,  Us.  6.1.  each. 


THE  MAN-HUNTER.  |  WANTED! 
CAUGHT  AT  LAST! 

TRACKED  AND  TAKEN. 

WHO  POISONED  HETTY  DUNCAN? 
SUSPICION  AROUSED. 


A  DETECTIVE’S  TRIUMPHS. 

IN  THE  GRIP  OF  THE  LAW. 

FROM  INFORMATION  RECEIVED. 
LINK  BY  LINK.  I  DARK  DEEDS. 
THE  LONG  ARM  OF  THE  LAW.  [ Shortly . 


Crown  8vo.  cloth,  3s.  6.1.  each  ;  post  8vo,  boards,  Us.  each  ;  cloth,  Us.  6.1.  each. 
THE  MAN  FROM  MANCHESTER.  With  23  Illustrations. 

TRACKED  TO  DOOM.  With  6  full-page  Illustrations  by  Gordon  Browne. 


DOYLE  (A.  CONAN).— THE  FIRM  OF  GIRDLESTONE :  A  Romance 

of  the  Unromantic.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6<i. 


8  CHATTO  &  WINDUS,  PUBLISHERS,  PICCADILLY. 

DRAMATISTS,  THETOLB.  With  Vignette  Portraits.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  tin.  per  Vol. 
BEN  JONSON’S  WORKS.  With  Notes  Critical  and  Explanatory,  and  a  Bio¬ 
graphical  Memoir  by  Wm.  Gifford.  Edited  by  Col.  Cunningham.  Three  Vols. 
CHAPMAN’S  WORKS.  Complete  in  Three  Vols.  Vol.  I.  contains  the  Plays 
complete;  Vol.  II.,  Poems  and  Minor  Translations,  with  an  Introductory  Essay 
by  A.  C.  Swinburne  ;  Vol.  III.,  Translations  of  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey. 
MARLOWE’S  WORKS.  Edited,  with  Notes,  by  Col.  Cunningham.  One  Vol. 
MASSINGER’S  PLAYS.  From  Gifford’s  Text.  Edit  by  Col. Cunningham.  OneVoI. 

DUNCAN  (SARA  JEANNETTE  :  Mrs.  Everard  Cotes),  WORKS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  (id.  each. 

A  SOCIAL  DEPARTURE:  How  Orthodocia  and  1  Went  round  the  World  by  Our¬ 
selves.  With  m  Illustrations  by  F.  H.  Townsend. 

AN  AMERICAN  GIRL  IN  LONDON.  With  8o  Illustrations  bv  F.  H.  Townsend. 
THE  SIMPLE  ADVENTURES  OF  A  MEMSAHIB.  Illustrated  by  F.  H.  Townsend. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  (id.  each. 

A  DAUGHTER  OP  TO-DAY.  |  VERNON’S  AUNT.  47  Illusts.  by  Hal  Hurst. 

DYER  (T.  F.  THISELTON,  M.A.).— THE  FOLK-LORE  OF  PLANTS. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 

EARLY  ENGLISH  POETS.  Edited,  with  Introductions  and  Annota- 

^  tions,  bv  Rev.  A.  B.Grosart,  D.D.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  boards,  Os.  per  Volume. 
FLETCHER’S  (GILES)  COMPLETE  POEMS.  One  Vol. 

DAVIES’  (SIR  JOHN)  COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS.  Two  Vols. 
HERRICK’S  (ROBERT)  COMPLETE  COLLECTED  POEMS.  Three  Vols. 
SIDNEY’S  (SIR  PHILIP)  COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS.  Three  Vols. 

EDGCUMBE  (E.  R.  PEARCE).—  ZEPHYRUS  :  A  Holiday  in  Brazil  and 

on  the  River  Plate.  With  41  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

EDTSONTTHE  LIFE  &  INVENTIONS  OF  THOMAS  A .  By  W .  K.  L.  and 

A.  Dickson.  With  200  Illustrations  by  R.  F.  Outcalt,  &c.  Demy  4to,  cloth  gilt,  18s. 

EDWARDES“(MRS.'ANNIE)7  NOVELS  BY” 

A  POINT  OF  HONOUR.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

ARCHIE  LOVELL.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d«  ;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s, 

EDWARDS  (ELIEZER).— WORDS, ~FACTS,  AND  PHRASES :  A 

Dictionary  of  Quaint  Matters.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  $>«!. 

EDWARDS^.  BETHAM-YNOVELS  BY. 

KITTY.  Post  8vo,  Js.;  cloth,  2s.  (id.  |  FELICIA.  Post  8vo,  2s. 

EGERTON  (REV.  J.  C . ).  — S  U  S  S  EXFOLK  AND~S  US  SEX  WAYS. 

With  Introduction  by  Rev.  Dr.  H.  Wace,  and  4  Illustrations.  Cr.  8vo, cloth  ex,,  ffs. 

EGGLESTON  (EDWARD). — ROXY  :  A  Novel.  Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.  ,2s. 
ENGLISHMAN’S  HOUSE,  THE:  A  Practical  Guide  to  all  interested  in 

Selecting  or  Building  a  House;  with  Estimates  of  Cost,  Quantities,  &c.  By  C.  J. 
Richardson.  With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  600  Illusts.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  7s.  (id. 

EWALD  (ALEX.  CHARLES,  F.S.A.),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  LIFE  AND  TIMES  OF  PRINCE  CHARLES  STUART,  Count  of  Albany 

(The  Young  Pretender).  With  a  Portrait.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  (id. 
STORIES  FROM  THE  STATE  PAPERS.  With  an  Autotype.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  (is. 

EYEST  OUR  r  How  to  Preserve  T'hem  from  Infancy  to  Old  Age.  By 
John  Browning,  F.R. A. S.  With  70  Illusts.  Twenty-fourth  Thousand.  Cr.  8vo,  Is. 

FAMILIAR  SHORT  SAYINGS  OF  GREAT  MEN.  By  Samuel  Arthur 

A  Bent,  A.M.  Fifth  Edition,  Revised  and  Enlarged.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  (id. 

FARADAY  (MICHAEL),  WORKS  BY.  PostSvo,  doth  extra,  Is.  (id.  each. 

THE  CHEMICAL  HISTORY  OF  A  CANDLE:  Lectures  delivered  before  a  Juvenile 
Audience.  Edited  by  William  Crookf.s.  F.C.S.  With  numerous  Illustrations 
ON  THE  VARIOUS  FORCES  OF  NATURE,  AND  THEIR  RELATIONS  TO 
EACH  OTHER.  Edited  by  William  Crookes,  FJ.C.S.  With  Illustrations 

FARRER  (J.  ANSON),  WORKS  BY.  :  ' 

MILITARY  MANNERS  AND  CUSTOMS.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  (is. 

WAR :  Three  Essays,  reprinted  from  “  Military  Manners.”  Cr.  8vo.  J  s.  •  cl  ,  Is.  (id. 

FINN  (GTMANVILLE),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  doth  extra,  3s.  (»<!.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each 

THE  NEW  MISTRESS.  _ I  WITNESS  TO  THE  DEED. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  (id.  each. 

THE  TTO.KR  LILY  :  Tale  of  Two  Passions.  I  THE  WHITE  VTPOTN. 


CHATTO  &  WINDUS,  PUBLISHERS,  PICCADILLY. 


FIN-BEC.— THE  CUPBOARD  PAPERS;.  Observations  on  the  Art  of 

Living  and  Dining.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  4><1» _ _ _ _  _ _ - 

FIREWORKS,  THE  COMPLETE  ART  OF  MAKING ;  or,  The  Pyro¬ 

technist’s  Treasury.  By  Thomas  Kentish.  With  267  Illustrations.  Cr.  8vo,  cl„ 


FIRST  BOOK  MY  By  Walter  Besant,  James  Payn,  W.  Clark  Rus¬ 
sell,  Grant  Allen,  Hall  Caine,  George  R.  Sims,  Rudyard  Kiting,  A^Co^an 
Doyle,  M.  E.  Braddon,  F.  W.  Robinson,  H.  Rider  Haggard,  R.  M.  Ballantyne, 
I.  Zangyvill,  Morley  Roberts,  D.  Christie  Murray,  Marie  Corelli,  J.  K. 
Jerome,  John  Strange  Winter,  Bret  Harte,  ‘  Q.,  Robert  Buchanan, and  R L. 
Stevenson.  With  a  Prefatory  Story  by  Jerome  K.  Jerome,  and  185  Illustrations. 
Small  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  *7 s.  did.  _ _ _ _ _ _ 

FITZGERALD  (PERCY)7W0RKS  BY. 

THE  WORLD  BEHIND  THE  SCENES.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  8s.  6d. 

LITTLE  ESSAYS:  Passages  from  Letters  of  Charles  Lamb.  Post  8vo,  cl.,  ^s.  on. 
A  DAY’S  TOUR:  Journey  through  France  and  Belgium.  With  Sketches.  Cr.4to,  Is. 
FATAL  ZERO.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. :  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards, 

Post  8vo,  illustr?ted  boards,  each. 


BELLA  DONNA 
POLLY 


LADY  OF’  b'rANTOME.  I  THE  SECOND  MRS.  TILLOTSON. 
NEVER  FORGOTTEN.  |  SEVENTY-FIVE  BROOKE  STREET. 
LIFE  OF  JAMES  BOSWELLlbr'Auchinleck).  With  an  Account  of  his  Sayings, 
Doings,  and  Writings  ;  and  Four  Portraits.  Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo  cloth  J-*.  . 
THE  SAVOY  OPERA.  With  60  Illustrations  and  Portraits.  Cr.  8vo,  clotn,  .S3.  mi. 

FLAMMARION  (CAMILLE),  WORKS  BY.  .  .  .  .  v 

POPULAR  ASTRONOMY:  A  General  Description  of  the  Heavens.  Translated  by 
J  Ellard  Gore,  F.R.A.S.  With  3  Plates  and  288  Musts.  Medium  8vo,  doth,  14>». 
URANIA  :  A  Romance.  With  87  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  <>«. - 

FLETCHER’S  (GILES,  B.D.)  COMPLETE  POEMS  :  Christ’s  Victorie 

in  Heaven,  Christ's  Victorie  on  Earth,  Christ’s  Triumph  over  Death  and  Minor 
Poems  With  Notes  by  Rev.  A.  B.  Grosart,  D.D.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  boards, 

FONBLANQUE  (  ALB  ANY!.— FILTH  Y  LUCRE.  PostSvo,  illust.  bdSll2s. 
FRANCILLQN  (R.  E.),  NOVELS  BY.  u  ,  „  , 

“4-  a’rEAL  QUEEN.’  Ul“8*r 
ROPES  OF  SAND.  Illustrated.  |  A  DOG  AND  HD  SHADOW. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each 

QUEEN  COPHETUA.  |  OLYMPIA.  I  ROMANCES  OF  THE  LAW. 

JACK  DOYLE’S  DAUGHTER.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6«I. 

ESTHER’S  GLOVE.  Fcap.  8vo.  picture  cover.  Is 


FREDERIC  (HAROLD),  NOVELS  BY. 

SETH’S  BROTHER’S  WIFE.  | 


Post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  2s.  each. 

THE  LAWTON  GIRL. 


By  Henry  Van  Laun. 

ONE  OF  TWO  :  A  Novel.  Post  Svo,  illust.  bds.72s. 


FRENCH  LITERATURE,  A  HISTORY  OF 

Three  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  cloth  boards,  7*.  4><1.  each. 

FRlSWELL  (HAIN).  _ J _ 

P RfVsT  fTHOMAS).  WORKS  BY.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Ojl.  each. 
F  CIRCUS  LIFE  AND CIRCUS  CELEBRITIES.  I  LIVES  OF  THE  CONJURERS, 
tme  OLD  SHOWMEN  AND  THE  OLD  LONDON  FAIRS. 


THIS  ULD  snu  YV  mcril  iuiv  -  -■  T^_.- _  immrrifr 

FRY’S(HERBERT)  ROYAL  GUIDE  TO  THE  LONDON  CHARITIES. 

Edited  by  Johm  Lane.  Published  Annually.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  - _ 

iOTRDENTNG  BOOKS.  Post  8vo,  Is.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  Js.  «>t.  each. 

L  a  YEAR’S  WORK  IN  GARDEN  AND  GREENHOUSE.  By  George  Glenny. 
HOUSEHOLD  HORTICULTURE.  By  Tom  and  Jane  Jerrold.  Illustrated. 

THE  GARDEN  THAT  PAID  THE  RENT.  By  Tom  Jerrold. 

MY  GARDEN  WILD.  By  Francis  G.  Heath 

GARRETT  (EDWARD) 


Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  fin. _ 

_ _  THE~CAPEL  GIRLS :  A  Novel”  Crown 

Hvo.  cloth  extra,  3*.  <><!.;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  Us.  - - - _ - 

■THE  RED  SHIRTS  :  A  Story  of  the  Revolution. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  Q«I. 


GAULOT  (PAUL) 

Translated  by  J.  A.  J.  de  Villiers. 


Jiransiaieu  uy  j.n.  j.  w  — - -  _ _ _ ; - - - - - — - 

GENTLEMAN’S  ANNUAL,  THE.  Published  Annually  m  November.  Is. 
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GENTLEMAN’S  MAGAZINE,  THE.  Is.  Monthly.  With  Stories,  Articles 

upon  Literature,  Science,  and  Art,  and  “TABLE  TALK”  by  Sylvanus  Urban. 

*„*  Bound  Volumes  for  recent  years  kept  in  stock,  Ss.  <i<i.  each.  Cases  for  binding,  2s. 

GERMAN  POPULAR  STORIES.  Collected  by  the  Brothers  Grimm 

and  Translated  by  Edgar  Taylor.  With  Introduction  by  John  RuSKlN.and  22  Steel 
Plates  after  George  Cruikshank.  Square  8vo,  cloth,  6s.  did. ;  gilt  edges,  7s.  did. 


GIBBON  (CHARLES), 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 

ROBIN  GRAY. 

LOVING  A  DREAM. 


NOVELS  BY. 

3s.  did.  each  :  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  2s.  each. 
I  THE  GOLDEN  SHAFT. 

I  OF  HIGH  DEGREE. 


Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards.  2s.  each. 


THE  FLOWER  OF  THE  FOREST. 
THE  DEAD  HEART. 

FOR  LACK  OF  GOLD. 

WHAT  WILL  THE  WORLD  SAY? 
FOR  THE  KING.  |  A  HARD  KNOT. 
QUEEN  OF  THE  MEADOW. 

IN  PASTURES  GREEN. 


IN  LOVE  AND  WAR. 

A  HEART’S  PROBLEM. 

BY  MEAD  AND  STREAM. 

THE  BRAES  OF  YARROW. 

FANCY  FREE. 

IN  HONOUR  BOUND. 

HEART’S  DELIGHT.  |  BLOOD-MONEY. 


GIBNEY  (SOMERVILLE).— SENTENCED!  Cr.  8vo,  Is.  ;  cl.,  Is.  6d. 


GILBERT  (WILLIAM),  NOVELS  BY.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  2s.  each. 
DR.  AUSTIN’S  GUESTS.  I  JAMES  DUKE,  COSTERMONGER. 

THE  WIZARD  OF  THE  MOUNTAIN.  | 


GILBERT  (W.  S.),  ORIGINAL  PLAYS  BY.  Three  Series,  2s.  6d.  each. 

The  First  Series  contains:  The  Wicked  World — Pygmalion  and  Galatea — 
Charity — The  Princess — The  Palace  of  Truth — Trial  by  Jury. 

The  Second  Series  :  Broken  Hearts — Engaged — Sweethearts— Gretchen — Dan’l 
Druce — Tom  Cobb — H.M.S.  “  Pinafore" — The  Sorcerer — Pirates  of  Penzance. 
The  Third  Series:  Comedy  and  Tragedy — Foggerty’s  Fairy — Rosencrantz  and 
Guildenstern— Patience— Princess  Ida — The  Mikado — Ruddigore— The  Yeo¬ 
men  of  the  Guard — The  Gondoliers — The  Mountebanks — Utopia. 


EIGHT  ORIGINAL  COMIC  OPERAS  written  by  W.  S.  Gilbert.  Containing: 

The  Sorcerer — H.M.S.  “Pinafore" — Pirates  of  Penzance— Iolanthe — Patience — ■ 
Princess  Ida — The  Mikado — Trial  by  Jury.  Demy  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  did. 

THE  “GILBERT  AND  SULLIVAN”  BIRTHDAY  BOOK:  Quotations  for  Every 
Day  in  the  Year,  Selected  from  Plays  by  W.  S.  Gilbert  set  to  Music  by  Sir  A. 
Sullivan.  Compiled  by  Alex.  Watson.  Royal  i6mo,  Jap.  leather,  2s.  did. 

GLANVILLE  (ERNEST),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  iis.  Od«  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

THE  LOST  HEIRESS:  A  Tale  of  Love,  Battle,  and  Adventure.  With  2  Illusts. 
THE  FOSSICKER  :  A  Romance  of  Mashonaland.  With  2  Illusts.  by  Hume  Nisbet. 
A  FAIR  COLONIST. 

GLENNY  (GEORGE).— A  YEAR’S  WORK  in  GARDEN  and  GREEN- 

HOUSE:  Practical  Advice  to  Amateur  Gardeners  as  to  the  Management  of  the 
Flower,  Fruit  and  Frame  Garden.  Post  8vo,  Is.;  cloth  limp.  Is.  6d. 

GODWTNTWI LLlAM).-LlVES  OF  THE  NECROMANCERS.  Post 

8vo.  cloth  limp.  2s. 

GOLDEN  TREASURY  OF  THOUGHT,  THE :  An  Encyclopedia  of 

Quotations.  Edited  by  Theodore  Taylor.  Crown  8vo.  cloth  gilt,  7s,  4>d, 

GONTAUT,  MEMOIRSDF  THE  DUCHESSETJE  (Gouvernante  to  the 

Children  of  France),  1773-1836.  With  Photogravure  Frontispieces.  Two  Vols., small 
demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  21s. 

GOODMAN  (E7J7)T=THE  FATE  I OF  HERBERT  WAYNE.  Crown 

8vo,  cloth  extra,  lis.  6d* 

GRAHAM  (LEONARD).  —  THE  ^PROFESSOR’S^WIFE  :  A  Story. 

Fcap.  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. 

GREEKS  AND  ROMANS,  THE  LIFE~~OF  THE,  described  from 

Antique  Monuments.  By  Ernst  Guhl  and  W.  Koner.  Edited  by  Dr.  F.  Hueffer, 
With  54s  Illustrations.  Large  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  did. 

GREVILLE  (HENRY),  NOVELS  BYl 

NIKANOR.  Translated  by  Eliza  E.  Chase.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

A  NOBLE  WOMAN,  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extia,  5s, ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2a. 
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GREENWOOD  (JAMES),  WORKS  BY.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Cd.  each. 
THE  WILDS  OF  LONDON.  |  LOW-LIFE  DEEPS. 


GRIFFITH  (CECIL).— CORINTHIA  MARAZION  :  A  Novel 

8 vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Pel. ;  post  »vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s- 


Crown 


GRUNDY  (SYDNEY).— THE  DAYS  OF  HIS  VANITY  :  A  Passage  in 

the  Life  of  a  Young  Man.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  :i*.  Q<l. ;  post  8vo,  boards, 

UABBERTON  (JOHN,  Author  of  “  Helen’s  Babies  ”),  NOVELS  BY. 

AX  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards  3s.  eacly^clo 


BRUETON’S  BAYOU. 


... ,  cloth  limp,  3s.  (i<l.  each. 
COUNTRY  LUCK. 


HAIR  THE  :  Its  Treatment  in  Health,  Weakness,  and  Disease.  Trans¬ 
lated  from  the  German  of  Dr,  J.  Pincus.  Crown  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. _ 

HAKE  (DR  THOMAS  GORDON),  POEMS  BY.  cr.  8vo,  ci.  ex.,  e*.  each. 

NEW  SYMBOLS  |  LEGENDS  OF  THE  MOKROW.  |  THE  SERPENT  PLAY. 
MAIDEN  ECSTASY.  Small  4to,  cloth  extra,  Ss. _ — 

HALLTMRS.  S.  C.).— SKETCHES  OF  IRISH  CHARACTER.  With 

numerous  Illustrations  on  Steel  and  Wood  by  Maclise^  Gilbert,  Harvey,  an 
George  Cruikshank.  Small  demy  8rot  cloth  extra,  7s.  Q«l» _ _ 

HALLIDAY-TANDREWT=EVERY-DAY  PAPERS.  PostSvo,  2s, _ 

HANDWRITING,  THE  PHILOSOPHY  OF.  With  over  xoo  Facsimiles 

and  Explanatory  Text.  By  Dos  Felix  de  Salamanca.  Post  8vo.  cloth  limp,  3s.  <>«. 

HANKY-PANKY  :  Easy  Tricks,  White  Magic,  Sleight  of  Hand,  &c. 

Edited  bv  W.  H.  Cremer.  With  200  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4».  <>«). 

HARDY  (LADY  DUFFUS).  —  PAUL  WYNTER’S  SACRIFICE.  2s. 
HARDY  (THOMAS). -UNDER  THE  GREENWOOD  TREE.  Crown 

8vo.  cloth  extra,  with  Portrait  and  15  Illustrations,  3s.  fo«l.  i  post  8vo,  illustrated 

boards,  3s. ;  cloth  limp,  3s.  6d.  - - - 

HARPER  (CHARLES  G.),  WORKS  BY.  Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  10s.  each. 

THE  BRIGHTON  ROAD.  With  Photogravure  Frontispiece  and  90  Illustrations. 
FROM  PADDINGTON  TO  PENZANCE:  The  Record  of  a  Summer  1  ramp.  105  Ulusts. 


HARWOOD  (J.  BERWICK). 

illustrated  boards,  3s. 


fTHE  TENTH  EARL.  Post  8vo, 


lliusiraieu  uuaius,  _ _ _ — - - - 

hXWEIS  (MRS.  H7  R.),  WORKS  BY.  Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 

n  THE  spT  0P  BEAUTY.  With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  91  Illustrations. 

THE  ART  OF  DECORATION.  With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  74  Illustrations. 
THE  ART  OF  DRESS.  With  32  Illustrations.  Post  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  Sid. 
CHAUCER  FOR  SCHOOLS.  Demv  8vo,  cloth  limp,  3s.  Ocl. 

CHAUCER  FOR  CHILDREN.  38  Ulusts.  (8  Coloured).  Sm.  4*0.  d-  extra,  3s.  Cd. 

flAWEIS  (Rev.  H.  R.,M.A.).-AMERICAN  HUMORISTS  :  Washington 

[RV!NGb  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes,  James  Russell  Lowell,  Artemus  Ward, 
At  ark  Twain  and  Bret  Harte.  Third  Edition.  Crown  8vo,_clothextra._6._. - _ 

HAWLErsHART7^WITH0UT  LOVE  OR  LICENCE:  A  Novel. 

Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  3-.  ttd.  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. _ 

HAWTHORNE  (JULIAN),  NOVELS  BY. 

**  ^  '.I - Atrl.Par.h!  nost  8vO.  11 


GARTH.  '  I  ELLICE  QUENTIN, 
SEBASTIAN  STROME. 
FORTUNE’S  FOOL 


MISS  CADOGNA. 


DUST. 


BEATRIX  RANDOLPH. 

DAVID  POINDEXTER. 

THE  SPECTRE  OF  THE  CAMERA. 


Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 

|  LOVE— OR  A  NAME. 


Iiliba  gaduunh* _ ! - - -  ,  -g 

MRS  GAINSBOROUGH’S  DIAMONDS.  Fcap.  8vo.  illustrated  cover.  Is.  - __ 

HETtlTtFBANCls’GEOKUltl1.1— MYTiARDEN^WlLD,  AND  WHAT 

I  GREW  THERE.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gdt  edges,  os. - 

ffSTPS  (SIR  ARTHUR),  WORKS  HY.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  3s.  Od. each 
H  E  a  SI  M  A  LS  AND  T  HE  I R  MAST  ERS^_j_^0  C IA  E  PRESSURE 

IVAN  DE  BIRON  :  A  Novel.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  3s.  Od. ;  post  8vo,  lllust.  bds.,  3 
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HENDERSON  (ISAAC).-AGATHA  PAGE:  A  Novel.  Crown  8vo, 

cloth  extra,  3s.  ©d. 

HENTY  (G.  A.),  NOVELS  BY.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  ©d.  each. 

RUJUB  THE  JUGGLER.  8  Illusts.  by  Stanley  L.  Wood.  Presentation  Ed.,  5s. 

DOROTHY’S  DOUBLE. 

HERMAN  (HENRY).— A  LEADING  LADY.  Post  8vo,  illustrated 

boards,  2s. ;  cloth  extra,  2s.  6d. 

HERRICK’S  (ROBERT)  HESPERIDES,  NOBLE  NUMBERS,  AND 

COMPLETE  COLLECTED  POEMS.  With  Memorial-Introduction  and  Notes  by  the 
Rev.  A.  B.  Grosart,  D.D. ;  Steel  Portrait,  &c.  Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cl.  bds.,  Jllss. 

H ERTZKA  (Dr.  THEODOR).  —  FREELAND  :  A  Social  Anticipation. 

Translated  by  Arthur  Ransom.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. _ 

HESSE-WARTEGG  (CHEVALIER  ERNST  VON).— TUNIS  :  The  Land 

and  the  People.  With  22  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  ©d. 

HILL  (HEADON).  ZAMBRATHE  DETECTIVE.  Post  8vo,  illustrated 

boards,  2s.;  cloth,  2s.  <id. 

HILL  (JOHN),  WORKSBY."" 

TREASON-FELONY.  Post8vo,2s.  |  THE  COMMON  ANCESTOR.  Cr.8vo,  3s,  ©d. 

HINDLEY  (CHARLES),  WORKS  BY. 

TAVERN  ANECDOTES  AND  SAYINGS:  Including  Reminiscences  connected  with 
Coffee  Houses,  Clubs,  &c.  With  Illustrations.  Grown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  ©d. 

THE  LIFE  AND  ADVENTURES  OF  A  CHEAP  JACK.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  ex.,  3s.  6d. 

HOEY  (MRS.  CASHEL).— THE  LOVER’S" CREED.  Post  8vo,  2s. 
HolliNgshead  (John).— Niagara  spray.  "  crown  8VO,  is. 

holmes  (Gordon,  m.d.).  the  science  of  voice  produc¬ 

tion  AND  VOICE  PRESERVATION.  Crown  8vo,  Us. 

Holmes  (Oliver  wendell),  works  by. 

THE  AUTOCRAT  OF  THE  BREAKFAST-TABLE.  Illustrated  by  J.  Gordon 
Thomson.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp  2s.  till. — Another  Edition,  post  8vo,  cloth,  2s. 
THE  AUTOCRAT  OF  THE  BREAKFAST-TABLE  and  THE  PROFESSOR  AT  THE 
BREAKFAST-TABLE.  In  One  Vol.  Post  8vo,  half-bound,  2s. 

HOOD’S  (THOMAS)  CHOICE  WORKS,  in  Prose  and  Verse.  With  Life 

of  the  Author,  Portrait,  and  200  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6«I. 
HOOD’S  WHIMS  AND  ODDITIES.  With  85  Illusts.  Post  8vo,  half-bound,  2s. 

HOOD  (TOM).— FROM"  NOWHERE  TO  THE  NORTH  POLE :  A 

Noah’s  Arkasological  Narrative.  With  25  Illustrations  by  W.  Brunton  and  E.  C. 
Barnes.  Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  6s. 

HOOK’S  (THEODORE)  CHOICE  HUMOROUS  WORKS  ;  including  his 

Ludicrous  Adventures,  Bons  Mots,  Puns,  and  Hoaxes.  With  Life  of  the  Author, 
Portraits,  Facsimiles,  and  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

HOOPER  (MRS.  GEO.).-  THE  H OUSE  OF  RABY.  Post  8vo,  bds.,  2s. 
HOPKINS  (TIGHE).  —  ‘ ‘  ’TWfXT  LOVE  AND  DUTY :  ”  A  Novel. 

Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

K  0  RN  E  (RVH  ENG  I  ST) OR  10  NT  An  Epic  Poem.  With  Photographic 

Portrait  by  Summers.  Tenth  Edition.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s. 

IIUNGERFORD  (MRS.,  Author  of  “Molly  Bawn,"),  NOVELS  BY. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  ©d.  each. 

A  MAIDEN  ALL  FORLORN.  I  IN  DURANCE  VILE.  |  A  MENTAL  STRUGGLE. 
MARVEL.  _ I  A  MODERN  CIRCE. 

LADY  VERNER’S  FLIGHT.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  ©d. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s. 
THE  RED-HOUSE  MYSTERY.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extraf 3s.  6d. 

THE  THREE  GRACES.  Two  Vols.,  I  Os.  nett.  '[Shortly 

HUNT  (MRS.  ALF REDL^NOVELG  BY(  “ 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each;  post  8vo, illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

THE  LEADEN  CASKET.  \  SELF-CONDEMNED.  |  THAT  OTHER  PERSON. 
THORNICROFT’S  MODEL.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

MRS.  JULIET.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

HUNT’S  (LEIGH)  ESSAYS:  A  Tale  for  a  Chimney  Corner,  See . 
Edited  by  Edmund  Ollier.  Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bd.,  2s. 
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HUTCHISON  (W.  M.).  — HINTS  ON  COLT-BREAKING.  With  25 

Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3».  <>«1.  _ _ - _ 

HYDROPHOBIA  :  An  Account  of  M.  Pasteur’s  System;  Technique  of 
his  Method,  and  Statistics.  By  Renaud  Suzqr,  M.B.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  e^traJU. 


HYNE  (C.  J.  CUTCLIFFE).— HONOUR  OF  THIEVES 

cloth  extra,  3s.  <i«l. 


Crown  8vo, 

[Shortly. 


TDLER  (THE)  :  A  Monthly  Magazine.  Profusely  Illustr.  6d.  Monthly. 
I  The  first  Six  Vols.  now  ready,  cl.  extra,  5s,  each  :  Cases  for  Binding,  ». 


Crown 8vo,  Is.;  cloth,  1 S.  6 d . 
INGELOW  (JEAN).— FATED  TO  BE  FREEr  Post  8vo,  illustrated  bds.,  if  8. 


INDOOR  PAUPERS.  By  One  of  Them. 


INNKEEPER'S  HANDBOOK  (THE)  AND  LICENSED  VICTUALLER  S 

MANUAL.  By  I.  Tkevor-Davies.  Crown  8vo,  »8.;  cloth,  Is.  t>«l. _ _ 

IRISH  WIT  AND  HUMOUR,  SONGS  OF.  Collected  and  Edited  by 

A.  Perceval  Graves,  Post  Svo.  cloth  limp,  3s.  fid. _ _ 

TAMES  (C.  T.  C.).  —  A  ROMANCE  OF  THE  QUEEN’S  HOUNDS. 

**  Post  8vo,  picture  cover,  It?!*. ;  cloth  limp,  i>d«  - - - - 


JAMESON  (WILLIAM). —MY  DEAD  SELF.  Post 

boards,  ‘.is. ;  cloth,  ^|il»  _ _ _ _ _ _ _ 


8vo,  illustrated 


JAPP  (ALEX.  H.,  LL.D.).- 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5>s« 


DRAMATIC  PICTURESTSONNETS,  &c. 


Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

THE  QUEEN  OF  CONNAUGHT. 


JAY  (HARRIETT),  NOVELS  BY. 

THE  DARK  COLLEEN.  .  - _ _ _ _ 

ySgSSS&MSaSS&Wg 

THE  EULOGY  OF  RICHARD  JEFFERIES.  By  Walter  Besant.  With  a  Photo 

graph  Portrait.  Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.  <>s. - - 

JENNINGS  (HENRY  J.),  WORKS  BY. 

CURIOSITIES  OP  CRITICISM.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

LORD  TENMYSOM:  A  Biographical  Sketch.  Post  8vo,  1:  t  doth,  1».  fed. - 

Bvo.  picture  cover,  Is.  6«1. _ — — — - .  Tf  T? 

JERROLDTDOUGLAS).— THE  BARBER’S  CHAIR;  and  THE  HEDGE- 

riOG  LETTERS.  Pn.t  Hvn.  printed  on  laid  paper  and  hall-bound,  i.  ._ - __ - — 

JERROLD(TOM),  WORKS  BY.  PostSvo,  is.  each;  cloth  limp,  Js.tid.  each. 

HOU SEHOLDN HORTICULTURE. about  FIqwwtb.  ^ niustrated^  — 

JESSE  (EDWARD).  -  SCENES  AND  OCCUPATIONS  OF  A  COUNTRY 

LIFE.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2». _ _ _ - - - - — 

T?WFQ7wTTTtAM  F  SA  ).  WORKS  BY.  Cr.8vo,  cl.  extra,  7s.  «<l.  each. 
J0?iNGE(SlNG  LORE  : *  Historical"  Legendary  and  Anecdotal.  With  nearly  300 

-ISSSsSiissa 

CROWNS  AND  CORONATIONS1:  &A  HismrV ofTegalia.  With  too  Illustratiot^ 
tTDjqTYM^TRFN)  WORKS.  With  Notes  Critical  and  Explanatory, 

J0^ukP Biographical  Memoir  by  William  Gifford.  Edited  by  Colonel  Cuunino- 
ham  Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Os.  each. - - - - 

A*.  Artists.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  $>d. 
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KERSHAW  (MARK).— COLONIAL  FACTS  &  FICTIONS  :  Humorous 

Sketches.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. ;  cloth,  2a.  6d. _ 

KEYSER  (ARTHUR).— CUT  BY  THE  MESS :  A  Novel.  Crown  8vo, 

picture  cover,  Is. ;  cloth  limp,  Is.  6d. 

KING(R.  ASHE)7N0VELS  BY.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  3s.  Od.  ea. ;  post  8vo,  bds.,  2s.  ea. 
A  DRAWN  GAME.  _ |  “THE  WEARING  OF  THE  GREEN/’ 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

PASSION’S  SLAVE. _ |  BELL  BARRY. _ 

KNIGHT  (WILLIAM,  M.R.C.S.,  and  EDWARD,  L.R.C.P.).— THE 

PATIENT’S  YADE  MECUM  :  How  to  Get  Most  Benefit  from  Medical  Advice. 
Crown  8vo,  Is.;  cloth  limp,  Is.  6d. 

KNIGHTS  (THE)  OF  THE  LION  :  A  Romance  of  the  Thirteenth  Century. 

Edited,  with  an  Introduction,  by  the  Marquess  of  Lorne,  K.T.  Cr.  8vo.  cl.  ex.  6s. 


TAMB’S  (CHARLES)  COMPLETE  WORKS,  in  Prose  and  Verse, 

including  “  Poetry  for  Children  ”  and  “  Prince  Dorus.”  Edited,  with  Notes  and 
Introduction,  by  R.  H.  Shepherd.  With  Two  Portraits  and  Facsimile  of  a  page 
of  the  “  Essay  on  Roast  Pig.1'  Crown  8vo,  half-bound,  7a.  6<l. 

THE  ESSAYS  OF  ELIA.  Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  2s. 
LITTLE  ESSAYS:  Sketches  and  Characters  by  Charles  Lamb,  selected  from  his 
Letters  by  Percy  Fitzgerald.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

THE  DRAMATIC  ESSAYS  OF  CHARLES  LAMB,  With  Introduction  and  Notes 
by  Brander  Matthews,  and  Steel-plate  Portrait.  Fcap.  8vo,  hf.-bd.,  2*.  6d. 

LANDOR  (WALTER  SAVAGE).-CITATION  AN^EXAMINATION 

OF  WILLIAM  SHAKSPEARE,  &c.,  before  Sir  Thomas  Lucy,  touching  Deer¬ 
stealing,  19th  September,  1582.  To  which  is  added,  A  CONFERENCE  OF  MASTER 
EDMUND  SPENSER  with  the  Earl  of  Essex,  touching  the  State  of  Ireland,  isos. 
Fcap.  8vo,  half-Roxburghe,  2*.  6d. 

LANE  (EDWARD  WILLIAM).  -  THE  THOUSAND  AND  ONE 

NIGHTS,  commonly  called  in  England  THE  ARABIAN  NIGHTS’  ENTERTAIN¬ 
MENTS.  Translated  from  the  Arabic,  with  Notes.  Illustrated  by  many  hundred 
Engravings  from  Designs  by  Harvey.  Edited  by  Edward  Stanley  Poole.  With  a 
Preface  by  Stanley  Lane-Poole.  Three  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra  7s.  6d.  each 

LARWOOD  (JACOB WORKS  BY.  ~  ’ 

THE  STORY  OF  THE  LONDON  PARKS.  With  Ulusts.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  3s.  6il. 
ANECDOTES  OF  THE  CLERGY.  Post  8vo,  laid  paper,  half-bound,  2s. 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 

FORENSIC  ANECDOTES.  |  THEATRICAL  ANECDOTES. 

LEHMANN  (R.  C.),  WORKS  BY.  Post  8vo,  pict.  cover,  Is.  ea. ;  cloth,  ls.6d.  ea 
HARRY  FLUDYER  AT  CAMBRIDGE. 

CONVERSATIONAL  HINTS  FOR  YOUNG  SHOOTERS:  A  Guide  to  Polite  Talk 

LEIGH  (HENRY  S.),  WORKS  BYT  " 

CAROLS  OF  COCKAYNE.  Printed  on  hand-made  paper,  bound  in  buckram  5s. 
JEUX  D’ESPRIT.  Edited  by  Henry  S.  Leigh.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

LEPELLETIER  (EDMOND). -MADAME  SANS-GENE.  Translated 

Iron)  the  French  by  J.  A.  J.  de  Villiers.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

LEYS  (JOHN). — THE  LINDSAYS  :  ARomance.  Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 
LINDSAY  (HARRY).— RHODA  ROBERTST_A  Welsh  Mining  Story! 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d,  f Shortly 

LINTON  (E.  LYNN),- WORKS "BYT  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 

WITCH  STORIES. _ |  OURSELYES:  Essays  on  Women. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  2s.  each 
PATRICIA  KEMBALL.  |  IONE.  |  UNDER  WHICH  LORD? 

ATONEMENT  OF  LEAM  DUNDAS.  “MY  LOYE!”  I  SOWING  THE  WIND 

THE  WORLD  WELL  LOST. _ I  PASTON  CAREW,  Millionaire  &  Miser! 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

THE  REBEL  OF  THE  FAMILY.  I  WITH  A  SILKEN  THREAD. 

THE  ONE  TOO  MANY.  Cmw'  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

_  FREESHOOTING :  Extracts  from  Work  -  ot  Mrs.  Linton.  Post  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  6d. 

LUCY  (HENRY  W.).— GIDEON  FLEYCE :  A  Novel.  Crown  8vo, 

cloth  extra,  3s.  Gd.;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
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MAC  ALPINE  (AVERY),  NOVELS  BY. 

BROkIn  WINGS,'  WU°h6  llhSte.  by  VWMIkn'nf.ssy.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extrmj}*. 

rfn?r!l  Ejection  of  1880  Four  Vols.  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  13*.  each.-Also 

large  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7* *•  4>cl*  each.  ,  ,  .  ** 

a  choRT  HISTORY  OF  OUR  OWN  TIMES.  One  Vol..  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
s“  Also”  Cheap  Popular  Edition,  post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  3*.  6U. 

A  HISTORY  OF  THE  FOUR  GEORGES.  Four  Vols. 
j  ^  each 

cr.  S&tJssjSi  "feSS  o‘Sb,iSTrP’3’-*'-“1' 


THE  WATERDALE  NEIGHBOURS 
MY  ENEMY’S  DAUGHTER. 

A  FAIR  SAXON. 

LINLEY  ROCHFORD. 

DEAR  LADY  DISDAIN. 

MISS  MISANTHROPE 


DONNA  QUIXOTE. 

THE  COMET  OF  A  SEASON. 
MAID  OF  ATHENS. 

CAMIOLA:  A  Girl  with  a  Fortune. 
THE  DICTATOR. 

RED  DIAMONDS. 


3SSK.  HONOURABLE.”  By  Iostin  McCarthy,  M.P.,and  Mrs.  Campbell 
Praed.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  6*. - - - — - 

„  „  „„ 

OUR  SENSATION  NOVEL.  Crown  8vo,  picture  cover  ,1*.J  cloth  limp,  . 
DOLLY  :AA  Sketch?  S 

^f^iASTSST  V°‘S- 

A  LONDON  LEGEND.  Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  1 5*.  net. - 


M  AM R  0STR ANGE^ A^ED  PACSK?TY'Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3*. 

EDNOR  WHITLOCK.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  t>s* _ _ _ _ _ 

"  '  Roadside  Poems.— Poems  for  Children. 

"  V1  &  v7EPhanta1?eAsL:L  A  F^^°R?man°ce.GS'  I  Vol.  VII.  The  Portent. 
j’vill.  The  Light  Princess.— The  Giants  ^Ih^Cara'soyn'-Little  Daylight. 

"  X-  TSFScruUE\POp^N7EE^THEL  Wow  o'Rivven.-The  Castle.  The  Broken 
■i  ahf-  l-Ruel  r*’"‘  Wolf  —Uncle  Cornelius. 

POETICA^WORKS^  C°llected  and  by  *“ 

a  £*jr clothi  **• 

HEATHER  AND  SNOW:  A  Novel.  Cr?""  87,’UCS  °Ldon?  by  J.  Bell.  Crown  8vo, 
PHANTASTES:  A  Faerie  Romance.  With  25  Illustrations  ujr  j 

cloth  extra,  3*.  6d.  .  \ Shortly . 

LILITH:  A  Romance.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  o  . - _ — - - — 

Post  8vo,  boards,  2s. 


MACDONELL  (AGNES).— QUAKER  COUSINS 


MACGREGOR  (ROBERT).-PASTMES  AND  PLAYERS  :  No.es  on 

Popular  Games.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  3».J»d. - - - 

MACKAY  (CHARLES,  LL.D.).— INTERLUDES  AND  UNDERTONES; 

or.  Music  al  Twilight.  Crowi}  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6*. 
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MACLISE  PORTRAIT  GALLERY  (THE)  OF  ILLUSTRIOUS  LITER¬ 
ARY  CHARACTERS:  85  PORTRAITS;  with  Memoirs  —  Biographical,  Critical, 
Bibliographical,  and  Anecdotal— illustrative  of  the  Literature  of  the  former  half  of 
the  Present  Century,  by  William  Bates,  B.A.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7m.  6d. 

MACQUOID  (MRS.),  WORKS  BY.  Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each, 

IN  THE  ARDENNES.  With  50  Illustrations  by  Thomas  R.  Macquoid. 

PICTURES  AND  LEGENDS  FROM  NORMANDY  AND  BRITTANY.  34  Illustrations. 
THROUGH  NORMANDY.  With  92  Illustrations  by  T.  R.  Macquoid,  and  a  Map. 
THROUGH  BRITTANY.  With  35  Illustrations  by  T.  R.  Macquoid,  and  a  Map. 
ABOUT  YORKSHIRE.  With  67  Illustrations  by  T.  R.  Macquoid. 


Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

THE  EVIL  EYE,  and  other  Stories.  |  LOST  ROSE. 

MAGICIAN’S  OWN  BOOK,  THE  :  Performances  with  Eggs,  Hats,  &c. 

Edited  by  W.  H.  Cremer.  With  200  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  6d. 

MAGIC  LANTERN,  THE,  and  its  Management :  including  full  Practical 
Directions.  By  T.  C.  Hepworth.  10  Illustrations.  Cr.  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6><l. 

MAGNA  CHARTA  :  An  Exact  Facsimile  of  the  Original  in  the  British 

Museum,  3  feet  by  2  feet,  with  Arms  and  Seals  emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours,  5s. 

MALLOCK  (W.  H.),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  NEW  REPUBLIC.  Post  8vo,  picture  cover,  2s. ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6<1. 

THE  NEYY  PAUL  &  VIRGINIA:  Positivism  on  an  Island.  Post  8vo,  cloth,  2s,  6d. 
POEMS.  Small  4to,  parchment,  8s. 

IS  LIFE  WORTH  LIVING?  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

A  ROMANCE  OF  THE  NINETEENTH  CENTURY.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s.;  post  3vo, 

illustrated  boards,  2s. 

MALLORY  (SIR  THOMAS).— MORT  D’ARTHUR  :  The  Stories  of 

King  Arthur  and  ot  the  Knights  of  the  Round  Table.  (A  Selection.)  Edited  by  B, 
Montgomerie  Ranking.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  3».  _ 

MARK  TWAIN,  WORKS  BY.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 

THE  CHOICE  WORKS  OF  MARK  TWAIN.  Revised  and  Corrected  throughout 
by  the  Author.  With  Life,  Portrait,  and  numerous  Illustrations. 

ROUGHING  IT,  and  INNOCENTS  AT  HOME.  With  200  Illusts.  by  F.  A.  Fraser. 
MARK  TWAIN’S  LIBRARY  OF  HUMOUR.  With  197  Illustrations. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra  (illustrated),  7s.  6d.  each;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s.  each. 
THE  INNOCENTS  ABROAD;  or,  New  Pilgrim’s  Progress.  With  234  Illustrations 
(The  Two-Shilling  Edition  is  entitled  MARK  TWAIN’S  PLEASURE  TRIP.) 
THE  GILDED  AGE.  By  Mark  Twain  and  C.  D.  Warner.  With  212  Illustrations 
THE  ADVENTURES  OF  TOM  SAWYER.  With  hi  Illustrations, 

A  TRAMP  ABROAD.  With  314  Illustrations. 

THE  PRINCE  AND  THE  PAUPER.  With  190  Illustrations. 

LIFE  ON  THE  MISSISSIPPI.  With  300  Illustrations. 

ADVENTURES  OF  HUCKLEEERRY  FINN.  With  174  Illusts.  by  E.  W.  Kemble. 
A  YANKEE  AT  THE  COURT  OF  KING  ARTHUR.  With  220  Illusts.  by  Beard. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

THE  STOLEN  WHITE  ELEPHANT.  |  MARK  TWAIN’S  SKETCHES. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 

THE  AMERICAN  CLAIMANT.  With  81  Illustrations  by  Hal  Hurst,  &c. 

TOM  SAWYER  ABROAD.  With  26  Illustrations  by  Dan  Beard. 

PUDD’NHEAD  WILSON.  With  Portrait  and  Six  Illustrations  by  Louis  Loeb. 

THE  £1.000,000  BANK-NOTE.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.;  post  8vo,  picture  bds.,  2s. 

MARKSTh.  s.,  R.A.),  PEN  AND  PENCIL  SKETCHES  BYT~With7 

Photogravures  and  126  Illustrations.  Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth,  32s. 

MARLOWE’S  WORKS.  Including  his  Translations.  Edited,  with  Notes 

and  Introductions,  by  Col.  Cunningham.  Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  6s. 


MARRYAT  (FLORENCE),  NOVELS 

A  HARVEST  OF  WILD  OATS. 

OPEN  1  SESAME ! 


BY.  Post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s. each. 
FIGHTING  THE  AIR. 

WRITTEN  IN  FIRE. 


MASSINGER’S  PLAYS.  From  the  Text  of  William  Gifford.  Edited 

by  CqI.  Cvhningham.  Crown  8vq,  cloth  extra,  6s„ 
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MASTERMAN(J.).— HALF-A-DOZEN  DAUGHTERS  :  A  Novel.  Post 

ovo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

MATTIIEWS  (BRANDER).-A  SECRET  OF  THE  SEA,  &c.  Post  8v0; 

illustrated  boards,  3s.;  cloth  limp,  2*.  did. 

(HENRY),— LONDON  CHARACTERS  &  THE  HUMOROUS 

SIDE  OF  LONDON  LIFE.  With  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  3s.  Gd. 

MEADE  (L.  T.),  NOVELS  BY: - - 

Crown  8v°.  cloth,  3s.  6<1. 

GRIP*  Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  10s.  net. 

THE  VOICE  OF  THE  CHARMER.  Three  Vols.,  1.3s.  net.  [ Shortly . 


MERRICK  (LEONARD).— THE  MAN  WHO  WAS  GOOD.  Post  8vo, 

illustrated  boards,  i2s.  9 

MEXICAN  MUSTANG  (ON  A),  through  Texas  to  the  Rio  Grande.  By 

A.  E,  Sweet  and  J,  Armoy  Knox.  With  265  Illusts.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra.  7*.  Gd. 

MIDDLEMASSUEAN),  NOVELS  BY\  Post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s.  each. 
_ TOUCH  AND  GO. _ |  MR.  DORILLION. 

MILLER  (MRS.  F.  FENWICK).— PH  YSIOLQGYFOR  THE  YOUNG* 

or,  The  House  of  Life.  With  Illustrations.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp  2s.  Gd. 

MILTON  (J.  L.),  WORKS  BY.  PostSvo,  Is.  each ;  cloth,  Is.  (id.each - 

THE  HYGIENE  OF  THE  SKIN.  With  Directions  for  Diet,  Soaps  Baths&c 
THE  BATH  IN  DISEASES  OF  THE  SKIN.  ’  P  ' 

THE  LAWS  OF  LIFE,  AND  THEIR  RELATION  TO  DISEASES  OF  THE  SKIN. 
_ THE  SUCCESSFUL  TREATMENT  OF  LEPROSY.  Demy  8vo,  Is. 

MINTO  (WM.)-WAS  SHE  GOOD  OR  BAD  ?  Cr,  8vo,  is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

^II^PURU  (BERTRAM) ,  NOVELS  BY.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  (id.  each. 
IHE  GUN-RUNNER  :  A  Romance  of  Zululand.  With  Frontispiece  by  S.  L.Wood. 
THE  LUCK  OF  GERARD  RIDGELEY.  With  a  Frontispiece  by  Stanley  L.  Wood. 
THE  KING’S  ASSEGAI.  With  Six  full-page  Illustrations  by  Stanley  L.  Wood. 

_ RENSHAW  FANNING’S  QUEST.  With  a  Frontispiece  by  Stanley.  L.  Wood. 

MOLESWORTH  (MRS.),  NOVELS  BY. 

HATHERCOURT  RECTORY.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

THAT  GIRL  IN  BLACK.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  lw.  fid. _ 

MOORE  (THOMAS),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  EPICUREAN;  and  ALCIPHRON.  Post  8vo,  half-bound,  2s. 

PROSE  AND  VERSE.  With  Suppressed  Passages  from  the  Memoirs  of  Lord 
_ Byron.  Edited  by  R.  H.  Shepherd.  With  Portrait.  Cr  8vo>  cl.  ex.,  7s.  Gd. 

MUDDOCK  (J.  E.),  STORIES  BY. 

STORES  WEIRD  AND  WONDERFUL.  Post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s. ;  cloth,  2s.  6d. 
^BE  PLAD  MAN  S  SECRET;  or,  The  Valley  of  Gold.  With  Frontispiece  by 
Eafnard.  Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  5s. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
FROM  THE  BOSOM  OF  THE  DEEP.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

MAID  MARIAN  AND  ROBIN  HOOD:  A  Romance  of  Old  Sherwood  Forest.  With 
_ 12  Illustrations  by  Stanley  L.  Wood.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  (id. 

MURRAY  (D.  CHRISTIE),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  (id.  each  ;  post  8vo.  illustrated  boards .  2s.  each 

1  c ’ c  A  -rr» !;■  m  L’  w T  rruu  ur  ,  A, IT- If,,  ,  n  n  .  — - - 


A  LIFE’S  ATONEMENT. 
JOSEPH’S  COAT. 
COALS  OF  FIRE. 

VAL  STRANGE. 
HEARTS. 


THE  WAY  OF  THE  WORLD. 
A  MODEL  FATHER. 

OLD  BLAZER’S  HERO. 
CYNIC  FORTUNE. 

BY  THE  GATE  OF  THE  SEA. 


A  BIT  OF  HUMAN  NATURE. 
FIRST  PERSON  SINGULAR. 
BOB  MARTIN’S  Little  GIRL. 
TIME’S  REVENGES. 

A  WASTED  CRIME. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  (id.  each. 

IN  DIREST  PERIL. 

MOUNT  DESPAIR,  &c.  With  Frontispiece  by  G,  Grenville  Manton. 

THE  MAKING  OF  A  NOVELIST;  An  Experiment  in  Autobiography.  With  a 
_ Collotype  Portrait  and  Vignette.  Crown  8vo,  art  linen,  (is. 

MURRAY  (D.  CHRISTIE)  &  HENRY  HERMAN,  WORKS  BY. 

Cr™L?vo’  cIoth  extra,  3s.  (id.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each 

ONE  TRAVELLER  RETURNS.  I  PAUL  JONES’S  ALIAS.  |  THE  BISHOPS’ BIBLE, 

MURRAY  (HENRY),  NOVELS  BY,  Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s.  ea.:  cl  2s,  Gd.  ea 
A  GAME  OF  BLUFF.  |  A  SONG  OF  SIXPENCE.  ’ 
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JJEWBOLT  (HENRY). -TAKEN  FROM  THE  ENEMY.  Fcap.  8vo, 

cloth  boards,  fi».  6d. 

NISBET  (HUME),  BOOKS  BY. 

“BAIL  UP!”  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 
DR.  BERNARD  ST.  VINCENT.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

LESSONS  IN  ART.  With  21  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  2s.  6d. 
WHERE  ART  BEGINS.  With  27  Illustrations.  Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Od. 

NORRISlWrE7)7— ST.  ANN’S  ;  A  Novel.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

(YHANLON  (ALICE),  NOVELS  BY.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
v  THE  UNFORESEEN.  |  CHANCE?  OR  FATE? 

OHNET  (GEORGES),  NOVELS  BY.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
DOCTOR  RAMEAU.  |  A  LAST  LOVE. 

A  WEIRD  GIFT.  Crown  8vo.  cloth,  3s.  <i«l. ,  post  8vo,  picture  boards,  2s. _ 

OLlPHANT  (MRS.),  NOVELS  BY.  PostKvo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
THE  PRIMROSE  PATH.  |  WHITELADIES. 

THE  GREATEST  HEIRESS  IN  ENGLAND. 


O’REILLY  (HARRINGTON).— LIFE  AMONG  THE  AMERICAN  IN¬ 

DIANS:  Fifty  Years  on  the  Trail.  100  Illusts.  bv  P.  Frenzeny.  Crown  8vo.  3s.  t*d. 

O’REILLY  (MRS.).— PHCEBE’S  FORTUNES.  Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 


OUIDA,  NOVELS  BY. 

HELD  IN  BONDAGE. 
TRICOTRIN. 
STRATHMORE. 
CHANDOS. 

CECIL  CASTLEMAINE. 
UNDER  TWO  FLAGS. 
PUCK.  I  IDALIA. 


Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  3s.  6<l.  each ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s.  each. 


FOLLE-FARINE. 

A  DOG  OF  FLANDERS. 
PASCAREL.  |  SIGNA. 
TWO  WOODEN  SHOES 
IN  A  WINTER  CITY. 
ARIADNE. 
FRIENDSHIP. 


MOTHS.  |  PIPISTRELLO. 
A  VILLAGE  COMMUNE. 
IN  MAREMMA.  |  WANDA. 
BIMBI.  |  SYRLIN. 
FRESCOES.  |  OTHMAR. 
PRINCESS  NAPRAXIHE. 
GUILDEROY.  I  RUFFINO. 


Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s.  each. 

BIMBI.  With  Nine  Illustrations  by  Edmund  H.  Garrett. 

A  DOG  OF  FLANDERS,  &c.  With  Six  Illustrations  by  Edmund  H.  Garrett. 
SANTA  BARBARA.  &c.  Square  8vo,  cloth,  <>s. ;  crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. ;  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

TWO  OFFENDERS.  Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  <>s. ;  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 
WISDOM,  WIT,  AND  PATHOS,  selected  from  the  Works  of  Ouida  by  F.  Sydney 
Morris.  Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s.  Cheap  Edition,  illustrated  boards,  2». 

PAGE  (H.  A.),  WORKS  BY. 

A  THOREAU  :  His  Life  and  Aims.  With  Portrait.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  ttd# 

ANIMAL  ANECDOTES.  Arranged  on  a  New  Principle.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s# 

PAYN  (JAMES),  NOVELSTbY: 

Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.  3s.  Od.  each;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 


LOST  SIR  MASSINGBERD. 
WALTER’S  WORD.  TED. 

LESS  BLACK  THAN  WE’RE  PAINT- 
BY  PROXY.  |  FOR  CASH  ONLY. 
HIGH  SPIRITS. 

UNDER  ONE  ROOF. 

A  CONFIDENTIAL  AGENT. 

A  GRAPE  FROM  A  THORN. 


HUMOROUS  STORIES. 

THE  FOSTER  BROTHERS. 

THE  FAMILY  SCAPEGRACE. 
MARRIED  BF.NEATH  HIM. 
BENTINCK’S  TUTOR. 

A  PERFECT  TREASURE. 

A  COUNTY  FAMILY. 

LIKE  FATHER,  LIKE  SON. 

A  WOMAN’S  YENGEANCE. 
CARLYON’S  YEAR.  CECIL’S  TRYST. 
MURPHY’S  MASTER. 

AT  HER  MERCY. 

THE  CLYFFARDS  OF  CLYFFE. 


Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 


FROM  EXILE.  |  HOLIDAY  TASKS. 
THE  CANON’S  WARD. 

THE  TALK  OF  THE  TOWN. 
GLOW-WORM  TALES. 

THE  MYSTERY  OF  MIRBRIDGE. 

THE  WORD  AND  THE  WILL. 

THE  BURNT  MILLION. 

SUNNY  STORIES.  |  A  TRYING  PATIENT. 


FOUND  DEAD. 

GWENDOLINE’S  HARVEST. 

A  MARINE  RESIDENCE. 

MIRK  ABBEY. 

SOME  PRIVATE  VIEWS. 

NOT  WOOED,  BUT  WON. 

TWO  HUNDRED  POUNDS  REWARD. 
THE  BEST  OF  HUSBANDS. 

HALVES. 

FALLEN  FORTUNES. 

WHAT  HE  COST  HER. 

KIT:  A  MEMORY. 

A^PRINCE  OF  THE  BLOOD. 

With  17  Ulus- 


1N  PERIL  AND  PRIVATION:  Stories  of  Marine  Adventure. 

tratlons.  Crown  bvo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  <»d. 

NOTES  FROIJ  THE  “NEWS.”  Crqwn  8vo,  portrait  cover,  Is.;  cloth,  Is,  (m|, 


CHATTO  &  WINDUS,  PUBLISHERS,  PICCADILLY.  ig 
PANDURANG  HARI;  or,  Memoirs  of  a  Hindoo.  With  Preface  by  Sir 

Bartle  Frere.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6<l. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards, 

pascal’s  provincialTlettersT  A  New  Translation,  with  His- 

_ torical  Iotroduction  and  Notes  by  T.  M'Crie,  D.D.  Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

PAUL  (MARGARET  A.).— GENTLE  AND  SIMPLE.  With  Frontis¬ 
piece  by  Helen  Paterson.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. ;  post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  2.m. 

PENNELL  (H.  CHOLMONDELEY)/WORKS  BY7  Post  8vo,  cl.,  2s.  6d. each. 

PUCK  ON  PEGASUS.  With  Illustrations. 

PEGASUS  RE-SADDLED.  With  Ten  full-page  Illustrations  by  G.  Du  Maurier. 
THE  MUSES  OF  MAYFAIR.  Vers  de  Societe,  Selected  by  H.  C.  Pennell. 

PHELPS  (E.  STUART),  WORKS  BY.  Post  8vo  Is.  each;  cloth  Is.  G«l.each. 

BEYOND  THE  GATES.  |  OLD  MAID’S  PARADISE.  |  BURGLARS  IN  PARADISE. 
_ JACK  THE  FISHERMAN.  Illustrated  by  C.  W.  Reed.  Cr.  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  G<2. 

PIRKIS  (C.  L.),  NOVELS  BY. 

TROOPING  WITH  CROWS.  Fcap.  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. 

_ LADY  LOVELACE.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

BLANCHE  (J~  R. )7  WORKS  BY. 

the  PURSUIVANT  OF  ARMS.  With  Six  Plates,  and  209  Illusts.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  Ts.  6d. 
SONGS  AND  POEMS,  1819-1879.  Introduction  by  Mrs.  Mackarness.  Cr.  8vo,  cl., Os. 

PLUTARCH’S  lives  of  illustrious  men.  With  Notes  and  Life 

of  Plutarch  by  J.  and  Wu.  Langhorne.  Portraits.  Two  Vols., demy  8vo,  lOs.  (id. 

POE’S  (EDGAR  ALLAN)  CHOICE  WORKS^  in  Prose  and  Poetry.  Intro¬ 
duction  by  Chas.  Baudelaire,  Portrait,  and  Facsimiles.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  7s.  6d. 
THE  MYSTERY  OF  MARIE  ROGET,  &c.  Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

POPE’S  POETICAL  WORKS.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

PRAED  (MRS.  CAMPBELL),  NOVELS  BY.  Post  Svo,  illust,  bds„  2s.  ea. 
THE  ROMANCE  OP  A  STATION.  |  THE  SOUL  OP  COUNTESS  ADRIAN. 
OUTLAW  AND  LAWMAKER.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  (id. ;  post  Svo,  boards,  2s. 
CHRISTINA  CHARD.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  (id. 

PRICE  (E.  C7),  NOVELS  BY.  — 

Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  3«.  (id.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

YALENTINA.  |  THE  FOREIGNERS.  |  MRS.  LANCASTER’S  RIVAL. 

GERALD.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

PRincessolga^radnat  A  Novel.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  68. 

PROCTOR  (RICHARD  A.,  B.A.),  WORKS  BY. 

FLOWERS  OF  THE  SKY.  With  55  Illusts.  Small  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 
EASY  STAR  LESSONS.  With  Star  Maps  for  Every  Night  in  the  Year.  Cr.  8vo,  68. 
FAMILIAR  SCIENCE  STUDIES.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

SATURN  AND  ITS  SYSTEM.  With  13  Steel  Plates.  Demy  8vo,  cloth  ex.,  lOs.  6d. 
MYSTERIES  OF  TIME  AND  SPACE.  With  Illustrations.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  68. 
THE  UNIYERSE  OF  SUNS.  With  numerous  Illustrations.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  ex..  6». 
WAGES  AND  WANTS  OF  SCIENCE  WORKERS.  Crown  8vo,  Is.  6d. _ ^ 

PRYCE  (RICHARD).— MISS  MAXWELL’S  AFFECTIONS.  Frontis- 

piece  by  Hal  Ludlow.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards.,  2m. 


PAMBOSSON  (J.).  —  POPULAR  ASTRONOMY.  With  Coloured 

Plate  and  numerous  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  (id. 

RANDOLPH  (LIEUT. -COL.  GEORGE,  U.S.A.).— AUNT  ABIGAIL 

DYKES:  A  Novel.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

RIDDELL  (MRS.  J.  H.),  NOVELS  BY.  — — 

WEIRD  STORIES.  Crown  8vo,  clothjexn^3s.  6d.;  post  8vo,  illustrated  bds.,  2». 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 


THE  UNINHABITED  HOUSE. 

THE  PRINCE  OF  WALES’S  GARDEN 
PARTY. 

MYSTERY  IN  PALACE  GARDENS. 


FAIRY  WATER. 

HER  MOTHER’S  DARLING. 
THE  NUN’S  CURSE. 

IDLE  TALES. 


RIVES  (AMELIE). — BARBARA  DERING:  A  Sequel  to  “  The  Quick  or 

the  Dead  ?  ’  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  (id. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  2s. 
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READE  (CHARLES),  NOVELS  BY.  o  4  _ 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  illustrated,  Its.  4>tl.  each ;  post  8vo,  lllust.  bds.,  each. 

PEG  WOFFINGTON.  Illustrated  by  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A.— Also  a  Pocket  Edition, 
set  in  New  Type,  in  Elzevir  style,  fcap.  8vo,  half-leather,  2s.  6«I.— And  a  Cheap 
Popular  Edition  of  Peg  Woffington  and  Christie  Johnstone,  the  two 
Stories  in  One  Volume,  medium  8vo.  Gd. ;  cloth,  I  s. 

CHRISTIE  JOHNSTONE.  Illustrated  by  William  Small.— Also  a  Pocket  Edition, 
set  in  New  Type,  in  Elzevir  style,  fcap.  8vo,  half-leather,  2s.  Gd. 

IT  IS  NEVER  TOO  LATE  TO  MEND.  Illustrated  by  G.  J.  Pinwell.— Also  the  Cheap 
Popular  Edition,  medium  8vo,  portrait  cover,  Gd.  ;  cloth,  Is. 

COURSE  OF  TRUE.  LOVE  NEVER  DID  RUN  SMOOTH.  lllust.  Helen  Paterson. 
THE  AUTOBIOGRAPHY  OF  A  THIEF,  &c.  Illustrated  by  Matt  Stretch. 
LOVE  ME  LITTLE,  LOVE  ME  LONG.  Illustrated  by  M.  Ellen  Edwards. 

THE  DOUBLE  MARRIAGE.  Illusts.  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R. A.,  and  C.  Keene. 
THE  CLOISTER  AND  THE  HEARTH.  Illustrated  by  Charles  Keene— Also  the 
Elzevir  Edition,  with  an  Introduction  by  Walter  Besant,  4  vols.,  post  8vo, 
each  with  Frontispiece,  cloth  extra,  gilt  top,  14s.  the  set;  and  the  Cheap 
Popular  Edition,  medium  8vo,  6d. ;  cloth,  Is. 

HARD  CASH.  Illustrated  by  F.  W.  Lawson. 

GRIFFITH  GAUNT.  Illustrated  by  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A.,  and  William  Small. 

FOUL  PLAY.  Illustrated  by  George  Du  Maurier. 

PUT  YOURSELF  IN  HIS  PLACE.  Illustrated  by  Robert  Barnes. 

A  TERRIBLE  TEMPTATION.  Illustrated  by  Edward  Hughes  and  A.  W.  Cooper. 

A  SIMPLETON.  Illustrated  by  Kate  Craufurd. 

THE  WANDERING  HEIR.  lllust.  by  H.  Paterson,  S.  L.  Fildes,  C.  Green,  &c. 

A  WOMAN-HATER.  Illustrated  by  Thomas  Couldery. 

SINGLEHEART  AND  DOUBLEFACE.  Illustrated  by  P.  Macnab. 

GOOD  STORIES  OF  MEN  AND  OTHER  ANIMALS.  lllust.  by  E.  A.  Abbey,  &c. 
THE  JILT,  and  other  Stories.  Illustrated  by  Joseph  Nash. 

A  PERILOUS  SECRET.  Illustrated  by  Fred.  Barnard. 

BEADIANA.  With  a  Steel-plate  Portrait  of  Charles  Reade. 

BIBLE  CHARACTERS:  Studies  of  David,  Paul,  &c.  Fcap.  8vo,  leatherette.  Is. 
SELECTIONS  FROM  THE  WORKS  OF  CHARLES  READE.  Crown  8vo,  with  Por¬ 
trait,  buckram,  6s.  ;  post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  ‘-is.  Gd. 

RIMMER  (ALFRED)T~WORKS  BY.  Square  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  7s.  Gd.  each. 

OUR  OLD  COUNTRY  TOWNS.  With  55  Illustrations. 

RAMBLES  ROUND  ETON  AND  HARROW.  With  50  Illustrations. 

ABOUT  ENGLAND  WITH  DICKENS.  With  58  Illusts.  byC.  A.  Vanderhoof.Jic^ 

ROBINSON  CRUSOE.  By  Daniel  Defoe.  (Major's  Edition.)  With 

37  Illustrations  by  George  Cruikshank.  Post  8vo,  half-bound,  _ _ 

ROBINSON  (F7  w7)7  NOVELS  BYT 

WOMEN  ARE  STRANGE.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

_ THE  HANDS  OF  JUSTICE.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  ex.,  3s.  Gd. ;  post  8vo,  lllust.  bds.,  2s. 

ROBINSON  (PHIL),  WORKS  BY.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 

THE  POETS’  BIRDS.  I  THE  POETS’  BEASTS. 

THE  POETS  AND  NATURE:  REPTILES,  FISHES,  AND  INSECTS. 

ROCHEFOUCAULD’S  MAXIMS  AND  MORAL  REFLECTIONS.  With 

Notes,  and  an  Introductory  Essay  by  Sainte- Beuve.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  £s. 

ROLL  OF  BATTLEYAbBEY,  THET  A  List  of  the  Principal  Warriois 

who  came  from  Normandy  with  William  the  Conqueror.  Handsomely  printed.  ;»*. 

ROSENGARTEN  (A.).— HANDBOOK  OF  ARCHITECTURAL  STYLES. 

Translated  by  W.  Collett- Sandars.  With  639  Illusts.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Git. 

ROWLEY  (HONTHUGH),  WORKS  BYT”  Post  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  6d.  each. 

PUNIANA:  RIDDLES  AND  JOKES.  With  numerous  Illustrations. 

MORE  PUNIANA.  Profusely  Illustrated. 

RUSSELL  (W.  CLARK),  BOOKS  AND  NOVELS  BY : 

Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6».  each;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s.  each;  cloth  limn,  2s.  Gd.  ea. 

ROUND  THE  GALLEY-FIRE.  A  BOOK  FOR  THE  HAMMOCK. 

IN  THE  MIDDLE  WATCH.  MYSTERY  OF  THE  “OCEAN  STAR.” 

A  VOYAGE  TO  THE  CAPE. _ THE  ROMANCE  OF  JENNY  HARLOWE. 

Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  3s.  Gd.  ea. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s.  ea. ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  Gd.  ea. 
AN  OCEAN  TRAGEDY.  |  MY  SHIPMATE  LOUISE. 

ALONE  ON  A  WIDE  WIDE  SEA. 

ON  THE  FO’K’SLE  HEAD.  Post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s. ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 
THE  GOOD  SHIP  “MOHOCK.”  Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  JOs.  net. 

THE  PHANTOM  DEATH,  &c.  With  Frontispiece.  Crown  8vo,  3s.  6«I. 

THE  CONVICT  SHIP.  Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  15s.  net.  [ Shortly . 
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RUsKCiiplI  byT^^o, 

_  SGHOOLSSfiNDD SCHOLARS?KS‘  |  GRACE  BALMAIGN’S  SWEETHEART. 

RUSSELL  (DORA),  novels  by.  - - 

__THE  B5T  V^g?,  ^  [S ^ 

SAINT  AUBYN  (ALAN),  NOVELS  BlL  - - 

A  FELLOW OF  Min'  No'tetJo^vpV  Pw‘  ®V0’  iU£st-  boards’  3s-  each. 

THE  JUNIOR  DEAN.  |  MASTER  OF  ST.  BENED^OT’S^.^TnltAg^nhgrxy^^^j^.'j. 

THE  OLD  MAID'S  .5.105^*,,  SJM. 

ORTHJRn  nimDDCTr™  8v0’  cIoth  extra.  3s.  6,1.  each. 

—  ME  TREMLETT  DIAMONDsr-f^^B.OF  THE  W°RLD- 

SALA  (G.  A.).-:GASLIGHT  AND  DAYUGHtT  Post  S^Thn^rt^' 
SA!ffS,hN4~SEYEN,  GENERATIONS  OF  EXECUTIONERS_^~Memoirs 

- Of  the  Sanson  Family  (1688  to  1847).  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra  :is.  6,1  ‘  Memoirs 

SAUNDERS  (JOHN),  NOVELS  BY.  “  “ - 

Gurw^w  l&rft  a 

-  bound  to  the  wheel^^t^^™'  .L  TW0  DKEAMERS- 

SAUNDERS  (KATHARINeFnOVEL^BY- - 

GIDEO^TS  ROCK  AT(?ER‘  rPos‘8vo’  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
tatUEUN  S  ROCK.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 


YARD,  Past  and  Present  :  Experiences  of  77  Years  r7 
- j±hlef-InsPector  Cavanagh.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  2s.  •  cloth  2s.  6.1  ^ 

SE?a?nfT  PUT?  THE  •'  One  Thousand  Tricks  with  Cards  ;  with  Enter7. 

^  ?  DS  Experiments  in  Drawing-room  or  4‘  White  Ma<nr  M  rv  w  tj  n 
_  With  300  Illustrations,  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra!  4*!  VA?  *  *  H*  Cremer* 

SEGUIN  (L.  G.)7  WORKS  BY.  - - 

||^^A_(W^)*tiR]LeTREAM^AND^SEA!  PosUivoTcloth ;2s  6d 

SERGEANT  CA.  J.—  DR.  ENDICOTT^S  EXPERIMENT.  YvoLs  .  IOs'.  nee 

SHspIEAREE4Rth  m°tR  CI;IILUREN:  LAMB’S  TALES  FROM  SHATKEY 

- SPEARE.  With  Illusts.,  coloured  and  plain,  by  J.  Moyr  Smith.  Cr.  4to.  3s.  6,1 

SHA!F„  MMENnriMBOWTTTSd, 

SHaS'd  ISIf  lFTMSfitPrT?E  COMPLETE  WORKS  IN  VERSE 

*  «•  -*“* — 

:: ; 

'  •  Atlas;  EypipnsyATdieonCeHeliaJsUhaa  “d  Madda‘°  1  Swellfoot  the  'Th°  Witch  o< 

PROSE-  W0RKS:5inOTwi>Vo.sa.SqUe^ °f Anarchy ;  and  other  Piece, 

SHERARD  (R.  H,).— ROGUESTaT^ - = - - - 


Novel,  Crown  8vo,  Is.;  cloth,  Is.  6,1. 


SHERIDAN  (GENERAL  P.  H  f)~  PE  R  S  ON  A  if  M  E  MO  I R^O  F  ~ 

Portraits  and  Facsimiles.  Two  Vols.,demy8vo7cloth  24s71VIU1K^  °E* 


With 
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SHERIDAN’S  (RICHARD  BRINSLEY)  COMPLETE  WORKS.  With 

Life  and  Anecdotes.  Including  his  Dramatic  Writings,  his  Works  in  Prose  and 
Poetry,  Translations,  Speeches  and  Jokes,  io  Illusts.  Cr.  8vo,  hf.-bound,  7s.  6d. 
THE  RIVALS,  THE  SCHOOL  FOR  SCANDAL,  and  other  Plays.  Post  8vo,  printed 
on  laid  paper  and  half-bound.  3s. 

SHERIDAN’S  COMEDIES:  THE  RIVALS  and  THE  SCHOOL  FOR  SCANDAL. 

Edited,  with  an  Introduction  and  Notes  to  each  Play,  and  a  Biographical  Sketch,  by 
Brander  Matthews.  With  Illustrations.  Demy  8vo,  half-parchment,  13s.  6d. 

SIDNEY’S  (SIR  PHILIP)  COMPLETE  POETICAL  W0RKS7  includ¬ 

ing  all  those  in  “Arcadia.”  With  Portrait,  Memorial-Introduction,  Notes,  &c.  by  the 
Rev.  A.  B.  Grosart,  D.D.  Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  boards.  ISs. _ 

SIGNBOARDS  :  Their  History.  With  Anecdotes  of  Famous  Taverns 

and  Remarkable  Characters.  By  Jacob  Larwood  and  John  Camden  Hotten. 
With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  94  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7 8.  6d. 


SIMS  (GEO.  R.),  WORKS  BY. 

ROGUES  AND  VAGABONDS. 
THE  RING  O’  BELLS. 

MARY  JANE’S  MEMOIRS. 
MARY  JANE  MARRIED. 
TINKLETOP’S  CRIME. 

ZEPH:  A  Circus  Story,  Sc. _ 


Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  3s.  ea  ;  cl.  limp,  3s.  6d.  ea. 

TALES  OF  TO-DAY. 

DRAMAS  OF  LIFE.  With  60  Illustrations. 
MEMOIRS  OF  A  LANDLADY. 

MY  TWO  WIVES. 

SCENES  FROM  THE  SHOW. 


Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is.  each  ;  cloth,  Is.  6d.  each. 

HOW  THE  POOR  LIVE;  and  HORRIBLE  LONDON. 

THE  DAGONET  RECITER  AND  READER:  being  Readings  and  Recitations  in 
Prose  and  Verse,  selected  from  his  own  Works  by  George  R.  Sims. 

THE  CASE  OF  GEORGE  CANDLEMAS.  |  DAGONET  DITTIES. 


DAGONET  ABROAD.  Crown  8vo,  cioth,  3s.  6d. 


[Shortly. 


SISTER  DORA  :  A  Biography.  By  Margaret  Lonsdale.  With  Four 

Illustrations.  Demy  8vo,  picture  cover,  4d.;  cloth,  6d. 


SKETCHLEY  (ARTHUR).  —  A  MATCH  IN  THE  DARK.  Post  8vo, 

illustrated  boards,  3s.  _ 

SLANG  DICTIONARY  (THE) :  Etymological,  Historical,  and  Anec- 

dotal.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Os.  Od. 


SMITH  (J.  MOYR),  WORKS'  BY. 

THE  PRINCE  OF  ARGOLIS.  With  130  Illusts.  Post  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  Gd. 
THE  WOOING  OF  THE  WATER  WITCH.  Illustrated.  Post  8vo,  cioth,  6s. 


SOCIETY  IN  LONDON.  Crown  8vo,  Is.  ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

SOCIETY  IN  PARIS:  The  Upper  Ten  Thousand.  A  Series  of  Letters 

from  Count  Paul  Vasili  to  a  Young  French  Diplomat.  Crown  8vo.  cloth,  6s. 

SOMERSET  (LORD  HENRY).  —  SONGS  OF  ADIEU.  Small  4to, 

Japanese  vellum,  Os. 

SPALDING  (T.  A.,  LL.B.).— ELIZABETHAN  DEMONOLOGY:  An 

Essay  on  the  Belief  in  the  Existence  of  Devils.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5  s. 

SPEIGHT  (T.  W.V NOVELS  BY. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 

THE  MYSTERIES  OF  HERON  DYKE.  I  THE  GOLDEN  HOOP. 

BY  DEVIOUS  WAYS,  &c.  |  BACK  TO  LIFE. 

HOODWINKED;  and  THE  SANDY-  I  THE  LOUDWATER  TRAGEDY. 
CROFT  MYSTERY.  |  BURGO  S  ROMANCE. 

QUITTANCE  IN  FULL. 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  Is.  6d.  each. 

A  BARREN  TITLE. _ |  WIFE  OR  NO  WIFE? 

THE  SANDYCROFT  MYSTERY.  Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. 

A  SECRET  OF  THE  SEA.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

THE  GREY  MONK.  Three  Vols.,  15s,  net. _ _ 

SPENSER  FOR  CHILDREN.  By  M.  H.  Towry.  With  Illustrations 

by  Walter  J.  Morgan.  Crown  4to,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

STARRY  HEAVENS  (THE)T  A  Poetical  Birthday  Book.  Royal 

i6mo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6*1. 

STEDMANTE.  C.),  WORKS  BY.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  9s.  each. 

VICTORIAN  POETS.  1  THE  POETS  OF  AMERICA. 
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STERNDALE  (R.  ARMITAGE).— THE  AFGHAN  KNIFE :  A  Novel. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  (it). ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

STEVENSON  (R.  LOUIS),  WORKS  BYT  Post  8vo,  cl.  limp,  2s.  (id.  each 
TRAVELS  WITH  A  DONKEY,  With  a  Frontispiece  by  Walter  Crane. 

AN  INLAND  YOYAGE.  With  a  Frontispiece  by  Walter  Crane. 

Crown  8vo.  buckram,  gilt  top,  6s.  each. 

FAMILIAR  STUDIES  OF  MEN  AND  BOOKS.  f 

THE  SILVERADO  SQUATTERS.  With  Frontispiece  by  J.  D.  Strong. 

THE  MERRY  MEN.  |  UNDERWOODS:  Poems. 

MEMORIES  AND  PORTRAITS. 

VIRGINIBUS  PUERISQUE,  and  other  Papers.  |  BALLADS.  I  PRINCE  OTTO 
ACROSS  THE  PLAINS,  with  other  Memories  anA  Essays. 

NEW  ARABIAN  NIGHTS.  Crown  8vo.  buckram,  gilt  top,  6s.;  post  8vo,  illustrated 
boards,  2s. 

THE  SUICIDE  CLUB;  and  THE  RAJAH’S  DIAMOND.  (From  New  Arabian 
Nights.)  With  8  Illustrations  by  W.  J.  Hennessy.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  5s. 
FATHER  DAMIEN :  An  Open  Letter  to  the  Rev.  Dr.  Hyde.  Crown  8vo,  hand¬ 
made  and  brown  paper,  Is. 

THE  EDINBURGH  EDITION  OF  THE  WORKS  OF  ROBERT  LOUIS  STEVEN¬ 
SON.  20  Vols.,  demy  8vo.  This  Edition  (which  is  limited  to  i.ooo  copies)  is  sold 
only  in  Sets,  the  price  of  which  may  be  learned  from  the  Booksellers.  The 
Vols.  are  appearing  at  the  rate  of  one  a  month,  beginning  Nov.  1894. 

STODDARD  (C.  WARREN).— SUMMER  CRUISING  IN  THE  SOUTH 

SEAS.  Illustrated  by  Wallis  Mackay.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  (id. 

STORIES  FROM  FOREIGN  NOVELISTS.  With  Notices  by  Helen  and 

Alice  Zimmern.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  (id, ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

STRANGE  MANUSCRIPT  (A)  FOUND  IN  A  COPPER  CYLINDER. 

Cr,  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  19  Illusts.  by  Gilbert  Gaul,  5s.  ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

STRANGE  SECRETS-.  Told  by  Conan  Doyle,  Percy  Fitzgerald,  Flor- 

ence  Marryat,  &c.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

STRUTT  (JOSEPH).— THE  SPORTS  AND  PASTIMES  OF  THE 

PEOPLE  OF  ENGLAND;  including  the  Rural  and  Domestic  Recreations,  May 
Games,  Mummeries,  Shows,  &c.,  from  the  Earliest  Period  to  the  Present  Time. 
Edited  by  William  Hone.  With  140  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  (>di 

SWIFT’S  (DEAN)  CHOICE  WORKS,  in  Prose  and  Verse.  With  Memoir, 

Portrait,  and  Facsimiles  of  the  Maps  in  '•  Gulliver’s  Travels.”  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  7s.  (id. 
GULLIVER’S  TRAVELS,  and  A  TALE  OF  A  TUB.  Post  8vo,  half-bound,  2*4. 
_  JONATHAN  SWIFT:  A  Study.  BvJ.Churton  Collins.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra  »*. 

SWINBURNE  (ALGERNON  C.),  WORKS^Y-  ~ 

SELECTIONS  FROM  POETICAL  WORKS  OF  A.  C.  A  NOTE  ON  CHARLOTTE  BRONTE.  Cr.  8vo.  63 

SWINBURNE.  Fcap.  3vo,  6s.  -  - 

ATALANTA  IN  CALYDON.  Crown  8vo,  6s. 

CHASTELARD  :  A  Tragedy.  Crown  8vo,  7s. 

POEMS  AND  BALLADS.  FIRST  SERIES.  Crown 
8vo  or  fcap.  8vo,  9s. 

POEMS  AND  BALLADS.  Second  Series. 

Crown  8vo  or  fcap.  8vo,  93. 

POEMS  &  BALLADS.  THIRD  SERIES.  Cr.  8vo,  7s. 

SONGS  BEFORE  SUNRISE.  Crown  8vo,  10s.  6d. 

BOTHWELL  :  A  Tragedy.  Crown  8vo,  12s.  6d. 

SONGS  OF  TWO  NATIONS.  Crown  8vo,  6s. 

GEORGE  CHAPMAN.  (See  Vol.  II.  of  G.  CHAP¬ 
MAN’S  Works.)  Crown  8vo,  6s. 

ESSAYS  AND  STUDIES.  Crown  8vo,  12s. 

ERECHTHEUS  :  A  Tragedy.  Crown  8vo,  6s. 


SONGS  OF  THE  SPRINGTIDES.  Crown  8vo,  6s. 
STUDIES  IN  SONG.  Crown  8vo,  7s. 

MARY  STUART:  A  Tragedy.  Crown  8vo,  8s. 
TRISTRAM  OF  LYONESSE.  Crown  8vo,  9s. 

A  CENTURY  OF  ROUNDELS.  Small 4to,  8s. 

A  MIDSUMMER  HOLIDAY.  Crown  8vo,  7s. 
MARINO  FALIERO  :  A  Tragedy.  Crown  8vo,  63, 
A  STUDY  OF  VICTOR  HUGO.  Crown  8vo,  6s. 
MISCELLANIES.  Crown  8vo,  12s. 

LOCRINE  :  A  Tragedy.  Crown  8vo,  6s. 

A  STUDY  OF  BEN  JONSON.  Crown  8vo,  7s. 

THE  SISTERS:  A  Tragedy.  Crown  8vo.  6s. 
ASTROPHEL,  <5rc.  Crown  8vo,  7s. 

STUDIES  IN  PROSE  AND  POETRY.  Crown  8vo, 
9s. 


SYNTAX  S  (DR.)  THREE  TOURS  :  In  Search  of  the  Picturesque,  in 

Search  of  Consolation,  and  in  Search  of  a  Wife.  With  Rowlandson’s  Coloured  Illus¬ 
trations,  and  Lite  of  the  Author  by  J.  C.  Hotten.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  (id. 

taine’s  History  of  English- literature.  Translated  by 

Henry  Van  Laun.  Four  Vols.,  small  demy  8vo,  cl.  bds.,  30s.— Popular  Edition, 
Two  Vols.,  large  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  15s. 

TAYLORTDR.  j.  E.,  F. L7S  A  WORKSBYT  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  5s.  each. 

THE  SAGACITY  AND  MORALITY  OF  PLANTS:  A  Sketch  of  the  Life  and  Conduct 
of  the  Vegetable  Kingdom.  With  a  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  ioo  Illustrations. 
OUR  COMMON  BRITISH  FOSSILS,  and  Where  to  Find  Them,  331  Illustrations. 
THE  PLAYTIME  NATURALIST,  With  366  Illustrations. 
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TAYLOR  (BAYARD).— DIVERSIONS  OF  THE  ECHO  CLUB  :  Bur¬ 
lesques  of  Modern  Writers.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  is. _ 

TAYL0RlT0M)7^HIST0RICAirDRAMAS.  Containing  “  Clancarty,” 

‘‘Jeanne  Dare,”  “’Twixt  Axe  and  Crown,’1  “The  Fool’s  Revenge,”  “Arkwright’s 
Wife,’’  “Anne  Boleyn.”  “  Plot  and  Passion.”  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7  s.  Gd. 

***  The  Plays  may  also  be  had  separately,  at  Is,  each. _ 

TENNYSON  (LORD):  A  Biographical  Sketch.  By  H.  J.  Jennings. 

Post  8vo,  portrait  cover,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  Gd.  _ 

THACKERATANA  :  Notes  and  Anecdotes.  Illustrated  by  Hundreds  of 

Sketches  by  William  Makepeace  Thackeray.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 7 s.  Gd. 

THAMES,  A  NEW  PICTORIAL  HISTORY  OF  THE.  By  A.  S. 

Krausse.  With  340  Illustrations  Post  8vo,  1  s. ;  cloth,  1  a.  Gd. _ 

THIERS  (ADOLPHE).— HISTORY^)?  the  CONSULATE  &  EMPIRE  of 

FRANCE  UNDER  NAPOLEON.  Translated  by  D.  Forbes  Campbell  and  John 
Stebbivg.  With  36  Steel  Plates.  12  vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  12s.  each. 

THOMAS  (BERTHA),  NOVELS  BY.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  3s.  Gd.  ea. ;  post  8vo,  is.  ea, 

THE  VIOLIN-PLAYER. _ |  PROUD  MAISIE. 

CRESSIDA.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is. 

THOMSON’S  SEASONS,  and  CASTLE  OF  INDOLENCE.  With  Intro- 

duction  by  Allan  Cunningham,  and  48  Illustrations.  Post  8vo,  half-bound,  is. 

THORNBURY  (WALTER),  WORKS  BYT 

THE  LIFE  AND  CORRESPONDENCE  OF  J.  M.  W.  TURNER.  With  Illustra¬ 
tions  in  Colours.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Gd. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is.  each. 

OLD  STORIES  RE-TOLD.  |  TALES  FOR  THE  MARINES. 

TIMBS  (JOHN),  WORKS  BY.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  GiB.  each. 

THE  HISTORY  OF  CLUBS  AND  CLUB  LIFE  IN  LONDON:  Anecdotes  of  its 
Famous  Coffee-houses,  Hostelries,  and  Taverns.  With  42  Illustrations. 

ENGLISH  ECCENTRICS  AND  ECCENTRICITIES:  Stories  of  Delusions,  Impos¬ 
tures,  Sporting  Scenes,  Eccentric  Artists,  Theatrical  Folk,  &c.  48  Illustrations. 

TROLLOPE  (ANTHONY),  NOVELS  BY: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gd.  each;  post8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is.  each. 

THE  WAY  WE  LIVE  NOW.  I  MR.  SCARBOROUGH’S  FAMILY. 

FRAU  FROHMANN.  _ I  THE  LAND-LEAGUERS. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is.  each. 

KEPT  IN  THE  DARK.  I  THE  AMERICAN  SENATOR. 

THE  GOLDEN  LION  OF  GRANPERE.  |  JOHN  CALDIGATE.  |  MARION  FAY. 

TROLLOPE  (FRANCES  E.),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gd.  each:  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is.  each. 
LIKE  SHIPS  UPON  THE  SEA.  |  MABEL’S  PROGRESS.  |  ANNE  FURNESS. 

TROLLOPE  (T.  A.).— DIAMOND  CUT  DIAMOND.  Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,is. 
TROWBRIDGE  (J.  T.).  — FARNELL’S  FOLLY.  Post  8vo,  boards,  2s.' 
TYTLER  (C.  C.  FRASER-).  -MISTRESS  JUDITH  :  A  Novel.  Crown 

8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gd. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is. 

TYTLER  (SARAH)7  N0VELS“BY7 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra-,  3s.  Gd.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is.  each, 

THE  BRIDE’S  PASS.  I  BURIED  DIAMONDS. 

LADY  BELL.  _ I  THE  BLACKBALL  GHOSTS. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is.  each. 

WHAT  SHE  CAME  THROUGH.  I  BEAUTY  AND  THE  BEAST. 

CITOYENNE  JACQUELINE  |  DISAPPEARED.  |  NOBLESSE  OBLIGE. 

SAINT  MUNGO’S  CITY.  _  |  THE  HUGUENOT  FAMILY. 

THE  MACDONALD  LASS.  With  Frontispiece.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  Gd.  [Shortly. 

TTPWARD  (ALLENJTNOVELS  BY. 

w  THE  QUEEN  AGAINST  OWEN.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  Gd. ;  post  8vo,  bds.,  is. 
THE  PRINCE  OF  BALKISTAN.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gd.  [Shortly. 

yASHTI  AND  ESTHER.  By  the  Writer  of  “Belle’s”  Letters  in  The 

_ _  World.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

VILLARl  (LINDA).— A  DOUBLE  BOND  :  A  Story.  Fcap.  8vo,  Is. 
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VfZETELLY  (ERNEST  A.).-THE  SCORPlp  :  A  Romance  of  Spain. 

With  a  Frontispiece.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  fid. - - - 

WALFORDB'  SHILLING PEERAGe'uW  Containing  a  List  of  the  House  of  Lords,  Scotch  and 
WALrOMerS8lMTBARONETAGE  (1695,.  Containing  a  List  of  the  Baronets  of  the  United 
TO-AnrnSmla  suflTlNG1  KNIGHTAGe'TiIiS).  Cortafaing  a  List  of  the  Knights  of  the  United 
WaSoEr7s  -  U*  °f  oil  the  Members  of  the 

WALFORI^s' COMPLETE  ^EERAGE  CBARONETAGE,’  KNIGHTAGE,  AND  HOUSE  OF  COMMONS 
(1895)  Royal  321110,  cloth,  gilt  edges,  5s. 


TALEs'oF  OUR  GREAT  FAMILIES.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

COTTON’S 


WALTON  AND  COTTON’S  "COMPLETE  ANGLER ;  or  The  Con¬ 
templative  Man's  Recreation,  by  Izaak  Walton  ;  and  Instructions  how  to  Angle  for  a 
Trout  or  Grayling  in  a  clear  Stream,  by  Charles  Cotton.  With  Memoirs  and  Notes 
by  Sir  Harris  Nicolas,  and  61  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  antique,  7s.  fori. — 

WALT  WHITMAN^  POEMS  BY.  Edited,  with  Introduction,  by 

William  M.  Rossetti.  With  Portrait.  Cr.8vo,  hand-made  paper  and  buckram, 

WARD  (HERBERT).— MY  LIFE  WITH  STANLEY’S  REAR  GUARD. 

With  a  Map  by  F.  S.  Weller.  Post  8vo,  Is*;  cloth,  ls«  *><»« - - 

WARNER  (CHARLES  DUDLEY).— A  ROUNDABOUT  JOURNEY. 

Crown  8vot  cloth  extra,  Os«  - — 


WARRANT  TO  EXECUTE  CHARLES  I.  A  Facsimile,  with  the  59 

WARRANT  TOaEXECUTE  lMARY  QUEEN  OF  D SCO tV.” '  A  Facsimile,  including 
Queen  Elizabeth’s  Signature  and  the  Great  Seal.  - 

WASSERMANN  (LILLIAS),  NOVELS  BY. 

THE  DAFFODILS.  Crown  8vo,  ,1s. ;  cloth,  J.s.  bii. 

THE  MARQUIS  OF  CARABAS.  By  Aaron  Watson  and  Lillias  Wassermann. 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  •  - - - 

WEATHEILHOWTO  FORETELL  THE,  WITH  THE  POCKET  SPEC- 

TROSCOPE.  By  F.  W.  Cory.  With  io  Illustrations.  Cr.  8vo,  Is.  9  cloth,  Is* 

WEBBER  (BYRON).-  FUN,  FROLIC,  AND  FANCY.  With  43  Ulus- 

trations  by  Phil  May  and  Charles  May.  Fcap.  4to,  picture  cover,  Is. 

WESTALL  (WILLIAM).  —  TRUST-MONEY. 

boards,  2s. ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 


Post  8vo,  illustrated 


boards,  5  ciom  ninp,  ***** _ _ — — — — - ~ r~ 

WHIST  HOW  TO  PLAY  SOLO.  By  Abraham  S.  Wilks  and  Charles 

F.  Pardon.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  _ _ — 

WHITE~(GLLBERT).— THE  NATURAL  HISTORY  OF  SELBORNE. 

Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  2s. _ — 

WILIIAMS  (W7MATTIEU;  F.R.A.S.),  WORKS  BY. 

criFNrF,  IN  SHORT  CHAPTERS.  Crown  bvo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  OcS. 

^SIMPLE  TREATISE  ON  HEAT.  With  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6<I. 
THif  rHRMISTRY  OF  COOKERY.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Os. 

£55  CHFMISTRY  OF  IRON  AND  STEEL  MAKING.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  9s. 
A  VINDICATION  OF  PHRENOLOGY.  With  Portrait  and  43  Illustrations.  Demy 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  13s.  Bd. _ _ _ _ _ _ _ r— ; „ — 

WILLTAMS0N  (MRS7 F.  H.). — A  CHILD  WIDOW.  Post  8vo,  bds^ 

RTIiniES  IN  LIFE  AND  SENSE.  With  numerous  Ulusts.  Cr.8vo,  cl.  ex.,  6s. 
COMMON  ACCIDENTS:  HOW  TO  TREAT  THEM.  Illusts.  Cr. .Bvo,  Is.;  cl  Is.  fed. 
riTMPSES  OF  NATURE.  With  35  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  .Is. 

WTSSMANN  (HERMANN  VON).— ®Y  SECOND  JOURNEY  THROUGH 

"equatorial  AFRICA.  With  gz  Illustrations.  Demy  8vo,  16  s. 
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WINTER  (J.  S.),  STORIES  BY.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each ; 
cloih  limp.  2s.  (id.  each. 

CAVALRY  LIFE.  |  REGIMENTAL  LEGENDS. 

A  SOLDIER’S  CHILDREN.  With  34  Illustrations  by  E.  G.  Thomson  and  E.  Stuart 
_ Hardy.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3».  (id. _ 

WOOD  (H.  F.),  DETECTIVE  STORIES  BY.  Post  8vo,  boards,  2s.  each. 
PASSENGER  FROM  SCOTLAND  YARD.  |  ENGLISHMAN  OF  THE  RUE  CAIN. 

WOOD  (LADY).— SABINA :  A  Novel.  Post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s. 

WOOLLEY  (CELIA  PARKER).— RACHEL  ARMSTRONG or,  Love 

and  Theology.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. :  cloth,  2s,  _ _ 

WRIGHT  (THOMAS),  WORKS  BY.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 
CARICATURE  HISTORY  OF  THE  GEORGES.  With  400  Caricatures,  Squibs,  &c. 
HISTORY  OF  CARICATURE  AND  OF  THE  GROTESQUE  IN  ART,  LITERA¬ 
TURE,  SCULPTURE,  AND  PAINTING.  Illustrated  by  F.  W.  Pairhqlt,  F.S.A. 

WYNMAN  (MARGARET).— MY  FLIRTATIONS.  VVith  13  Illustra¬ 
tions  by  J.  Bernard  Partridge.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3*.  (id. 

VATES  (EDMUND)TN0VELS  BY.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

-1  LAND  AT  LAST.  |  THE  FORLORN  HOPE.  I  CASTAWAY. _ 

7ANGWILL  (I.)-GHETTO  TRAGEDIES.  With  Three  Illustrations 

by  A.  S.  Boyd.  Fcap.  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is.  net.  _ 

ZOLA  (EM ILE),  NOVEDTBY.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  6d.  each. 
THE  DOWNFALL.  Translated  by  E.  A.  Vizetelly.  Fourth  Edition,  Revised. 
THE  DREAM.  Translated  by  Eliza  Chase.  With  8  Illustrations  by  Jeanniot. 
DOCTOR  PASCAL.  Translated  by  E.  A.  Vizetelly.  With  Portrait  of  the  Author. 
MONEY.  Translated  by  Ernest  A.  Vizetelly. 

LOURDES.  Translated  by  Ernest  A.  Vizetelly. 

EMILE  ZOLA:  A  Biography.  By  R.  H.  Sherard.  With  Portraits,  Illustrations, 
and  Facsimile  Letter.  Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  12». 


SOME  BOOKS  CLASSIFIED  IN  SERIES 

*„*  For  fuller  cataloguing,  see  alphabetical  arrangement,  pp.  1-26. 


THE  MAYFAIR  LIBRARY. 

A  Journey  Round  My  Room.  By  X.  de  Maistre. 
Quips  and  Quiddities.  By  W.  D.  Adams. 

The  Agony  Column  of  “liie  Times." 

Melancholy  Anatomised:  An  Abridgment  of  Bur* 
ton’s  “  Anatomy  of  Melancholy.” 

Poetical  Ingenuities.  By  W.  T.  Dobson. 

The  Cupboard  Papers.  By  Fin-Bec. 

V/.  S.  Gilbert's  Plays.  Three  Series. 

Songs  of  Irish  Wit  and  Humour. 

Animals  and  their  Masters.  By  Sir  A.  Helps. 
Social  Pressure.  By  Sir  A.  Helps. 

Curiosities  of  Criticism.  By  H.  j.  Jennings. 

The  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast-Table.  By  Oliver 
Wendell  Holmes. 

Pencil  and  Palette.  By  R.  Kempt. 

Little  Essays  :  from  LAMB’S  Letters. 

Forensic  Anecdotes.  By  Jacob  Larwood. 


Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  per  Volume. 
Theatrical  Anecdotes.  By  Jacob  Larwood. 
Jeux  d’Esprit.  Edited  by  HENRY  S.  LEIGH. 
Witch  Stories.  By  E.  LYNN  LINTON. 

Ourselves.  By  E.  Lynn  Linton. 

Pastimes  and  rlayers.  By  R.  MacGregor. 

New  Paul  and  Virginia.  By  W.  H.  Mallock. 
The  New  Republic.  By  W.  H.  Mallock. 

Puck  on  Pegasus.  By  H.  C.  Pennell. 

Pegasus  Re-saddled.  By  H.  C.  Pennell. 

Muses  of  Mayfair.  Edited  by  H.  C.  Pennell. 
Thoreau  :  His  Life  and  Aims.  By  H.  A.  PAGE. 
Puniana.  By  Hon.  HUGH  Rowley. 

More  Puniana.  By  Hon.  HUGH  ROWLEY. 

The  Philosophy  of  Handwriting. 

By  Stream  and  Sea.  By  Wm.  Senior. 

Leaves  from  a  Naturalist’s  Note-Book.  By  Dr. 
Andrew  Wilson. 


THE  GOLDEN  LIBRARY. 

Diversions  of  the  Echo  Club.  Bayard  Taylor. 
Ballaa  History  of  England.  By  W.  C.  Bennett. 
Songs  for  Sailors.  By  W.  C.  Bennett. 

Lives  of  the  Necromancers.  By  W.  Godwin. 
The  Poetical  Works  of  Alexander  Pope. 

Scenes  of  Country  Life.  By  Edward  Jesse. 


Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  per  Volume. 

The  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast  Table.  By 
Oliver  Wendell  Holmes. 

Tale  for  a  Chimney  Corner.  By  Leigh  Hunt. 
La  Mort  d’ Arthur  :  Selections  from  Mallory. 
Provincial  Letters  of  Blaise  Pascal. 

Maxims  and  Reflections  of  Rochefoucauld. 


THE  WANDERER’S  LIBRARY 

Wanderings  in  Patagonia.  By  JULIUS  Beer- 
BOHM.  Illustrated. 

Camp  Notes.  By  FREDERICK  Boyle. 

Savage  Life.  By  Frederick  Boyle. 

Merne  England  in  the  Olden  Time.  By  G.  DANIEL. 

illustrated  by  CRUIKSHANK. 

Circus  Life.  By  Thomas  Frost. 

Lives  of  the  Conjurers.  By  Thomas  Fros.. 

The  Old  Showmen  and  the  Old  London  Fairs.  By 
Thomas  Frost. 

Low*Life  Beeps.  By  J  AMES  G  REENWOOD. 


•  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s,  6<1.  each. 
Wilds  of  London.  By  James  Greenwood. 
Tunis.  By  Chev.  Hesse-WartegG.  22  Illusts. 
Life  and  Adventures  of  a  Cheap  Jack 
World  Behind  the  Scenes.  By  P.  Fitzgerald. 
Tavern  Anecdotes  and  Sayings. 

The  Genial  Showman.  By  E.  P.  Hingston. 
Story  of  London  Parks.  By  Jacob  Larwood. 
London  Characters.  By  Henry  Mayhew. 

Seven  Generations  of  Executioners. 

Summer  Cruising  in  the  South  Seas.  By  G, 
Warren  Stoddard.  Illustrated 
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Books  in  Series— continued. 

HANDY  NOVELS.  Fcap.  8vo,  cloth  boards,  Is.  Osl.  each. 

The  Old  Maid's  Sweetheart.  By  A.  St.  Aubyn.  |  Taken  from  the  Enemy.  By  H.  Newbolt. 

Modest  Little  Sara.  By  Alan  St.  Aubyn.  A  Lost  Soul.  By  VV  L  Alden 

Seven  Sleepers  of  Ephesus.  M.  E.  Coleridge  I  Dr.  Palllser's  Patient.  By  Grant  Allf.n. 

MY  LIBRARY.  Printed  on  laid  paper,  post  8vo,  half-Roxburghe,  2s.  6«1.  each. 


Citation  and  Examination  of  William  Shakspeare 
By  W.  S.  LANDOR. 

The  Journal  of  Maurice  de  Guerin. 


Christie  Johnstone.  By  Charles  Reade. 
Peg  Woffington.  By  Charles  Reade. 

The  Dramatic  Essays  of  Charles  Lamb. 


THE  POCKET  LIBRARY.  Post  8vo, 

The  Essays  of  Elia.  By  Charles  Lamb. 

Robinson  Crusoe.  Illustrated  by  G.  Cruikshank. 
Whims  and  Oddities.  By  THOMAS  Hood.  With 
85  Illustrations. 

The  Barber's  Chair.  By  DOUGLAS  JERROLD. 
Gastronomy.  By  BRILLAT-SAVARIN. 

The  Epicurean,  &c.  By  THOMAS  MOORE. 

Leigh  Hunt’s  E3savs.  Edited  by  E.  Ollier. 


printed  on  laid  paper  and  hf.-bd.,  3  s*  each. 

White’s  Natural  History  of  Selborne. 

Gulliver's  Travels,  &c.  By  Dean  Swift. 

Plays  by  Richard  Brinsley  Sheridan. 
Anecdotes  of  the  Clergy.  By  JACOB  LARWOOD. 
Thomson's  Seasons.  Illustrated. 

The  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast  Table  and  The 
Professor  at  the  Breakfast-Table.  By  Oliver 
Wendell  Holmes. 


THE  PICCADILLY  NOVELS. 

Library  Editions  of  Novels, many  Illustrated,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
—  —  »»  By  IBASiBi  CAINE. 

The  Shadow  of  a  Crime.  |  The  Deemster. 

A  Son  of  Hagar. 


By  F.  ITS.  ALLEN. 

Green  as  Grass. 


By  GRANT  ALLEIV. 


Philistia. 

Babylon. 

Strange  Stories. 
Beckoning  Hand. 

In  all  Shades. 

The  Tents  of  Shem. 
For  Maimie  s  Sake, 
The  Devil’s  Die. 


This  Mortal  Coil. 

The  Great  Taboo. 
Dumaresq  s  Daughter. 
Blood  Roval. 

Duchess  of  Powysland. 
Ivan  Greets  Master¬ 
piece. 

The  Scallywag. 


By  EDWIN  L.  ARNOLD, 

Phra  the  Phoenician. 

The  Constable  of  St.  Nicholas. 

By  ALAN  ST.  AUBYIV. 

A  Fellow  of  Trinity.  I  To  his  Own  Master, 

The  Junior  Dean.  In  Face  of  the  World. 

Master  of  St.Benedict’s.  |  Orchard  Damerel. 

By  Bev.  S.  BAHINK  BOUED. 

Red  Spider.  I  Eve. 

By  BOBEBT  BABB. 

In  a  Steamer  Chair.  |  From  Whose  Bourne. 

By  I  KANK  BAKKETT. 

The  Woman  of  the  Iron  Bracelets. 

By  “BELLE.” 

Vashti  and  Esther. 

By  «.  BE  SANT  &  .1.  KITE. 

The  Ten  Years'  Tenant, 


JOU  U1  XLcVga-l.  ■ 

By  MACLAREIV  COBBAN. 

The  Red  Sultan.  I  The  Burden  of  Isabel. 

UlORT.  &  FRAN CE S COLLINS. 

Transmigration.  I  From  Midnight  to  Mid- 

Blacksmith  *  Scholar.  night. 

The  Village  Comedy.  |  You  Play  me  False. 

By  W1LKIR  COLLINS. 


My  Little  Girl. 

Case  of  Mr.  Lucraft. 
This  Son  of  Vulcan. 
The  Golden  Butterfly. 
By  Celia’s  Arbour. 

The  Monks  of  Thelema 
The  Seamy  Side. 


Ready-MoneyMortiboy. 
With  Harp  and  Crown. 
’Twas  in  Trafalgar  3 
Bay. 

The  Chaplain  of  the 
Fleet. 


The  Frozen  Deep. 

The  Two  Destinies. 

The  Law  and  the  Lady. 
The  Haunted  Hotel. 
The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebel’s  Daughter. 
The  Black  Robe. 

Heart  and  Science. 

“  I  Say  No.” 

Little  Novels. 

The  Evil  Genius. 

The  Legacy  of  Cain. 

A  Rogue's  Life. 

Blind  Love. 


By  WALTER  BESANT 


AH  Sorts  and  Condi 
tions  of  Men. 

The  Captains'  Room. 

All  in  a  Garden  Fair. 

Herr  Paulus. 

The  Ivory  Gate. 

The  World  Went  Very 
Well  Then. 

For  Faith  and  Freedom. 

The  Rebel  Queen. 

Dorothy  Forster. 

By  BOBEBT  BUCHANAN. 


Uncle  Jack. 

Children  of  Gibeon. 

Bell  of  St.  Paul’s. 

To  Call  Her  Mine. 

The  Holy  Rose. 

Armorel  of  Lyonesse. 

St.  Katherine  s  by  the 
Tower. 

Verbena  Camellia  Ste- 
phanotis. 


Armadale. 

After  Dark. 

No  Name. 

Antonina. 

Basil. 

Hide  and  Seek. 

The  Dead  Secret. 

Queen  of  Hearts. 

My  Miscellanies. 

The  Woman  in  White. 

The  Moonstone. 

Man  and  Wife. 

Poor  Miss  Finch. 

Miss  or  Mrs.  ? 

The  New  Magdalen. 

By  BUTTON  COOK. 

Paul  Foster's  Daughter. 

By  E.  II.  COOPER. 

Geoffory  Hamilton. 

By  V.  CECIIi  COTES. 

Two  Girls  on  a  Barge. 

By  C.  EGBERT  CRADDOCK. 

His  Vanished  Star. 

By  II.  N.  C  RELLIN, 

Romances  of  the  Old  Seraglio. 

By  1TB ATT  CBIITI. 

Adventures  of  a  Fair  Rebel. 

By  B.  M.  CROKER. 


A  Bird  of  Passage. 

“  To  Let.” 

Outcast  of  the  People. 


Shadow  of  the  Sword. 
A  Child  of  Nature. 
H°ir  of  Linne. 

The  Martyrdom 
Madeline. 

God  and  the  Man. 
Love  Me  for  Ever. 


of 


Annan  Water. 

Woman  and  the  Man. 
The  New  Abelard. 
Foxglove  Manor. 
Master  of  the  Mine. 

R-  land  White  Heather. 
Matt.  |  Rachel  Dene. 


Love  MB  xoi  .S.VCA.  - -  1  _ 

By  .1.  ITIITCHECE  CIIAPPLE. 

The  Minor  Chord, 


Diana  Barrington. 

Proper  Pride. 

A  Family  Likeness. 

Pretty  Miss  Neville. 

Bv  W1LLIATI  CVPLES. 

Hearts  of  Gold.  _ 

By  ALPHONSE  DA  CHET. 

The  Evangelist  :  or,  Port  Salvation. 

By  II.  COI.EIUAN  DAVIDSON. 

Mr.  Sadler  s  Daughters. 

By  EBASIT1US  DAWSON. 

The  Fountain  of  Youth. 

By  .1 A  TIES  DE  TIIEEE. 

A  Castle  in  Spain. 

Bv  .1.  LEIT1I  DERWENT, 

Our  Lady  of  Tears.  1  Circe's  Lovers 
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The  Piccadilly  (3/6)  Novels — continued. 

By  DICK  DONOVAN. 

Tracked  to  Doom.  |  Man  from  Manchester. 

By  A.  CONAN  DOYEE. 

The  Firm  of  Girdlestone. 

S.  JEANNETTE  DUNCAN. 

A  Daughter  of  To-day.  |  .Vernon’s  Aunt. 

By  Mrs.  ANNIE  DDWAKDE8. 

Archie  Lovell. 

By  O.  MANVILLE  FENN. 

The  New  Mistress.  I  The  Tiger  Lily. 

Witness  to  the  Deed.  |  The  White  Virgin. 

By  PERCY  FITZGERALD. 

Fatal  Zero. 


By  K.  E.  FRANCILLON. 

One  by  One.  |  King  or  Knave  ? 

A  Dog  and  his  Shadow.  Ropes  of  Sand. 

A  Real  Queen.  |  Jack  Doyle  s  Daughter. 

Fref.bySirBARTJLE  FRERE. 

Pandurang  Hari. 

By  EDWARD  GARRETT. 

The  Capel  Girls. 

By  FACE  GAULOT. 

The  Red  Shirts. 

By  CHARLES  GIBBON. 

Robin  Gray.  I  The  Golden  Shaft. 

Loving  a  Dream.  |  Of  High  Degree. 

By  E.  GLANVILLE. 

The  Lost  Heiress.  I  The  Fossicker.  ; 

A  Fair  Colonist. 

By  E.  J.  GOODMAN. 

The  Fate  of  Herbert  Wayne. 

By  CECIL  GRIFFITH. 

Corinthia  Marazion. 

By  SYDNEY  GRUNDY. 

The  Days  of  his  Vanity. 

By  THOMAS  HARDY. 

Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 


By  BRET  II ARTE. 


A  Waif  of  the  Plains. 

A  Ward  of  the  Golden 
Gate. 

A  Sappho  of  Green 
Springs. 

Col.  Starbottle’s  Client. 


Susy. 

Sally  Dows. 

A  Protegee  of  Jack 
Hamlin’s. 

Bell-Ringer  of  Angel's. 
Clarence. 


By  JULIAN  HAWTHORNE. 


Garth. 

Ellice  Quentin. 
Sebastian  Strome. 
Dust. 

Fortune's  Fool. 


Beatrix  Randolph. 
David  Poindexter's  Dis¬ 
appearance. 

The  Spectre  of  the 
Camera 


By  Sir  A.  HELPS. 

Ivan  de  Biron. 


By  I.  HENDERSON. 

Agatha  Page. 


By  G.  A.  ME  NT  A. 

Rujub  the  Juggler.  I  Dorothy’s  Double. 

By  JOHN  MSEC. 

The  Common  Ancestor. 


By  Mrs.  MUNGERFORD. 

Lady  Verner's  Flight.  |  The  Red-House  Mystery. 

By  Mrs.  ALFRED  HUNT. 

The  Leaden  Casket.  I  Self-Condemned. 

That  Other  Person.  |  Mrs.  Juliet. 

By  CUTCLIFFE  MYNE. 

Honour  of  Thieves. 

By  R.  ASHE  KING. 

A  Drawn  Gj.me. 

The  Wearing  of  the  Green. 


The  Piccadilly  (3/6)  Novels — continued . 

By  EDMOND  LEPELLETIER. 

Madame  Sans-Gene. 

By  HARRY  LINDSAY. 

Rhoda  Roberts. 


By  E.  LYNN  LINTON. 


Patricia  Kemball. 

Under  which  Lord? 

“  My  Love  I" 
lone. 

Paston  Carew. 

By  II.  W.  LUCY. 

Gideon  Fleyce. 


Sowing  the  Wind. 

The  Atonement  of  Leam 
Dundas. 

Tho  World  Well  Lost. 
The  One  Too  Many. 


By  J  CSTIN 

A  Fair  Saxon. 

Jinley  Rochford. 

Miss  Misanthrope. 
Donna  Quixote. 

Maid  of  Athens. 
Camiola. 


McCarthy. 

Waterdale  Neighbours. 
My  Enemy’s  Daughter. 
Red  Diamonds. 

Dear  Lady  Disdain. 

The  Dictator. 

The  Comet  of  a  Season. 


By  GEORGE  MACDONALD. 

Heather  and  Snow.  |  Phantastes. 

By  0j.  T.  ME  ABE  • 

A  Soldier  of  Fortune. 

By  BERTRAM  MIT  FORD. 

The  Gun-Runner.  I  The  King's  Assegai. 

The  Luck  of  Gerard  Renshaw  Fanning's 
Ridgeley.  |  Quest. 

By  J.  E.  MURDOCK. 

Maid  Marian  and  Robin  Hood. 


By  D.  CHRISTIE  MURRAY. 


A  Life’s  Atonement. 
Joseph’s  Coat. 

Coals  of  Fire. 

Old  Blazer’s  Hero. 

Val  Strange.  |  Hearts. 
A  Model  Father. 

By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 
A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 

By  MURRAY 


First  Person  Singular. 
Cynic  Fortune. 

The  Way  of  the  World. 
BobMartin’s  Little  Girl. 
Time’s  Revenges. 

A  Wasted  Crime. 

In  Direst  Peril. 

Mount  Despair. 

&  HERMAN. 


The  Bishops’  Bible.  I  Paul  Jones’s  Alias. 
One  Traveller  Returns.  | 

By  HUME  N ISRET. 

“  Bail  Up  !  ” 


By  W.  E.  NORRIS. 

Saint  Ann  s. 

By  G.  OSINET. 

A  Weird  Gift. 

By  OUIDA. 


Held  in  Bondage. 
Strathmore. 

Chandos. 

Under  Two  Flags. 
Idalia. 

Cecil  Castlemaine’s 
Gage. 

Tricotrin. 

Puck. 

Folle  Farine. 

A  Dog  of  Flanders 
Pascarel. 

Signa. 

Princess  Napraxine. 
Ariadne. 


Two  Little  Woodeft 

Shoes. 

In  a  Winter  City. 
Friendship. 

Moths. 

Ruffino. 

Pipistrello. 

A  Village  Commune. 
Bimbi. 

Wanda. 

Frescoes.  |  Othmar. 

In  Maremma. 

Syrlin.  |  Guilderoy. 
Santa  Barbara. 

Two  Offenders. 


I5y  IUASStJARET  A.  1‘AUL. 


Gentle  and  Simple. 


By  JAMES  PAYN. 


Lost  Sir  Massingberd. 
Less  Black  than  We’re 
Painted. 

A  Confidential  Agent. 

A  Grape  from  a  Thorn. 
In  Peril  and  Privation. 
The  Mystery  of  Mir- 
bridge. 

The  Canon’s  Ward. 
Walter’s  Word. 

By  Proxy. 


High  Spirits. 

Under  One  Roof. 

From  Exile. 
Glow-worm  Tales. 

The  Talk  of  the  Town. 
Holiday  Tasks. 

For  Cash  Only. 

T/he  Burnt  Million. 

The  Woixl  and  tho  Will 
Sunny  Stories. 

A  Trying  Patient. 
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The  Piccadilly  (3/6)  Novels— continued. 

By  Mrs.  CAMEBEEB  PBAEB. 

Outlaw  and  Lawmaker.  [  Christina  Cliard. 

By  £.  C.  PBlt'E. 

Valentina.  I  Mrs.  Lancaster  s  nival. 

The  Foreigners.  I 

By  RICHARD  PRYCE. 

Miss  Maxwell's  Affections. 

By  CBIAKEES  READE. 


It  is  Never  Too  Late  to 
Mend. 

The  Double  Marriage. 

Love  Me  Little,  Love 
Me  Long. 

The  Cloister  and  the 
Hearth. 

The  Course  of  True 
Love. 

The  Autobiography  of 
a  Thief.  m 

Put  Yourself  in  His 

A  Terrible  Temptation. 

The  Jilt. 


JJ  ‘TV  ®  -1  —  — '  ——  * 

Singleheart  andDouble- 

Good  Stories  of  Men 
and  other  Animals. 
Hard  Cash. 

Peg  Woffington. 
Christie  Johnstone. 
Griffith  Gaunt. 

Foul  Play. 

The  Wandering  Heir. 
A  Woman-Hater. 

A  Simpleton. 

A  Perilous  Secret. 
Readiana. 


By  Mil's.  J.  IE.  KIDBEEE. 

Weird  Stories. 

By  AMELIB  RIVES. 

Barbara  Dering. 

By  E.  XV.  BDBIIVSOIV. 

The  Hands  of  Justice. 

By  DORA  RESSEEE. 

A  Country  Sweetheart. 

By  W.  CLARK  RUSSELL. 

Ocean  Tragedy.  I  Alone  onWideWide  Sea. 

My  Shipmate  Louise.  |  The  Phantom  Death. 

By  JO  SUV  SAUNDERS. 

Guy  Waterman.  I  The  Two  Dreamers. 

Bound  to  the  Wheel.  |  The  Lion  in  the  Path. 

By  KATHARINE  SAUNDERS. 

Margaret  and  Elisabeth  I  Heart  Salvage. 
Gideon's  Rock.  Sebastian. 

The  High  Mills.  I 


The  Piccadilly  (3/6)  Novels— continued. 

By  HAWLEY  SMART. 

Without  Love  or  Licence. 

By  T.  XV.  SPEIGHT. 

A  Secret  of  the  Sea. 

By  K.  A.  STERNDALE. 

The  Afghan  Knife. 

Bv  BERTHA  THOMAS. 

Proud  Maisie.  1  The  Violin-Player. 

By  ANTHONY  TROLLOPE. 

The  Way  we  Live  Now.  1  Scarborough's  Family. 
Frau  Frohmann.  |  The  Land-Leaguers. 

By  FRANCES  F.  TROLLOPE. 

Like  Ships  upon  the  I  Anne  Furness. 

Sea.  .  |  Mabel's  Progress. 

By  IVAN  TURGENIEFE)  &c. 

Stories  from  Foreign  Novelists. 

By  MARK  TWAIN. 

The  American  Claimant.  I  Tom  Sawyer  Abroad. 
The£l,000,000Bank-note.  |  Pudd'nhead  Wilson. 

By  €.  C.  FRASEB-TYTLER. 

Mistress  Judith. 

By  SABAH  TYTLER. 

Lady  Bell.  1  The  Blackhall  Ghosts. 

The  Bride's  Pass.  The  Macdonald  Lass. 

Buried  Diamonds.  I 

By  ALLEN  UPWARD. 

The  Queen  against  Owen. 

The  Prince  of  Balkistan. 

By  E.  A.  VI/ETELLY. 

The  Scorpion  :  A  Romance  of  Spain. 

By  J.  S.  WINTER. 

A  Soldier’s  Children. 

By  MARGARET  WYNMAN. 

My  Flirtations. 

By  E.  ZOLA. 

The  Downfall.  I  Dr.  Pascal. 

The  Dream.  I  Money.  |  Lourdes. 


CHEAP 


EDITIONS  OF 

Post  8vo,  illustrated 


By  ARTEMUS  WARD. 

Artemus  Ward  Complete. 

By  EDMOND  ABOUT. 

The  Fellah.  _ 

By  HAMILTON  AIDE. 

Carr  of  Carrlyon.  I  Confidences. 

By  MARY  ALBERT. 

Brooke  Finchley's  Daughter. 

By  ITIi's.  ALEXANDER. 

Maid,  Wife  or  Widow  7  |  Valerie’s  Fate. 

By  GRANT  ALLEN. 


POPULAR  NOVELS. 

boards,  2s.  each. 

By  FRANK  BARRETT 


Fettered  for  Life. 
Little  Lady  Linton. 
Between  Life  &  Death. 
The  Sin  of  Olga  Zassou- 
lich. 

Folly  Morrison. 

Lieut.  Barnabas 


Honest  Davie. 

A  Prodigal’s  Progress. 
Found  Guilty. 

A  RecoilingVengeance. 
For  Love  and  Honour. 
John  Ford ;  and  His 
Helpmate. 


Strange  Stories. 
Philistia. 

Babylon. 

The  Devil's  Die. 

This  Mortal  Coil. 

J.n  all  Shades. 

The  Beckoning  Hand. 
Blcod  Royal. 


For  Maimie’s  Sake. 

The  Tent3  of  Shem. 

The  Great  Taboo. 
Dumaresq’s  Daughter. 
The  Duchess  of  Powys- 
land. 

IvanGreet’sMasterpiece. 
The  Scallywag. 


By  E.  LESTER  ARNOLD. 

Fhra  the  Phoenician. 

By  ALAN  ST.  AUBYN. 

A  Fellow  of  Trinity.  I  Master  of  St.Benedict  s 
The  Junior  Dean.  I  To  His  Own  Master. 

By  Rev.  S.  BAK8NO  QOUJLH, 

Red  Spider.  I  Eve* 


BEAUCHAMP* 

Grantley  Grange. 

By  WALTER  BESAIVT. 

Dorothy  Forster. 

Children  of  Gibeon. 

Uncle  Jack, 
flerr  Paulus. 

AH  Sorts  and  Condi¬ 
tions  of  Men. 

The  Captains'  Room. 

All  in  a  Garden  Fair. 

The  World  Went  Very 
Well  Then. 


For  Faith  and  Freedom. 
To  Call  Her  Mine. 

The  Bell  of  St.  Paul's. 
Arm  orel  of  Lyonesse. 
The  Holy  Rose. 

The  Ivory  Gate. 

Sr-.  Katherines  by  the 
Tower. 

Verbena  Camellia. 

The  Rebel  Queen. 


By  W.  RESANT  «£c  J.  BICE. 


Th\3  Son  of  Vulcan. 

My  Little  Girl. 

The  Case  of  Mr.  Lucraft. 
The  Golden  Butterfly. 
By  Celia's  Arbour. 

The  Monks  of  Thelema. 
The  Seamy  Side. 


The  Ten  Years’  Tenant. 
Ready- Money  Mortiboy 
With  Harp  and  Crown. 
’Twas  in  Trafalgar’s 
Bay. 

The  Chaplain  of  the 

Fleet. 
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Two-Shilung  Novels — continued. 

itr  Ambrose;  biekcg. 

In  the  Midst  of  Life. 

By  FREDERICK  ROVI.E. 

Camp  Notes.  I  Chronicles  of  No-man’s 

Savage  Life.  |  Land. 

By  BRET  11  ARTE. 


Californian  Stories. 

Gabriel  Conroy. 

The  Luck  of  Roaring 
Camp. 

An  Heiress  of  Red  Dog. 

By  HAROLD  BRYDGES. 

Uncle  Sam  at  Home. 

By  ROBERT  BUCHANAN. 


Flip.  I  Mamja. 

A  Phyllis  of  the  Sierras. 
A  Waif  of  the  Plains. 

A  Ward  of  the  Golden 
Gate. 


The  Martyrdom  of  Ma¬ 
deline. 

Annan  Water. 

The  New  Abelard. 
Matt. 

The  Heir  of  Linne. 

.  CAINE. 

The  Deemster. 


Shadow  of  the  Sword. 

A  Child  of  Nature. 

God  and  the  Man. 

Love  Me  for  Ever. 

Foxglove  Manor. 

The  Master  of  the  Mine 
By  HALL 
The  Shadow  of  a  Crime.  I 
A  Son  of  Hagar. 

By  Column  ml  CAMEBON. 

The  Cruise  of  the  “Black  Prince." 

By  Mr*.  LOVETT  CAITIERON. 

Deceivers  Ever.  |  Juliet’s  Guardian. 

By  AUSTIN  CLARE. 

For  the  Love  of  a  Lass. 

By  Mrs.  ARCHER  CEIVE. 

Paul  Ferroll. 

Why  Paul  Ferroll  Killed  his  Wife. 

By  ITI  ACE  AREN  COBBAN. 

The  Cure  of  Souls.  |  The  Red  Sultan. 

By  C.  ALL8TON  COLLINS. 

The  Bar  Sinister. 

JTIORT.  &  FRANCES  COEE1NS. 


Sweet  Anne  Page. 

Transmigration. 

From  Midnight  to  Mid¬ 
night. 

A  Fight  with  Fortune. 

By  WILKIE  COEEINS. 


Sweet  and  Twenty. 

The  Village  Comedy. 
You  Play  me  False. 
Blacksmith  and  Scholar 
Frances. 


My  Miscellanies. 

The  Woman  in  White. 
The  Moonstone. 

Man  and  Wife. 

Poor  Miss  Finch. 

The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebel’s  Daughter 
The  Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science. 

‘T  Say  No!" 

The  Evil  Genius. 

Little  Novels. 

Legacy  of  Cain. 

Blind  Love. 


Armadale. 

Aft*r  Dark. 

No  Name. 

Antonina. 

Basil. 

Hide  and  Seek. 

The  Dead  Secret. 

Queen  of  Hearts. 

Miss  or  Mrs.  ? 

The  New  Magdalen. 

The  Frozen  Deep. 

The  Law  and  the  Lady. 

The  Two  Destinies. 

The  Haunted  Hotel. 

A  Rogue’s  Life. 

By  ITI.  J.  COLQUHOUN. 

Every  Inch  a  Soldier. 

By  BUTTON  COOK. 

Leo.  I  Paul  Foster’s  Daughter. 

By  C.  EGBERT  CRADDOCK. 

The  Prophet  of  the  Great  Smoky  Mountains. 

By  ITI  ATT  CRIJTI. 

Adventures  of  a  Fair  Rebel. 

By  B.  ITI.  CROKER. 

Pretty  Miss  Nevill.  I  Bird  of  Passage. 

Diana  Barrington.  Proper  Pride. 

“To  Let."  |  A  Family  Likeness. 

By  W.  CYPEES. 

Hearts  of  Gold. 

By  ALPHONSE  BAUBET. 

The  Evangelise ;  or,  Port  Salvation. 

By  ERASMUS  DAWSON, 

The  Fountain  of  Youth. 


Two- Shilling  Novels — continued. 

By  JAMES  BE  ITIIEEE. 

A  Castle  in  Spain. 

By  JT.  LEITII  DERWENT. 

Our  Lady  of  Tears.  |  Circe's  Lovers. 

By  CHARLES  BICKENS. 
Sketches  by  Boz.  I  Nicholas  Nickleby. 

Oliver  Twist. 

By  BICK  DONOVAN. 


From  Information  Re¬ 
ceived. 

Tracked  to  Doom. 

Link  by  Link 
Suspicion  Aroused. 
Dark  Deeds. 

The  Long  Arm  of  the 
Law. 


The  Man-Hunter. 

Tracked  and  Taken. 

Caught  at  Last ! 

Wanted ! 

Who  Poisoned  Hetty 
Duncan  ? 

Man  from  Manchester. 

A  Detective's  Triumphs 
In  the  Grip  of  the  Law. 

By  Mrs.  ANNIE  EBWARDES. 

A  Point  of  Honour.  |  Archie  Lovell. 

By  ITI.  BETIIAM-EBWARDS. 

Felicia.  |  Kitty. 

By  EBW.  EGGEESTON. 

Roxv. 

By  G.  MAN  VIEEE  FENN. 

The  New  Mistress.  |  Witness  to  the  Deed. 

By  PERCY  FITZGERALB. 


Bella  Donna. 
Never  Forgotten. 
Polly. 

Fatal  Zero. 


Second  Mrs.  Tillotson. 
Seventy  -  five  Brooke 
Street. 

The  Lady  of  Brantome 


By  F.  FITZGERALB  and  others. 
Strange  Secrets. 

ALBANY  BE  FONBEANQUE. 

FilthyLucre. 

By  K.  E.  FRANCIEEON. 


Olympia. 

One  by  One. 

A  Real  Queen. 

Queen  Cophetua. 

By  HAROLD 
Seth’s  Brother's  Wife. 


King  or  Knave  ? 
Romances  of  the  Law. 
Ropes  of  Sand. 

A  Dog  and  his  Shadow. 
FREBERHK. 

|  The  Lawton  Girl. 
Pref.  by  Sir  BARTEE  FRERE. 
Pandurang  Hari. 

By  IIAIN  FRISWEEE. 

One  of  Two. 

By  EDWARB  GARRETT. 

The  Capel  Girls. 

By  GILBERT  GAUE. 

A  Strange  Manuscript. 

By  CHARLES  GIBBON. 


In  Honour  Bound. 
Flower  of  the  Forest. 
The  Braes  of  Yarrow. 
The  Golden  Shaft. 

Of  High  Degree. 

By  Mead  and  Stream. 
Loving  a  Dream. 

A  Hard  Knot. 

Heart’s  De  light. 
Blood-Money. 


Robin  Gray. 

Fancy  Free. 

For  Lack  of  Gold. 

What  will  the  World 
Say? 

In  Love  and  War. 

For  the  King. 

In  Pastures  Green. 

Queen  of  the  Meadow. 

A  Heart’s  Problem. 

The  Dead  Heart. 

By  WIILIAM  GILBERT. 

Dr.  Austin’s  Guests.  |  The  Wizard  of  the 
James  Duke.  |  Mountain. 

By  ERNEST  GLANV1LEE. 

The  Lost  Heiress.  |  The  Fossicker. 

A  Fair  Colonist. 

By  HENRY  OKEVIJLX.E. 

A  Noble  Woman.  |  Nikanor. 

By  CECIE  GRIFFITH. 

Corinthia  Marazion. 

By  SYDNEY  GRUNDY. 

The  Days  of  his  Vanity. 

By  JOHN  BARBERTON. 

Brneton’s  Bayou  |  Country  Luck. 

By  ANBREW  HAELIBAY. 

Every-day  Papers. 

By  Lady  BUFFU8  HARDY, 

Paul  Wynter’a  Sacrifice* 
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Two-Shilling  Novels— continued. 

By  THOMAS  HARDY. 

Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 

By  J.  BERWICK  HARWOOD. 

The  Tenth  Earl. 

By  JULIAN  IIAWTIIORNE. 


Garth. 

Ellice  Qnentin. 
Fortune’*  Fool. 
Miss  Oadogna. 
Sebastian  Strome. 
Dust 


Beatrix  Randolph. 

Love — or  a  Name. 
David  Poindexter's  Dis¬ 
appearance. 

The  Spectre  of  the 
Camera. 


By  Sir  ARTHUR  HEEPS. 

Ivan  de  Biron. 

By  HENRY  HERMAN. 

A  Leading  Lady. 

By  IIEAOOIV  I11EE. 

Zambra  the  Detective. 

By  JOHN  HILL. 

Treason  Felony. 

By  Mrs.  CASHEL  HOEY. 

The  Lover’s  Creed. 

By  Mrs.  GEORGE  IIOOPEK. 

The  House  of  Raby. 

By  TIGHE  HOPKINS. 

Twlxt  Love  and  Duty. 

By  Mrs.  HPIVGERFOKD. 

A  Maiden  all  Forlorn.  I  A  Mental  Straggle. 

In  Durance  Vile.  A  Modern  Circe. 

Marvel.  I  Lady  Verner's  Flight. 

By  Mrs.  ALFRED  HUNT. 

Thomlcroft  s  Model.  |  Self  Condemned. 

If  Hat  other  Person.  I  The  Leaden  Casket. 

By  JEAN  INGELOW. 

Fated  to  be  Free. 

By  WM.  JAMESON. 

My  Dead  Self. 

By  HARRIETT  JAY. 

The  Dark  Colleen.  I  Queen  of  Connaught. 

By  MARK  KERSHAW. 

Colonial  Facts  and  Fictions. 

Ry  R.  ASHE  KING. 

A  Drawn  Game.  I  Passion's  Slave 

••  The  Wearing  of  the  Bell  Barry. 

Green." 

Ry  JOHN  LEYS. 

The  Lindsays. 

By  E.  EYNN  LINTON 


Patricia  Kemball. 

The  World  Well  Lost. 

Under  which  Lord  1 
Paston  Carew. 

•  My  Love  I  " 
lone. 

By  HENRY  W.  LUCY. 

Gideon  Fleyce. 

By  justin  McCarthy. 


Camiola. 

Donna  Quixote. 

Maid  of  Athens. 

The  Comet  of  a  Season. 
The  Dictator. 

Red  Diamonds. 


The  Atonement  of  Leam 
Dundas. 

With  a  Silken  Thread. 
The  Rebel  of  the 
Family. 

Sowing  the  Wind. 


Dear  Lady  Disdain. 

Waterdale  Neighbours. 

Mv  Enemy’s  Daughter. 

A  Fair  Saxon. 

Linley  Rochford. 

Miss  Misanthrope. 

By  HtGBI  MAC’COLL. 

Mr  Stranger’s  Sealed  Packet.  * 

By  AGNES  IUACDONELL. 

Quaker  Cousins. 

KATHARINE  S.  MACQUOID. 

The  Evil  Eye.  I  Lost  Rose. 

By  W*  H.  MALLOCK. 

A  Romance  of  the  Nine- 1  The  Hew  Republic, 
teen  th  Century.  1 


Two-Shilling  Novels — continued. 

By  FLORENCE  MABRYAT. 

Open  I  Sesame  I  I  A  Harvest  of  Wild  Oats. 

Fighting  the  Air.  I  Written  in  Fire. 

By  J.  MASTERMAN. 

Half-a-dozen  Daughters. 

By  BRANDER  MATTHEWS. 

A  Secret  of  the  Sea. 

By  LEONARD  MERRICK. 

The  Man  who  was  Good. 

By  JEAN  MBDDLEMASS. 

Touch  and  Go.  |  Mr.  Dorillion. 

By  Hrs.  HOLES  WORTH. 

Hathercourt  Rectory. 

By  J.  E.  MIDDOCK. 

Stories  Weird  and  Won-  I  From  the  Bosom  of  the 
derful.  Deep. 

The  Dead  Man's  Secret.  | 

By  HURRAY  aud  HERHYN. 

One  Traveller  Returns.  I  The  Bishops’  Bible. 
Paul  Jones  8  Alias.  | 

By  D.  CHRISTIE  HURRAY. 


A  Life's  Atonement. 

By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 
A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 
First  Person  Singular. 
Bob  Martin's  Little 
Girl. 

Time’s  Revengps. 

A  Wasted  Crime. 


A  Model  Father. 

Joseph's  Coat. 

Coals  of  Fire. 

Val  Strange. 

Old  Blazer's  Hero. 

Hearts. 

The  Way  of  the  World. 

Cynic  Fortune. 

By  HENRY  HURRAY. 

A  Game  of  Bluff.  I  A  Song  of  Sixpence. 

Ry  HUHE  NISBET. 

“  Ball  Up  l  ”  I  Dr. Bernard  St.  Vincent. 

By  ALICE  O’HANLON. 

The  Unforeseen.  |  Chance  ?  or  Fate  7 

By  GEORGES  OIIIVET, 

Dr.  Rameau.  |  A  Weird  Gift. 

A  Last  Love. 

By  Mrs.  OLIPIIANT. 

Whiteladie3.  I  The  Greatest  Heiress  In 

The  Primrose  Path.  I  England. 

By  Hr s.  ROBERT  O’REILLY. 

Phoebe  s  Fortunes. 

By  OUIDA. 

Wooden 


Two  Little 
Shoes. 

Moths. 

Bimbi. 

Pipistrello. 

A  village  Commune. 
Wanda. 

Othmar. 

Frescoes. 

In  Maremma. 
Guilderoy. 

Ruflino. 

Syrlin. 

Santa  Barbara. 

Ouida's  Wisdom,  Wit, 
and  Pathos. 


Held  In  Bondage. 

Strathmore. 

Chandos. 

Idalia. 

Under  Two  Flags. 

Cecil  Castlemaine'sGage 
Tricotrin. 

Puck. 

Folle  Farine. 

A  Dog  of  Flanders. 

Pascarel. 

Signa. 

Princess  Napraxine. 

In  a  Winter  City. 

Ariadne. 

Friendship. 

MARGARET  AGNES  PAUL. 

Gentle  and  Simple. 

Ry  C.  L.  PIRKIS. 

Lady  Lovelace. 

Ry  EDGAR  A.  POE. 

The  Mystery  of  Marie  Eoget. 

By  Mrs.  CAMPBELL  PKAED. 

The  Romance  of  a  Station. 

The  Soul  of  Countess  Adrian. 

Outlaw  and  Lawmaker. 

Ry  E.  C.  PRICE. 

Valentina.  |  Mrs.  Lancaster's  Rival. 

The  Foreigners.  I  Gerald. 

By  RICHARD  PRYCE. 

mm  Maxwell's  Affections. 
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Two-Shilling  Novels — continued. 

By  JAMES  PA  AN. 


Bentinck’s  Tutor. 
Murphy  's  Master. 

A  County  Family. 

At  Her  Mercy. 

Cecil’s  Tryst. 

The  Clyffards  of  Clyffe. 
The  Foster  Brothers. 
Found  Dead. 

The  Best  of  Husbands. 
Walter’s  Word. 

Halves. 

Fallen  Fortunes. 
Humorous  Stories. 
£200  Reward. 

A  Marine  Residence. 
Mirk  Abbey. 

By  Proxy. 

Under  One  Roof. 

High  Spirits. 

Carlyon’s  Year. 

From  Exile. 

For  Cash  Only. 

Kit. 

The  Canon’s  Ward. 


Talk  of  the  Town. 
Holiday  Tasks. 

A  Perfect  Treasure. 
What  He  Cost  Her. 

A  Confidential  Agent. 
Glow- worm  Tales. 

The  Burnt  Million. 
Sunny  Stories. 

Lost  Sir  Massmgberd. 

A  Woman’s  Vengeance. 
The  Family  Scapegrace. 
Gwendoline's  Harvest. 
Like  Father,  Like  Son. 
Married  Beneath  Him. 
Not  Wooed,  but  Won. 
Less  Black  than  We  re 
Painted. 

Some  Private  Views. 

A  Grape  from  a  Thorn. 
The  Mystery  of  Mir- 
bridge. 

The  Word  and  the  Will. 
A  Prince  of  the  Blood. 
A  Trying  Patient. 


By  (JIflAKLES  RE  ABE. 

It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  A  TerribleTemptation. 


Mend. 

Christie  Johnstone. 

The  Double  Marriage. 

Put  Yourself  in  His 
Place. 

Love  Me  Little,  Love 
Me  Long. 

The  Cloister  and  the 
Hearth. 

The  Course  of  True 
Love. 

The  Jilt. 

The  Autobiography  of 
a  Thief. 

By  Mrs.  JT.  If.  BIDDELJ 


Foul  Play. 

The  Wandering  Heir. 
Hard  Cash. 

Singleheart  and  Double¬ 
face. 

Good  Stories  of  Men  and 
other  Animals. 

Peg  Woffington. 

Griffith  Gaunt. 

A  Perilous  Secret. 

A  Simpleton. 

Readiana. 

A  Woman-Hater. 


Weird  Stories. 

Fairy  Water. 

Her  Mother's  Darling. 
The  Prince  of  Wales's 
Garden  Party. 


The  Uninhabited^House 
The  Mystery  in  Palace 
Gardens. 

The  Nun’s  Curse. 

Idle  Tales. 


By  AMEFIE  RIVES. 

Barbara  Dering. 

By  E.  W.  ROBINSON. 

Women  are  Strange.  |  The  Hands  of  Justice. 

By  JAMES  R  UNCI  IRAN. 

Skippers  and  Shellbacks. 

Grace  Balmaign’s  Sweetheart. 

Schools  and  Scholars. 

By  W.  CLARK  RUSSELL. 


The  Romance  of  Jenny 
Harlowe. 

An  Ocean  Tragedy. 

My  Shipmate  Louise. 
Alone  on  a  Wide  Wide 
Sea. 


Round  the  Galley  Fire. 

On  the  Fo’k’sle  Head. 

In  the  Middle  Watch. 

A  Voyage  to  the  Cape. 

A  Book  for  the  Ham¬ 
mock. 

The  Mystery  of  the 
•  Ocean  Star.” 

GEOROE  AUGUSTES  SALA. 

Gaslight  and  Daylight. 

By  JOHN  SAUNDERS. 

Guy  Waterman.  I  The  Lion  in  the  Path. 

The  Two  Dreamers.  | 

By  KATHARINE  SAUNBERS. 

Joan  Merryweather.  I  Sebastian. 

The  High  Mills.  Margaret  and  Eliza- 

Heart  Salvage.  |  beth. 

By  GEORGE  R.  SIITIS. 


Rogues  and  Vagabonds. 
The  Ring  o’  Bells. 

Mary  Jane's  Memoirs. 
M*ry  Jane  Married. 
Tales  of  To-day. 
Dramas  of  Life. 


Tinkletop’s  Crime. 
Zeph. 

My  Two  Wives. 
Memoirs  of  a  Landlady. 
Scenes  from  the  Show. 


Two-Shilling  Novels — continued . 

Ry  ARTHUR  SKETCHLEY. 

A  Match  in  the  Dark. 

Ry  HAWLEY  SMART. 

Without  Love  or  Licence. 

Ry  T.  W.  SPEIGHT. 


Back  to  Life. 

The  LoudwaterTragedy. 
Burgo  s  Romance. 
Quittance  in  Full. 


The  Mysteries  of  Heron 
Dyke. 

The  Golden  Hoop. 

Hoodwinked. 

By  Devious  Ways. 

By  R.  A.  STERNDALE. 

The  Afghan  Knife. 

By  R.  LOUIS  STEVENSON. 

New  Arabian  Nights.  |  Prince  Otto. 

By  BERTHA  THOMAS. 

Cressida.  I  The  Violin-Player. 

Proud  Maisie.  | 

By  WALTER  THORNRURV. 

Tales  for  the  Marines.  |  Old  Stories  Retold. 

T.  ADOLPHUS  TROLLOPE. 

Diamond  Cut  Diamond. 

By  F.  ELEANOR  TROLLOPE. 

Like  Ships  upon  the  I  Anne  Furness. 

Sea. 

By  ANTHONY 

Frau  Frohmann. 


Mabel's  Progress. 

TROLLOPE. 

The  American  Senator. 
Mr.  Scarborough’s 
Family. 

The  Golden  Lion  of 
Granpere. 


Marlon  Fay. 

Kept  in  the  Dark. 

John  Caldigate. 

The  Way  we  Live  Now. 

The  Land-Leaguers. 

By  JT.  T.  TROWRRIBGE. 

Parnell's  Folly. 

By  IVAN  TURGENIEFF,  «&c, 

Stories  from  Foreign  Novelists. 

By  MARK  TWAIN, 


A  Pleasure  Trip  on  the 
Continent. 

The  Gilded  Age. 

Huckleberry  Finn. 

MarkTwain's  Sketches. 

Tom  Sawyer. 

A  Tramp  Abroad. 

Stolen  White  Elephant. 
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